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From the Editor:
About Strength in Weakness

W

elcome to Carolina Grace: Strength in Weakness.
We launched Carolina Grace back in 2009 as an
effort to promote unity and provide a platform
for the unhindered expression and exploration of
theological thought. To write and speak of God is nothing short
of the very worship of God. Additionally, we continue to offer
essays chronicling our own history as Episcopalians in South
Carolina. In Bishop William Alexander Guerry’s words, “We
take a backward glance today to gain fresh courage for the future, and a deeper consecration to the great work to which God
has called us.” That broad mission continues.
The theme for this issue is Strength in Weakness. Among such
writings, you will also read stories that describe the turmoil and
adversity surrounding the 2012 ecclesiastical division in our part
of the Episcopal Church and Anglican Communion. You will see
hope and tremendous resourcefulness
and perseverance, as well as an amazing capacity to adapt to constantly and
“It certainly
dramatically changing circumstances,
encourages the
indeed, the hallmark of a flourishing
Mother Church to
spirit. While the weight of these sad digive this stone cross
visions wrenches the heart, separation
is nonetheless a reality of our current
into your hands
life. So much has been stripped away,
today and feel that
though, it seems, somehow, that fresh
we ourselves are
strength has been given to forge ahead
part of that great
into a bright future, all the while darAngel Oak that
ing to ‘speak what we feel,’ rather than
perhaps ‘what we ought to say.’
is the Anglican
I write this in the wake of the April
Communion.”
2016 visit of the Presiding Bishop
ROBERT WILLIS
Michael Curry and the Dean of
DEAN OF
Canterbury to Charleston, and the
CANTERBURY
dedication of Grace Church as Grace
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Church Cathedral. What struck me profoundly was that the Dean
of Canterbury, the Very Reverend Dr. Robert Willis, wanted to
see the Angel Oak on John’s Island. He even referenced it in his
remarks during the dedication, saying: “Its branches are a good
sign of organic unity as a Communion, a lovely image for me to
take back home.”
As he presented the stone of the Canterbury Cross from Canterbury Cathedral to be placed into the walls of Grace, Dean
Robert Willis offered these gracious words: “I hope it encourages you; it certainly encourages the Mother Church to give this
stone cross into your hands today and feel that we ourselves are
part of that great Angel Oak that is the Anglican Communion.”
The very next afternoon Dean Michael Wright gave me the
privilege of introducing the Dean to the grand lady. We passed
right by my home parish of St. John’s, located on Angel Oak Road.
I mentioned that when I was a child sometimes Sunday school
classes would consist of walks to the great tree and explained
that the Angel Oak and ‘church’ had therefore always been synonymous for me. I pointed out the resurrection fern growing in
3

her limbs, which, while imperceptible on such a stunning sunny
day, would turn a vivid verdant hue after a good rain.
On yet the following day, I returned to St. John’s for the funeral of Frances Sinkler. The timing felt fortuitous, providential perhaps. It was my first time vesting and participating there since
the diocesan division. The clergy could not have been more welcoming. Frances’ youngest daughter Caroline and I had grown
up in St. John’s together. Her roots and my own run deep out
there. Frances had been one of my Sunday school teachers. Caroline, with her characteristic fortitude wrapped with grace, had
stated quite emphatically that in her mother’s church there is no
across-the- aisle, no separation—that, for her mother, all are one.
Over the last several years I have boldly stated on occasion
that we make our home in life wherever we go, that we are but
pilgrims on this earth, our island home. I believe this. As we
committed Frances’ body to the earth, the very same earth that
provides nourishment to the great live oak so near, I found myself filled with hope and love of home. We were being given a
moving glimpse of that place where there is no pain or grief,
but life eternal, where we will know fully and see clearly that in
God’s kingdom, all are truly one. I realized that, for me, no matter what, while home may be many places, it will also always be
that beloved parish church whose people are as deeply rooted
together as the roots of the Angel Oak.
If you ever find yourself struggling to believe in resurrection,
the next time after a good rain, go and look into the limbs—the
wide open arms of the great live oak—and there you will see it.
Leave it to Canterbury to lead us home!
Yours in Christ,
Callie
Calhoun Walpole
Grace Church Cathedral, Charleston
The Episcopal Church in South Carolina
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A Hymn Offered for the
Celebration and Dedication
of Grace Church Cathedral,
Charleston, April 10, 2016
Grace descends on God’s beloved,
Never failing, now we sing.
Living out our pilgrim calling,
Walking with our wounded King.
Gather now your faithful people,
Mold us in your love shaped grasp.
Lead our steps with holy longing,
As we’ve known in ages past.
New found callings, Christ’s assurance,
Ever living, still he saves.
Changing lives through changing waters,
Tides that flow refreshing waves.
Bless us here at this beginning,
Bathe us from your soothing depths.
Lead us to your promised purpose,
Springing from your mighty crests.
On this day of dedication
Lift us as your Spirit soars,
To the place of holy living
Where your call to justice roars.
May we serve as we encounter
Your great care in sacred sign,
In this place of peace and calling,
Grace amazing, love divine.
Tune: Hyfrydol

J. Michael A. Wright
Grace Church Cathedral
Charleston
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I

An Unchosen Wilderness

t is hell to wake one day and have to admit to yourself that
your church betrayed you.
It is disorienting to recognize that friends of many years
seem content to have abandoned you (at best) or deliberately
to have cast you aside (at worst).
It is disillusioning to realize that clergy have misrepresented
many things and manipulated your congregation into dissolving
their affiliation with The Episcopal Church.
It is devastating to feel utterly adrift on Sunday mornings
knowing you simply can no longer tolerate
your former church home, one that no longer nurtures you in the slightest, that for too
long has not uplifted you in the least.
“My grace is
Betrayal! Abandonment! Adrift. Alone?
sufficient for
When the whirlwind of such haunting
you, for my
thoughts and feelings slows to become a
pressing void in your life, what do you do,
power is made
where do you turn?
perfect in
Casual encounters or phone conversaweakness.”
tions with church friends of long-standing
ST. PAUL
take on a guarded aspect as you attempt to
find like-mindedness, a needed companionship for this prickly desert, this wilderness that seems more barren each day. How
do you rid yourself of its heavy mantle, that weight of heart, that
undertow of soul? Continuously, you ponder how can it be that
your church family, like lemmings, was led astray from the fold
while other parishes saw the appeal of the pied piper for what it
really was and retain the safe haven of their church homes? Unfathomable it seems that so many good, intelligent people of your
former parish could accept, much less rally behind, the unsubstantiated threats disguised behind a vague claim of the crisis in
the Episcopal Church. Why, WHY wouldn’t some of those attorneys of your old congregation research the facts of the matter as if
preparing to argue a legal case, rather than take at face value such
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bizarre accusations and fall into lockstep with renegades?! Madness. You think: I’m better off; the thought defines the beginning
of a new wilderness as you suppress the reality that Christianity
is sustained in and through the fellowship of community.
Then a friend suggests you go together to a church that remains Episcopal, never mind the long drive. You fight to hold
your tears of relief experiencing the liturgy you’ve long known,
done according to the Book of Common Prayer, not truncated in
favor of overlong insipid sermons. Afterwards, you both drive
toward home in silence, each occasionally sighing aloud, then
laugh mutually, realizing the uplifting release afforded by the
worship you had too long missed. In time, that friend and others
join for monthly in-home gatherings, and in a few months the
group mutually decides to begin regular weekly worship services
with a supply priest in rented space. It’s worth a try, let’s see what
happens. A few weeks of flurried activity, planning and communication efforts end with a hoped-for gathering using borrowed
supplies shared willingly by a nearby long-established parish.
We are begun.
The rented space is large and clean with windows affording
sunlight, but the rules do not permit storing items on site in spite
of the availability of numerous vacant rooms and closets. Our
portable altar and few borrowed items begin to feel like tons of
material possessions after being moved in and out every week in
the heat and humidity of late summer. Regular attendees seem
not to notice the few routinely doing the heavy lifting, or occasionally comment about not knowing what to do to be helpful.
An early volunteer, supposedly willing to ‘do anything,’ drops
out after a few weeks commenting that he ‘cannot imagine being
buried from a schoolroom.’ Comments of ‘you know what we
need?’ or ‘I wish we had . . . ‘ become more frequent. Last-minute arrivals seem to revel in re-arranging the chairs you arrived
early to align, to disregard the ‘good order’ you worked hard to
achieve in this temporary tent of meeting in the attempt to create
as much ‘beauty of holiness’ as possible in a concrete-block room
devoid of architectural interest. The term persecution takes on a
rather personal context.
7

Willing yourself to see beyond the nit-picking, you do see
much of what is really church: giving in all manner of ways
manifests, community is building, casual visitors return, supply
clergy uplift and encourage, monetary contributions are more
than enough to sustain operations, a feeling of family is emerging, people comment about being unburdened and traveling
light – they’re sensing an unexpected freedom and reveling in its
newness. You have to admit to yourself that many elements are
coming together through some ‘elsewhere force’ you had nothing
to do with. The catch-phrase angel guardians takes on a greater,
profound reality.
Diocesan conventions become a family reunion, a joyous party, a well of refreshment. We experience the reminder that we are
part of something greater, something beyond our small fellowship’s struggles, we are not abandoned.
But do we as a diocese, as a church, see a big picture, a new
vision, here?
Isn’t this rending split somehow a new calling from God? Isn’t
God putting before us an opportunity to examine what is truly
important for each of us individually and all of us as a church?
Isn’t this a sort of ‘do-over’ opportunity for us? Do we follow
the Jesus who meets people where they are, as they are, with an
inclusive love or don’t we? Isn’t there staring us in the face a mission field more in need of knowing God’s love and acceptance
than ever before?!
Perhaps being driven from our church is a kind of door
opened akin to the eagle’s destruction of her own nest when her
fledglings are ready to fly – rather, to soar – when the fledglings
don’t even recognize it or won’t venture it for themselves!
Perhaps this is not the unexpected car crash it first felt like,
upsetting as it did our contentment and comfort. Perhaps this is
not, after all, an unchosen wilderness. Perhaps this is our mission field revealed.
Rick Stall
The Episcopal Church of the Messiah
Myrtle Beach
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Meditation in the Silent
Witness of Our Roots
Roots grown cruciform in the old churchyard,
stretching across hallowed ground
to generations resting there.
Families, family –
Susie, Granddaddy, Mama, Daddy, Frank.
Priest, teachers, friends –
Steve and Frances, Miss Rebecca, Teddy,
beloved of God,
in the silent witness of our roots.
Roots grown cruciform in the old churchyard,
stretching across hallowed ground
into the church building, fragrant with
lingering incense of ancient candle wax.
Light filtering gently through wavy panes where
yesterday, spring’s glory took away our breath.
Sighing deeply, pausing to remember,
hearts overflow,
in the silent witness of our roots.
Roots grown cruciform in the old churchyard,
stretching across hallowed ground
to the agony of slowest fracture,
as the Body, bone and sinew, came apart.
Tears of pain, rage, fear, deepest grief.
Abandoned in the company of others.
accepting that what has been,
no longer is,
in the silent witness of our roots.
Roots grown cruciform in the old churchyard,
stretching across hallowed ground
into new life emerging out of this death,
abundance brimming – faith, hope, joy. Love.
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The Body knitting together, broken places strong again,
becoming community God calls into being.
Christ’s Body, fresh infancy of yet unfolding generations,
Creation anew,
in the silent witness of our roots,
Thank, God,
Creator, Redeemer, Sustainer, forever with us
in, through, beyond the silent witness of our roots,
stretching across hallowed ground of life.
Amen.
Virginia Cuthbert Wilder
The Episcopal Church of the Good Shepherd
Summerville
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Eyes Opened:
The Charleston Hospital
Workers Movement 1968-69

M
was King:

artin Luther King Jr., was a prophet and poet who
moved people with his vision and his words. A
prophet sees things that others cannot see. He then
describes what he sees and it comes to life. Such

“There comes a time when people get tired of
being trampled by oppression. There comes a
time when people get tired of being plunged into
the abyss of exploitation and nagging injustice.”
I grew up in a segregated south. My father was a farmer. There
were six African-American sharecropper families on our farm.
I worked side by side with black people. I played with them. I
hunted with them. But I did not go to school with them. Much
of what I learned about people, life and values, I learned from
my black friends. But I did not recognize the obvious injustice
of white and colored water fountains and restrooms. It didn’t jolt
my awareness that I had no black classmates at the University of
North Carolina or in med school at MUSC. I was a junior medical student when I was jolted with the injustice of segregation.
After a particularly grueling on call evening of hospital scut
work, when the residents and interns had left for other adventures, I suggested to Mrs. Green the head nurse on 7 East that we
go downstairs and partake in the free late night snack. She looked
at me and said, “You and I don’t eat in the same dining room.”
Mrs. Green was about my color which in many ways made my
lesson more powerful. I didn’t sleep much that night. I found
myself reviewing the good times with my black friends, both my
age and older, and my willingness to buy into the argument that I
had heard so many times: “We treat our black people well.” Ironically, this was 1958 when Martin Luther King was emerging as a
11
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powerful spokesperson. Television was beginning. I found myself looking, searching for instances of obvious injustice. They
were abundant. The employment rosters in our hospital and
medical school had clear color lines above which employees were
white. I could visit the black dining room but not the reverse.
How long will this take. When will this change? I became impatient with what Martin Luther King called gradualism. “Good
things are happening. Things happen in time.”
Fast forward to 1968, March: I moved back to Charleston with
my wife and two small children to become the chairman of the
Department of Psychiatry of the Medical University of South
Carolina. Within two weeks, Martin Luther King was assassinated. It had been a year of death. More was to come. Within a year,
a set of circumstances arose which would become a major event
in MUSC’s history. A northeastern hospital union, 1099-B, had
been in Charleston for at least a year seeking to unionize hospital
workers at our hospital and others. The governor had drawn the
line. State employees would not be unionized. And while the issue was ostensibly unionization, the core issue was race. Union
12

members would be drawn from the job ranks mostly filled by
African-Americans. Union officials were mostly black.
Four hospital employees staged a sit-down in the office of Dr.
William McCord, president of the Medical University, who had
them physically removed and fired. The strike was on. Many
hospital workers walked out. The hospital staff went down to a
skeleton force. Threats of violence started against people in the
black community who continued to come to work. There were
pickets and soon the National Guard was here with a curfew.
Special passes were required to come into the hospital after curfew hours. You couldn’t be on the streets. A few of our students
joined the picket lines.
In a well-intended but misguided effort to provide comfort to
those employees who were coming to work, Dr. McCord drew
a line in the sand and said we will never rehire the strikers. I
learned that you never say never. Every morning, the clinical
chairmen would meet with State Law Enforcement Division officers (SLED).
Into the scene came the Southern Christian Leadership Conference (SCLC), Martin Luther King’s organization now led by
the Rev. Ralph Abernathy. The
strike lasted several weeks and
ultimately a compromise was
negotiated as is often the case.
It was during those negotiating sessions that I met Andrew
Young who was with the SCLC.
I also started a lasting friendship with Father Henry Grant,
an African-American Episcopal priest, who ran St. John’s
Mission Center on the Eastside. A few years later, it would
become my privilege to chair
the board of St. John’s Mission Center and work closely
Photo courtesy: Lowcountry Digital History Initiative
with Henry Grant. Those who
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knew Father Grant will likely endorse my perception that there
was no more dedicated and administratively creative pilgrim in
this state. With Henry, every day was an adventure. He believed
deeply that if a child could read he could learn. St. John’s Mission
Center was committed to having every child read. In addition
to my work, my wife tutored. It was a wonderful experience for
both of us.
If Martin Luther King had been alive, I believe I would have
met him during this strike. He would have been here. As I reflect back on those days, as tense and problematic as they were, I
am grateful for the growth that occurred in me and many other
people. We learned. We made progress. Too slowly, but we made
progress.
“We stand at the daybreak of freedom.”
Great progress has been made over the past 50 years since
Martin Luther King made that first speech in Montgomery. As a
nation, we are increasingly concerned with racial equality, justice
and opportunity.
The tragedy of this last while makes us vulnerable to stasis. We
cannot stand still. More than anything, I fear stasis. Great things
can happen in times of peril. A crisis can become a rehearsal for
progress.
Remember King’s words from the steps of the Lincoln Memorial:
“We have come to this hallowed spot to remind
America of the fierce urgency of now. This is no
time to engage in the luxury of cooling off or to take
the tranquilizing drug of gradualism. Now is the
time . . . We stand at the daybreak of freedom.”
King espoused the very thing that is at risk today. He had an
enduring belief that time was short. That the quest was urgent.
What would he say about our world responsibilities in light of so
many of peoples who live in hunger and despair—nations where
14

“Go to church when you don’t want to. Take communion when you
are mad at God. Pray for others when you need others to pray for
you. Talk when you would rather not talk. Listen when you would
rather not listen. Strive for patience, generosity and care. That is
where strength is needed and that is where strength is found.”
FRANCIS H. WADE,
IN “FOLLOWING THE SHEPHERD,” A SERMON PREACHED
ON APRIL 17, 2016

the seeds of terrorism grow and flourish. It is easy to not see injustice and need as the fertile soil for terror.
The only thing worse than being blind is having eyes that do
not see.
I remember the days, months and years that I walked past
white/colored water fountains and I did not see. That seems hard
to believe now. The lesson I learned is to challenge myself.
What do we walk past every day now and not see? We step
across homeless, mentally sick people on the streets of our cities.
We know that they are there but do we see them? We feel helpless
and choose not to do anything about it. What will people say fifty
years from now about that, and us? What about children who
grow up on the streets in this country and elsewhere because
there is not enough food or protection? Do you look every day
for opportunities to eliminate injustice, misery and oppression?
Do you seek opportunities for random acts of kindness? What
can each of us, you -- me, do to further the cause of racial equity
and justice, and most of all, the fulfillment of every human’s potential?
We stand at the daybreak of freedom.
Layton McCurdy
Grace Church Cathedral
Charleston
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I

A Christmas in Okatie

t was an incredible year for
us Episcopalians in Okatie. 2013 was a real Christmas story.
It began with confusion, uncertainty, the same question
Mary asked of the angel: “How
can this be?” But in a bright
light at sunrise on our first Easter gathering, saying Morning
Prayer together on a dock on
the Chechesee River, came the
same blessed assurance Mary
heard from the angel: “The
Holy Spirit will come upon
you.” And our journey began.
Our first steps found us
still just like Mary, wandering
with Joseph, with no place to
stay. We continued to worship
on docks and were battered
by storms until our own innkeepers, a Baptist pastor and

his congregation, opened their
door and invited us in.
No sooner was our birth announced than the shepherds
of Christmas began to arrive,
keeping watch over us as part
of their flock.
First there was our new
Bishop Charlie vonRosenberg,
whose “Don’t look back; we’re
all going forward,” message
was the mantra we needed in
those sorrowful days. Then
Archdeacon Callie Walpole’s,
“Yes, you can! I’ll help!” enthusiasm made us believe that we
could go on. And Fathers Rick
Lindsey and Mark Brinkman,
stepping right in at our first
dilemma, helping, guiding, always teaching. And the other
priests of our deanery and beyond, leading our worship,

“I do not deny that there are some men with wills so strong and
masterful that they can, unaided by religion, overcome many of the
weaknesses of the flesh, which prove too strong for other men. History affords us many instances of this kind. But history also teaches
us this lesson: that will-power-genius, unconquerable determination,
however energetically wielded, divorced from love, divorced from
God, is fatal to its possessor and its subject.”
WILLIAM ALEXANDER GUERRY
IN THE RELATION OF MORALITY TO RELIGION, 1899

16

visiting our sick, meeting our
needs. And Chancellor Tom
Tisdale, explaining things legal, interpreting canons, helping with by-laws. And our role
models in Port Royal, inspiring
with their patience and persistence, guiding with what they’d
learned. And wonderful new
Episcopal friends in our deanery, throughout our diocese,
and beyond, boosting our spirits, cheering us on. Shepherds,
all!
And before long the three
kings arrived, bearing gifts,
traveling a far. First there was
Ginga Wilder, driving prayer
books from Summerville when
she heard we had none. And
our second king, Pinky, from
just down the road. When
this Roman Catholic heard our
first service would be at sun-

rise on Easter, he took out his
tools and made us our cross.
And then Father George Moyser, bearing the gift of an altar
book from the members of All
Saints, Hilton Head, a message
of unity when we’d felt so alone.
Baptists, a Catholic, Episcopalians everywhere—all part of
Okatie’s first Christmas story.
And in that year’s holy Advent, we sang louder than ever:
“Glory to God in the highest!”
For no one but God could have
brought our little group of
wounded souls through a year
that began in such failure and
heartbreak to the true blessings
of Christmas: Peace. Hope.
Joy. And, Love.
Nancy Gault
The Episcopal Church in Okatie
Okatie
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A

The Cross of St. Anne’s

fter the break, Episcopalians in South Carolina talked
of ownership. Our conversations were occupied with
deeds and titles. Contention over property began within days of the split, and even as I write, the wrangling
over property continues in the courts. What do we own? was the
question asked on both sides. We own this! was the response.
When the Conway Worship Group – later to be known as St.
Anne’s Episcopal Church – was founded in November 2012, it
was a community that owned nothing. No building, no liturgical
items, not hosts, and no wine. Members of that group had left behind a surfeit of common property, in a church that was proudly
rejecting its Episcopal identity, and for one moment we had the
strange phenomenon of being without any possessions. We were
just a group of particularly imperfect Christians in a room, trying to decide our next (and first) step.
The space we rented in which to worship was non-sectarian,
and thus contained no religious iconography at all. Each week we
had to convert that space into a church, so a cross was among the
earliest possessions of the Conway Worship Group. That cross
was in the Celtic style, designed to be hung outdoors on a door
or wall, made of tin, about the eighteen inches high. A parishioner took it in from the yard, brushed it off, and donated it to the
cause. We hooked it to a nail on a table, and thus we had an altar.
Our second cross was for the processional. The cross itself – Botonee style, cheap aluminum alloy plated to look gold, about six
inches high – was mounted by a cap upon a 5-foot dowel. It was
the Charlie Brown Christmas Tree of processional crosses, its origins one part antique shop, one part lumber yard. When an Associated Press reporter came to our little chapel during Advent to
cover the grassroots Episcopal churches forming in our diocese
after the break, the photo that accompanied the story featured
our crucifer in an alb donated from a parish in Virginia, carrying
that little processional cross. The story went national, appearing
in over 100 papers – our brush with fame.
Thanks in part to the press, our numbers doubled, then dou-
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bled again, and we soon filled a cabinet in our rented space with
the items we needed for worship. Our next cross was on a cloth
banner, embroidered by a parishioner a few days after we chose
Saint Anne as our patron. A simple Latin cross in light brown
fabric on an ivory background, it topped “St. Anne’s Episcopal
Church” in script below. This was the banner we processed into
the Diocesan Convention when we were accepted as a mission
church.
In our second year, crosses came apace—a heavy, simple altar
cross to replace the tin yard cross, and later a proper processional
cross, purchased as a memorial when we had our first funeral as
a congregation. In our third year, a second processional cross was
acquired on the occasion of the Bishop’s visit, and we purchased
small crosses hung on cords to be worn by our chalice bearers.
These crosses are beautiful and proper, and – one hopes ¬– inspirational.
But I have a favorite cross at St. Anne’s. It only appears on occasion, and when I see it I am reminded that we really own nothing, and all these crosses are just our vain, human attempt to represent something so profound we crave its grounding.
Our rented chapel has clear glass windows, and on certain
19

days, when the clouds are thin, the light pours through the window at the rear of our improvised chancel and strikes the back of
our heavy brass altar cross. Most days the light is reflected onto
the ceiling over the altar as an undifferentiated blob of radiance.
A few times a year, when the earth’s tilt is just right, the sunlight strikes the polished surface at just the right angle, and with
just the right intensity, and through some trick of optics, a shimmering golden cross appears on the ceiling. It is never quite symmetrical, and sometimes it wavers and then morphs into the indistinct, but there have been many Sunday mornings at St. Anne’s
when that cross has been as real and present as any of the crosses
we have collected from the mundane world.
Don’t misread me—I don’t describe this cross of light to invoke those who claim to have seen the Virgin in a piece of toast.
Anyone who has been a part of this split of churches is unlikely
to have preserved that naive faith that sees signs in the everyday.
St. Anne’s has grown into a tough-minded, pragmatic, ministryoriented congregation, very much taken with the Social Gospel,
not much given to mysticism and disinclined to credit miraculous visions.
But friends, I tell you that the reflected cross, when it forms
and grows on the ceiling of our rented chapel, is enough to shake
the materialism of an army of the rational frozen chosen. The occasional appearances of this cross—which I know are the result
of purely natural and easily explained phenomena—are nonetheless grace notes in our Sunday mornings. Merely a reflection?
Nothing merely about it.
As a worship community, we started out with nothing owned.
We have prospered, and now we have all the proper crosses for
a small congregation. They are beautiful, solid, and appropriate
for worship. But we also have one secret, shining cross. This cross
has no weight, no matter, and no substance and thus cannot be
taken, given, or owned. It is literally nothing.
And everything.
Daniel J. Ennis
St. Anne’s Episcopal Church
Conway
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Suffering Unto Wholeness
Suffering is
wanting it different-the brain storms, resists, berates, avoids,
so inclined to fix
as though we know,
as though we know.
How then do we listen,
hold the pain,
stay with the scare
long enough to make the turn?
How do we greet our helplessness?
Gently, welcoming a friend
in from the cold,
unclenched fists on the knob,
opening, opening.
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What is mine to carry?
What is mine of yours?
What if we saw cracks as a chance
Light reaches through?
If our churn ripped illusions
into bits of hope…
how would we pray?
What if we truly believed
we were loved beyond measure-would we mourn mystery as loss,
or choose this moment, no matter what,
only to love back
what is?
Amy Webb
Holy Cross Faith Memorial Episcopal Church
Pawley’s Island

“We have the most diverse group of communicants I think I have
ever worshiped with! We are a bunch of people who seem to just
enjoy being together, to worship first and then have fun together,
and are strive to be generous in all our outreach projects. I think
the bottom line is we love the Lord. We have pulled together and
moved forward, despite the hurdles. I am more convinced than ever
that there is a real commitment to serving the Lord and staying
with the Episcopal Church to do it. It’s an exciting time as we go
about this work!”
JANET DUNN CLARK,
ST. CATHERINE’S
FLORENCE
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I

What the Episcopal Church
Means to Me

have come from a family of Episcopalians, some of my
grandfathers were priests. I grew up going to Christ
Church in Adams Run.
I like the services and beautiful prayers in the Book of
Common Prayer.
Having married the son of a Methodist minister, we most
often attended the Methodist Church when we lived in Indiana.
I never joined that denomination.
I particularly like the fact that the creed is said during the
services and we have Communion frequently.
The Episcopal Church is a fine place to worship God with
song, praise, and prayers.
Sarah Gregorie Sturm
The Episcopal Church on Edisto
Edisto Island
Note: One of Mrs. Sturm’s grandfathers, the Reverend William Barnwell,
was an early assistant priest at Grace Church, Charleston, and later, rector of
St. Peter’s, Charleston.
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NOTE:
The significance of the Pelican and the Phoenix was transposed
from pagan beliefs to the Christian faith, during the reign of Elizabeth I of England. Elizabeth, the head of the Church of England,
had an alchemist as well as Anglican advisors, and wore pendants
of the Pelican and Phoenix around her neck. As a bird of alchemy,
the Pelican was depicted bloodying her breast to feed her children,
and the Phoenix burning her nest to rise to the heavens. Christians
adopted the Pelican as a symbol of sacrifice and the Phoenix, of
transcendence.

Phoenix Rising,
Pelican Descending
What primeval dance do they share
In keeping the axis of the spirit world turning and humming its resurrection
song…….
Who notices a fire here? a Tsunami there? Icarus falling?
A death?
A series of deaths? Earths great tally of grief.
Refrains of blood stained requiems
Drift to the earth, and dissolve into salt dreams upon the
sea…..
In a parallel universe,
An ashen nest implodes and scatters
With the power of wind and wings born aloft, alone.
What Rises is not silent….
But is new voice. Phoenix Voice.
Broken Wings and darkened feathers come to life
Pulling in unison again …Upward, outward, beyond the
rising billows of smoke and memory.
What descends……?
A Spirit presence of the Ancients.
Pelicans on the wing with eyes on farther shores,
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Not rising above
But dancing on the currents of what Is.
Sailing parallel to waves, dipping, touching the water ever
so slightly
Just to send a silent message to the primordial seas
Just to sing to the Phoenix unbound
I am.
I always was.
I always will be.
Break against the shore if you need to
Burn your nest if you must
But I neither break nor burn
My blood feeds this sweet communion of heaven and
earth
And I am
The guardian
Of those descending……
And of those
Rising.
Clare Thompson Tager
Grace Church Cathedral
Charleston
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Sanctuary
Something about her body as she slid into one of the front
pews
Gliding softly as though returning to the comfort of a dark
womb.
The weathered gray stones of the old sanctuary echoed
spirited silences before the first few notes
Of Bach’s mass in B Minor
Something about the way the early morning sun filtered in
through the stained glass windows, and caressed her face
…her eyes closed to receive the embrace
Ribbons of light in soft hues moving in shadows across
her face,
While her hands found each other and held on tight.
Walking toward the pine draped communion rail, I passed
her deep in thought or prayer
Me walking the path, she, kneeling.
What ancient pilgrims we are, she and I
Seeking redemption in
Stones and sunlight.
Clare Thompson Tager
Grace Church Cathedral
Charleston

Resurrection
Christ has redeemed us to God by his blood
and by his resurrection our destiny is forever
settled in heaven.
May we know that resurrection daily.
Lynne Raisley
St. George’s Church
Summerville
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C

Nativity

ollective identity is the root cause of so much that
is, and has always been, ugly, petty, foolish and even
soul-killing about organized religion: the tribalism,
the judgments, the us-versus-them jockeying for position, the holier-than-thou attitudes, the fetishizing of local
liturgical practices (“We do it this way but they don’t!”), and
all the rest. These things have contributed significantly to the
radical reduction in the numbers of churchgoers nationwide in
recent decades; to say that they do more harm than good is an
understatement. And yet, in order for a church to make sense as
a common entity, there has to be some foundation in common
beliefs and values and practices and in a common culture that
grows up around them. So good-faith religious organizations
and their individual adherents must necessarily and constantly
be engaged in a balancing act—always trying to avoid both too
much emphasis on collective identity and too little.
I am a cradle Episcopalian, raised in the Diocese of South
Carolina and the product of a dozen or so generations of Episcopalians (and, before them, Anglicans) in this diocese. I am
also a gay man. In June 2016, I will have lived openly, monogamously and blissfully with my partner, now husband, for 30
years. My liturgical and musical sensibilities run to the traditional, the extremely traditional even, but I am theologically
and socially progressive. I am from the South but live in New
England. So, ambivalence about collective identity is sort of a
given for me. In some ways, I feel very tied to my heritage as
a child of the Diocese of South Carolina. In others, I feel completely alienated from it. The nostalgia is strong but so are the
lingering feelings of anger and mistrust.
The first convention of the Episcopal Church in South Carolina, in January 2013, provided me with a rare sense of what it
might feel like to leave that ambivalence behind and engage more
fully with a sense of belonging. What I think I have learned,
both that weekend and in the months and years since, is that
collective identity can indeed provide a glimpse of the divine,
27

but only when it
is rooted in inclusion rather than
judgment. In joy,
rather than selfsatisfaction and a
false sense of superiority. In love,
rather than anger. In hope for
the future, rather
than idolatry of
the past.
Somewhat surprisingly, given the circumstances, the convention did not feel at all like an embattled, us-vs-them event. It
felt like the expression of a shared desire to move forward. I was
struck by the near-total absence of anger, pettiness, or obsessive attention to what “they” were up to expressed in the many
conversations I had with new-found friends. Instead, I found
warmth, humor, hope and joy. Ultimately, what I also found
was a collective longing for transcendence, as anyone who saw
Presiding Bishop Katharine Jefferts Schori process down the
aisle of Grace Church to the strains of “Highland Cathedral” or
saw Callie Walpole place the crozier into the hands of Bishop
Charles vonRosenberg will attest. If Grace Church had levitated above Wentworth Street at those moments, rising on the
nearly-tangible, nearly-visible waves of hope and love buzzing
through the nave, I don’t think any of us would have been a bit
surprised.
In attempting to understand the power of this collective
experience, it is important to note that, in the overwhelming
majority of cases, those individuals and parishes who elected
to remain in the continuing diocese did not do so out of obligation, calculation or convenience. They did not enter reluctantly into a world of indiscriminate inclusion. They did not
have their fingers crossed behind their backs. They embraced
their choice freely, sincerely and with joy, in full knowledge of
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its social, political, ecclesiastical and theological implications. It
is that courageous choice itself that serves as the cornerstone of a
new and powerful collective identity among the members of the
Episcopal Church in South Carolina.
I would like to underscore the genuine newness of all of this.
As a gay man with my share of unpleasant memories and associations, both first- and second-hand, with respect to the Diocese
of South Carolina, I see the advent of the Episcopal Church in
South Carolina more as nativity that resurrection, more Christmas than Easter. While we are indeed, both historically and legally, the continuing diocese, we are also an organization that is
profoundly and significantly unlike any other that has ever existed in this place. I am a member of a minority that was explicitly
unwelcome and widely despised in this diocese, and thus have
no desire to see previous iterations of the organization resurrected. What I see and feel is the coming-into-being of something
broader and deeper, more loving and humble, at once more human and more divine, than anything that has heretofore existed.
This new church, which nonetheless retains the resonance of all
that is good in its history (see the example of Bishop Guerry),
brings brand-new light and life and a brand-new sense of collective purpose, firmly based not only on common concerns for
social justice but on the ways in which those concerns are informed by a common theology and the ways in which that theology can best be expressed and enacted by way of liturgy and
sacrament. This is neither a repudiation of the church’s past nor
a denial of it, and even less a return to it, but rather an expansion
of its mission, in ways previously unimaginable. It is a birth.
Soon after I began work on this essay, I dreamed that I was
being confirmed, by a woman bishop who looked a lot like Mary
Glasspool, in Grace Church, Charleston. The narrative was minimal but the affect was vivid. I awoke with an extraordinary and
profound sense of peace.
Christopher Rivers
Grace Episcopal Church, Hartford, Conn., and
St. Mark’s Episcopal Church, Charleston
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Celestial Navigation
This had to be the star that Zoroaster saw
in his mind a half-millennium earlier;
this had to be the long-awaited star for naught
in nighttime Persian skies was ever pearlier.
All the magi were delighted indeed to see
this heavenly sign, knowing what our prophet said,
and all of us agreed to choose by lot and send
a few of us with gifts to whomever it led.
In ensuing centuries we became well known.
And while there are those who forever call us wise,
we were only aware of all we did not know
and able to give treasures money never buys.
In search of a source of new, enlightened wisdom,
wherever that star led, we were willing to go.
We humped across countless dunes as undulating
as endless waves and over mountains capped with snow.
Our nocturnal pace slowed for nothing, our camels
so content, those surefooted ships of the desert
who bore with dromedary dignity their loads
of men and food enough to keep them fit, alert.
The camels carried, too, a cargo of caskets
carefully filled with frankincense and myrrh and gold:
fitting gifts for a new king destined to die young,
according to what the prophet Micah foretold.
For a fortnight we followed until finally
the star stood still above a town we thought too small
to be the birthplace of royalty; but as we
entered a stinking stable we knew, despite all
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the odd circumstances of such a humble birth,
we stood before a babe unique in all the earth.
Eugene Platt
St. Stephen’s Episcopal Church, Charleston and
St. James Church, James Island
“It has become a common feeling, I believe, as we have watched our heroes
falling over the years, that our own small stone of activism, which might
not seem to measure up to the rugged boulders of heroism we have so admired, is a paltry offering toward the building of an edifice of hope. Many
who believe this choose to withhold their offerings out of shame. This is the
tragedy of the world. For we can do nothing substantial toward changing
our course on the planet, a destructive one, without rousing ourselves, individual by individual, and bringing our small imperfect stones to the pile.
I have learned other things: One is the futility of expecting anyone, including ourselves, to be perfect. People who go about seeking to change the
world, to diminish suffering, to demonstrate any kind of enlightenment,
are often as flawed as anybody else. Sometimes more so. But it is the
awareness of having faults, I think, and the knowledge that this links us to
everyone on Earth, that opens us to courage and compassion. It occurs to
me that often many of those I deeply love are flawed. They might actually
have said or done some of the mean things I’ve felt, heard, read about, or
feared. But it is the struggle with the flaw, surprisingly endearing, and
the going on anyhow, that is what I cherish about them. Sometimes our
stones are, to us, misshapen, odd. Their color seems off. Their singing. .
. comical and strange. Presenting them, we perceive our own imperfect
nakedness, but also, paradoxically, the wholeness, the rightness of it. In
the collective vulnerability of presence, we learn not to be afraid.”
ALICE WALKER
in ANYTHING WE LOVE CAN BE SAVED
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The Light
There is the light that helps us see through the darkness of the
night.
That is why God gave us the moon.
A symbol to the world of the power of light over darkness
And also a reminder of the power that darkness has over us.
We also have the sun to guide us by day.
Another sign to show us the awesome power of light.
But there is another light as well, an inner light.
That lights the way through the dark shadows of the soul.
Without which the soul wanders, lost, trying to find its way.
Often referred to as “The dark night of the soul”.
It’s the power of that inner light that sustains us,
That gives us faith through prayer
The hope that upon the awakening in the light of each new
day
It will grow stronger, and we will be made whole.
Gary McGee
Grace Church Cathedral
Charleston
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The Ninth Inning
I’m in the ninth inning.
But still get excited when I discover good books.
I still enjoy being in the company of my wife.
When I visit old friends there is one caveat.
Never speak more than three sentences
If the subject of medical news comes up.
I fib a lot if I’m asked how I am doing.
I don’t give advice anymore.
I know that my values and opinions are outdated.
I still believe in duty, honor and country.
One benefit of getting older;
It’s not important to change someone’s mind.
I have long given up on the hope of impressing others
And I’m not selling anything anymore.
I get great pleasure seeing things in the rear view mirror.
Where I can enjoy wonderful memories
Of old friends and family members
Who are long departed.
Gary McGee
Grace Church Cathedral
Charleston
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I Was a Teenaged Episcopalian

A

few years ago, I laughingly made the comment to a
group of clergy that I am a product of the Episcopal
Church. Afterwards, as I thought about it, I realized
that what I had said somewhat flippantly was actually one of the fundamental ways I have defined myself to myself; I have always thought of myself as an Episcopalian. I was
brought up at St. John’s Episcopal Church in Florence where I
was deeply involved in youth activities. Then I went to St. Catherine’s School, an Episcopal-affiliated institution, in Richmond,
Virginia, for my last two years of high school. While at St. Catherine’s, I was introduced to biblical scholarship and the critical
study of theology for the first time. There I came to appreciate
that the Episcopal Church had a much wider umbrella than that
which I had known in my childhood. The excitement this generated led to my decision to attend Sewanee: The University of the
South, the only university in the country actually owned by the
Episcopal Church. There, I majored in philosophy and religion;
this further opened my mind to ideas and positions that were
much different from those I learned as a child.
After graduating and then encountering several of life’s twists
and turns, I found myself once again living in my hometown and
going back to St. John’s. I taught Sunday School, presided over
our Children’s Chapel and directed Christmas pageants. However when I tried to find an avenue there to further my own spiritual growth, I could not. In fact, I was told more than once that I
must not really be a Christian, believing as I did. After the election of Bishop Gene Robinson, I was vocal in my support of that
decision. It was clear that mine was a position most definitely
in the minority. I became less and less comfortable attending
church as the message from the pulpit became more and more
polarizing. Eventually, I stopped attending regularly. I no longer
recognized the loving and accepting church home in which I had
grown up, the church that led the way for racial integration in
the 1960s and the one which encouraged at least one of its female members to consider the ministry in the 1980s. It is lucky
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for the Church and
for me that this was
not my calling.
When
the
schism occurred
in 2012, I was not
allowed to participate in the voting
that determined
whether St. John’s
would
remain
with the Episcopal
Church.
While
Photo by: Andy Brack
this was due to my
own lack of participation over the previous decade, I was still hurt to be disenfranchised by the only parish to which I had ever belonged. I contacted Dolores Miller and Frances Elmore and asked to be involved
with whatever might be needed to make sure that there would be
an Episcopal Church in Florence. As more and more parishes
and missions in the Pee Dee decided to leave the denomination,
nine in six counties, it became obvious that we would have to
start something new that would encompass a larger area than
just Florence
On Dec. 2, 2012, a group met for Compline and Coffee at my
family’s home. Within a few short weeks, we had moved to Cross
and Crown Lutheran Church for afternoon services. Within a
few months, we had formed into an official worshiping group,
Episcopalians of the Florence Deanery, with members coming
from all over the area, some driving over 50 miles one way to attend Episcopal services.
Yes, there was a lot of grieving. Yes, there were many tears.
Yes, it felt like a divorce that we did not want. We were in pain.
But we were not alone. We had each other, each of us wanting
to be Episcopalians even when it felt like it would be impossible.
At our first convention in January 2013, our bishop told
us to be grateful. Then, during a meeting in Charleston, our
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archdeacon, talking with those of us who had lost our church
buildings, said that those who survive trauma, whether physical
or psychological, have in common the fact that they stopped
looking for anyone to come and rescue them. These comments
inspired me to stop grieving and get on with what was going to
be necessary to have an Episcopal church again.
Soon, with the support of Bishop vonRosenberg, Archdeacon
Walpole, the diocesan staff, and Episcopalians from many other congregations and dioceses, we had incorporated under the
working name of St. Catherine’s Episcopal Church, written bylaws, elected a mission council and started the application process for mission status. In October 2013, we moved to the Back
Swamp School House and obtained the services of a part-time
vicar, Fr. Jeffrey Richardson.
We have not looked back since.
I am a product of the Episcopal Church. I now know that this
does not mean being educated by Episcopal schools. Nor does it
mean going to a specific building on Sunday morning, singing
specific hymns and saying specific prayers. I now think that it
means working and worshipping with some of the finest people
I have ever known. It means being loving and accepting of those
whose views are not my own. It means leaving behind needlepoint benches and kneelers made by your family members and
rejoicing that you are able to worship with others who want to do
so as Episcopalians. It means forgiving others and forgiving myself, which is harder. It means seeing the Holy Spirit working in
the world as a small group of exceptionally loving people feeds the
less fortunate. It means being grateful for all that God has given
the world in the person of Jesus Christ. It means loving the Lord
with all my heart, soul and mind, and my neighbors as myself.
Yes, I am a product of the Episcopal Church. Now, thanks to
the schism, I am finally learning what it means to be an Episcopalian.
Jane Hart Lewis
St. Catherine’s Episcopal Church
Florence
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The Welcoming of Hope
A prayer translated from the French and interpreted by a heart grieving for the Episcopal Church but
hopeful for revelation by the Holy Spirit that will
surprise, humble, and delight us all.

A

ll around us, Lord, we hear men’s and women’s voices
crying out,
even within the Body of your Church...

cries of suffering and of war, of those having to cope with being different, of those who hate what they do not understand...

cries of accident and illness, of those who, through, no fault of
their own, have to endure the scorn of society, of those who are
the victims of bad decisions made by themselves and/or others...
cries of rejection and exclusion, of those who feel only tolerated and not valued...
cries of extreme loneliness, of those who are isolated because
of their inability to hear or be heard., or even to articulate their
understanding and feelings...
We long for a Hope
a genuine hope, Lord,
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Acceuillir l’Espérance
De partout, Seigneur,
montent les cris des hommes:
cris de souffrance et de guerre,
cris d’accidents, de maladie,
cris des rejetés, des exclus
et cris de solitude.
Il nous faut une expérance!
Une espérance, Seigneur,
pas une solution qui serve nos
intérêts,
pas un simple pansement qui
cacherait nos plaies,
pas l’artifice de lumières voulant
strier la nuit.
Aprrends-nous l’espérance!
Donne-nous, aujourd’hui,
de scruter ta Parole,
de rendre nos coeurs accueillants
à la voix des prophètes:
nous verrons se lever
l’aurore de ton Royaume
qui apporte à chacun
le salut de ton Nom.
C’est toi notre espérance.
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no mere self-serving solution,
no simple band aide to hide our
wounds,
no rude display of fireworks
breaking into the night,
of results that might allow
not even one soul to discount
another...
Teach us how to Hope!
Help us to search your Word,
in Scripture, in Tradition and in
the enlightenment of the Resurrected, Redeeming, and Living
Presence of Christ, today.
Fashion our hearts into a place
to welcome
the voice of the prophets, as
well as that of new knowledge and
revelation
where we can genuinely see the
dawning of your Kingdom,
which brings to each one of us
wholeness in your Holy Name.
You are, Lord, our only true
Hope!
Anne Nietert
East Cooper Episcopal Church and
Christ Church
Mount Pleasant

The Gift and Strength of Weakness

O

f all his most wonderful laws, it is perhaps the great
beneficence displayed in the law of the weakness becoming the strength that most bespeaks the love God
has for all His children. Jesus, in the Sermon on the
Mount, promised: Blessed are the poor in spirit for theirs is the
Kingdom of Heaven. That the poor, the infirm, the meek and the
mild would be the ones to inherit the mansions Jesus prepared
for us reveals God’s desire that his most lowly children would be
highly favored. What care we then of the trials and tribulations
of this world knowing that within the bitter germ of suffering will
be found the sweet seed of redemption? Weeping may endure for
the night but joy will surely come in the morning.
Healing the wounds incurred from the battles of this life the
Holy Spirit brings the balm of divine love. Sending us to our
knees in earnest supplication, trials and tribulations only draw
us closer to our Creator. Through prayer, carried on the wings of
his Comforter, we find the courage to carry on.
In God’s world it’s
all about the love.
Created in love, we
were made to receive and to give
love. More demanding than the Ten
Commandments are
the two Jesus spake
would be necessary
to enter Heaven:
“Love God with all
your heart, mind
and body. Love
your neighbor as
yourself.”
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John also implores (in 1st John 4:7:) “Beloved, let
us love one another, for love is of God and every one
that loveth is born of God and knoweth God.”
Throughout the ages, history has recorded the stories of those
who achieved greatness despite facing daunting emotional and
physical challenges. Beethoven composed his greatest symphonies in his latter years despite being tone deaf. Sir Isaac Newton
published the three laws of motion in the midst of being wracked
with depression. Mother Teresa possessed the courage to petition
the Pope for her new order, The Sisters of Charity, all the while
dealing with insecurity and a self-confessed lack of faith. Shorn
of material wealth, St. Francis of Assisi lived the life of the ascetic,
traveling the countryside unashamedly to tell all the good news
brought by Christ.
Given the precious gift of free will, we are confronted every day
with choices. We can choose to wallow in self-pity, descending to
the depths of despair, or we can choose to rise to meet the challenges of this world, conquering all with the might that prayer
without ceasing brings.
Saintliness is participatory in nature; the mortal provides the
spiritual muscle to remove the blocks called sin. And yet, even
here, we can count it all good, for would we welcome going home
if we had never gone astray? Could we fully experience the heights
of happiness if we had never known the depths of misery? Overcoming our weaknesses is truly a small price to pay to be amongst
that number when the saints go marching in.
1st Thessalonians 5:16-18 urges us to:
“Rejoice always, pray without ceasing. Give thanks
in all circumstance for this is the will of God in
Christ Jesus.”
It is weakness that bades us confess. It is confession that leads
us to ask for the forgiveness and the mercy that is the heart of the
Father. All this brings the peace that the Master promised would
pass all understanding.
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Delivered from the scourge of alcohol and drug addiction, the
penitent twelve-stepper understands the goodness of God, and
can testify to the miracle known as salvation! Steeped in gratitude,
they celebrate a deliverance they know is undeserved. Brought up
from the pits, they are the living proof of Jesus’ prophecy:
So the last will be first and the first will be last.
The first parents having spurned God so long ago in the garden, it follows that everything in life must now be refined. In order to emerge as the loving cup, the clay must first go through the
kiln to be shaped by the white flamed heat. Now this upturned
vessel can hold the living water. So too the sinner.
Now comes the reward for the soul that invites the Holy Spirit
to take up residence within. Its spirit lifted up and its feet planted
on higher ground, it has been raised to greater heights. From this
new vantage point, everything is oh so much clearer. Vivid now
is the part that we have been given to play in our brother’s and
sister’s redemption.
It is not that the world has changed so much. It is that there is
a new attitude of gratitude. What once were problems that appeared as mountains are now seen to be but molehills. What were
thought to be obstacles turned out to be mere illusions, for man
sees through a glass darkly. More than anything else, it is this
great love that gently encourages us to tell all of the mercy and
love of the Heavenly Father.
We are wont to repay him, for love is an action verb that can
only be realized and expressed in the giving of itself. A love that
lies dormant is merely the potential for love. It is our service to
others that most embodies the Christ spirit. Jesus gave his life
willingly that others might have a glorious reconciliation with
God. That God’s love was available to all was the message Jesus
delivered.
In life, it is all about what one chooses to focus on. Thoughts
are things. The mind is a most powerful, God-given instrument.
Like a magnet, it draws to itself that which it concentrates on. If
we focus totally on God, our lives suddenly take on new meaning.
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Belonging to him, we dedicate ourselves to the needs of our
brothers and sisters.
Like the child born with polio who chooses to daily exercise
his leg muscles, turning a weakened frame into a muscular body,
we emerge from the fray of life stronger that we would have had
we nothing to overcome.
In all this, our greatest friend is the ubiquitous divine love.
Like a faucet gently pumping through a garden hose, removing
all the debris therein, the life saving water slowly fills the soul till
it is pressed down, overflowing.
All those who have sailed with battered bow and tattered sails
now round the Cape of Good Hope there to sight the Port of
Heaven. It is there, on the far banks of the Jordan, that the joyous
reunion with all those who have gone before will take place.
All the mortals who have struggled to overcome their weaknesses, take heart! Like the weary laborer at day’s end, they can
return home fully content in the knowledge that they have fought
the good fight. Bone weary, it is only now that they may rest in
the soft pillow of repose. Their spirit now free from the cacophony of the earthly life, their souls quickly wing their way heaven
bound, there to snuggle in his great bosom of love.
John Melmer
Grace Church Cathedral
Charleston
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A

Context and Perspective
from Far and Near

s I reflect on the last three years, I have to go farther
back. I was born and raised in Liberia, West Africa,
and came to the United States in 1989 to attend seminary in Cambridge, Mass., even though I was already
ordained. After my studies, I was forced to remain because of the
Liberian civil war which lasted 14 years. My wife joined me and
we made Cambridge our home. After my studies, I was called to
serve in New Jersey. After that, I served in the Bronx. When my
wife completed her residency in pediatrics, I committed to move
the family where she would find a job.
We began our journey to South Carolina in 1998 when my
wife was invited to a position in the Loris Healthcare System. I
checked to see what was available for a black Episcopal priest.
Not only was there not a black congregation in Horry County,
but there wasn’t an Episcopal church within 25 miles. In addition, all of the congregations in Horry County had just called
their rectors within the last two years.
We worshipped at St. Paul’s in Conway and St. Stephen’s in
North Myrtle Beach and decided to stay at St. Stephen’s. Within
months, I was invited by the rector, Grafton Cockrell, to come
aboard as Christian education director. When Fr. Cockrell announced that he was going to retire, the vestry approached me to
consider becoming their rector. At first, the bishop said no. I was
eventually allowed to become the rector of St. Stephen’s in 2002.
I have been in this diocese for more than 15 years. When Bishop Edward Salmon consented to my becoming the rector of St.
Stephen’s, he made it very clear what was happening: “Wilmot
will be the first black priest elected to serve a 99.9 percent white
congregation in this diocese; white priests have served black congregations, but never a black priest to serve a white congregation.”
The parish and I set out to build a family that was inviting
to everyone. By 2005, we were averaging 225 in regular worship
attendance, pledges were up and our rummage sale, a major
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fundraiser, was doing very well. In 2008, we began looking to
the future with the hope of starting a second campus in Loris.
This was also a transitional time in the diocese. Bishop Salmon
had retired and Bishop Mark Lawrence had become our bishop.
Along with this transition, the diocesan leadership was beginning
to put in place a process to separate from the Episcopal Church,
even though this was not expressed explicitly. Between 2009 and
2012, the process was fully engaged as a series of conventions and
clergy conferences made it very clear where we were headed. In
2010 after one of those conferences, I announced to St. Stephen’s
that if church members voted to leave the Episcopal Church, I
would resign.
After a series of conversations and meetings, in December,
2012 we called a special meeting. I chaired the meeting up to the
time of voting and then excused myself. The parish voted 132 to
stay with the Episcopal Church and 24 to leave. After the vote, I
returned and before reading the result, I asked for there to be no
celebration. Our parish family was about to change and we were
about to begin a journey of pain and hurt. Over the years, we had
built a family. The pain that I experienced was very deep. These
were people that I had worked with, worshipped with and served
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with, and now they were walking away from me. The few who
spoke with me said it was the Episcopal Church and not me that
they were upset with. They really did love our parish.
What I found interesting was that they all had different issues
about which they were upset. Two that were at the heart were
human sexuality and the Presiding Bishop’s statement about Jesus being one of the ways to God. The split created deep pain for
some members more than others, but we were all dealing with the
pain. My pain was compounded because in November 2012 my
wife was diagnosed with breast cancer, and shortly after the vote
she had surgery. From 2013 to 2015 while the parish and I were
dealing with the church split, my immediate family and I were on
a health journey. Praise be to God he brought us through it all.
I have been honored to serve in this diocese for more than 15
years. As I reflect, I realize I was never invited to serve on any
diocesan commission or committee until after the split. In November 2012, I was invited to serve as a member of the steering
committee. I served in that role until the Episcopal Church in
South Carolina was reorganized, and I was elected to the Standing Committee. The Standing Committee elected me as president and I served in that capacity for three years.
Others have suggested to me why I may not have been invited
to serve in the diocese until after the split. What has become
clear to me is that I held positions that were not compatible with
diocesan leadership. I have been and continue to be the only
black clergy in Horry and Georgetown counties. Now, I am the
only black clergy in the Pee Dee-Waccamaw Deanery of our diocese – context and perspective. Today, St. Stephen’s is the only
parish left in Horry County and we have two missions, St. Anne’s
in Conway and the Church of the Messiah in Myrtle Beach.
I am convinced that the presence of the Episcopal Church in
Horry County continues to be more visible today because of our
outreach ministries.
Wilmot T. Merchant, II
St. Stephen’s Episcopal Church
North Myrtle Beach
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From A Forester’s Son and Other Poems

Suddenly: On the AME Murders
I’ve made space for time,
marked my place
and closed the book,
set the clock back,
held my breath, and stopped my heart.
Now to fix the sun.
William Baldwin
St.James-Santee, McClellanville

God’s Country
The way God carves it:
running rivers through it,
pushing oceans on it,
having comets chew out hunks,
then lastly sending us with predatory hands,
it remains the land,
the land, though wrought by all, inviolate.
It’s us who’re rounded smooth—
or broken open, us robbed of speech
and deepest feelings.
Afraid to see, to take, afraid to use
the beauty God has put for our enjoyment,
we stand and clap at what’s high sounding,
then ignore the greenest places.
William Baldwin
St.James-Santee, McClellanville
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From Village Lives and other Poems

Brick Church Lament
Oh to be born again.
Again to dress before the tent
in fire light
and then, with sling drawn,
go down this stretch of road.
You see I’ve found a stone,
this chip of brick from churchyard sand.
I hold now in David’s hand.
If I was braver than I am,
I’d hail Goliath:
Come and meet me!
William Baldwin
St.James-Santee, McClellanville

47

Confessions of An
Accidental Episcopalian

G

etting dark.
Bloody hell, where was she?
Tire and engine hum on driveway, just enough
time to adjust attitude.
“Hi, Dear”
“Hi, sorry I’m late; had to deliver flowers.”
Two hours for flowers?
The church used to occupy her mornings, but now Sundays
had become a disappearing act; all Grace Church, all the time.
“So why don’t you come with me?”
Not the worst of decisions; I could walk around the historic district, where a restaurant is never more than two blocks
away, and pick one out for us to eat after the service.
Still, it meant giving up an important part of my religion;
the Church of the Holy Comforter, as someone came later to
describe it.
The following week off we went -- Clare and the Four Pagans. Three were dogs, but they did provide a measure of
emotional support.
Brought up agnostic, staying agnostic, by God!
“So why don’t you come to church with me?”
“I can’t possibly do that.”
“Why not? The music’s beautiful and the people are extremely nice.”
“They might come and get me.”
“What on earth are you talking about? Who is going to
come and get you? And just why would they come and get
you?”
“The men with the armbands, the Christian police!”
“I’ll see you in an hour or so.”
Saved by making a fool of myself, a tried and true technique.
Still, Clare knew the story that shed a sprinkle of sanity on my
overreaction.
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Back in the
mountains, I had
attended a sermon
by a fire-breathing
preacher.
I was a reporter
covering the story,
and sitting in the
last back pew of
the little back-holler church, feeling
Photo by: Andy Brack
not the least bit
protected by either the distance or my notebook. It soon became
clear that the paranoia was at least somewhat justified.
After delivering the demon, hell and brimstone-infused sermon, the preacher, a man standing 6 feet 4 inches tall with a disheveled suit and now bright red face, was seeking some sinners
for salvation.
One man fell prostrate in the aisle, with many others jumping
out of their seats and crying out.
And the preacher? Looking right at me. Coming right at me.
The Christian police!
He knew!
As has very, very slowly become clear in my later years, God
intervened once again to save me.
As I started walking toward King Street, the musical prelude
called forth inside Grace Church, and if the ground didn’t actually shake, I felt it nevertheless.
My, oh my, that organist playing Bach -- and dear heaven, the
choir!
Still cast in stone, I carried myself away from the unearthly
sounds.
It may have been the following week or the next, but I asked
Clare, “Can we sit in the back pew?”
“Yes, dear, you can sit wherever you want.”
A service or two later, we had migrated up to what is now Our
Spot directly in front of the choir.
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From here, it was inevitable to feel my typical persona — Voluntary Outcast — as I, and I alone, sat while the rest of the assembly
took communion.
“You can come too, you know. They welcome everyone,” Clare
said.
“I can’t possibly do that.”
“Why not?”
“It’s too weird.”
“I’ll see you in a minute or so.”
Perhaps at this moment, I should have reflected on the walls
I had erected around many chambers in myself. Once offering
protection, they had long since outlived their usefulness and were
now just keeping me prisoner. Or I could have taken my lead from
author and fellow renegade Anne LaMotte, who I greatly admired
and had traveled this path before me. She, too, had found herself a
Grace without walls, a true sanctuary not based on fear. “I started
out just listening to the music and ignoring the words,” she said.
Then I started listening to the words.” But no, for me, yet more
guidance was going to be required.
Pride in immobility!
Now that’s weird.
The guiding hand came, quite fittingly, in the form of the rector,
a man standing 6 feet 5 inches tall with an impeccable druidical
robe and a kindly face. He was coming right at me, on his way
back to the church sanctuary to give Communion.
He had noticed my absence from the Eucharist and even commented on my refusal to take the gift that was being offered.
I had mumbled something about not being ready.
And he had said; “Why not? You’re home.”
And here looking me straight in the eye while passing down the
aisle, slowing to nod his head with just the right measure of invitation, challenge and “enough.”
He knew. And so did I.
Miles Tager,
Charleston
Baptized in Grace Church Cathedral on Easter Eve 2016,
by Dean Michael Wright
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I

My Journey

sometimes tend to forget the way things used to be and really,
what a debt of gratitude I owe the former bishop for his part
in the Great Split here in our area of the state. If it were not for
his action of separating from the Episcopal Church, I would
not have:
1. realized what the Episcopal Church means to me;
2. been in, almost from the beginning, the middle of
rebuilding our new diocese;
3. helped to form St. Catherine’s, the only Episcopal
Church in the Pee Dee;
4. had the opportunity to meet in person, and thank,
the Presiding Bishop for her efforts to try to keep us all
together;
5. or the President of the House of Deputies for her support;
6. or Bishop Michael Curry, informally, at a restaurant,
prior to his keynote address at our convention and now
have the distinct honor to call him our Presiding Bishop;
7. been able to call the Archdeacon of our new diocese,
a personal friend, and feel free to share with her ideas I
may have;
8. made friends
across the diocese with others
who are working so hard in
their new church
homes;
9.
ever taken
part in so many
outreach projects;
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10. been elected a delegate to the convention where our
beloved St. Catherine’s attained mission status—a huge
victory and happy time!
It wasn’t easy at first. Upon hearing the way the vote came out at
St. David’s, Cheraw, where I had been a member for some 40 years,
on whether to stay with the Episcopal Church or go along with the
other folks (62 to leave, 28 to stay), I immediately sent a letter to
my rector at the time. I stated I could no longer be a member there.
I began searching for other churches in the area, even up in North
Carolina. I went through an intense grieving process—hurt, anger,
depression, don’t care, desperation, frustration.
Then I heard that the presiding bishop would be at Grace
Church in Charleston, to elect a provisional bishop during the period when many of us felt in limbo. For whatever reason, I looked
up the phone number for Grace, called, and asked, pitifully, if there
was any way I could come to the convention, even though I no longer had a church home, maybe as a visitor or guest? At that point,
I became acquainted with two who were to become my very favorites in our diocese, Holly Behre and Archdeacon Callie Walpole.
They took an immediate interest in my situation, even making a
phone call to my house to assure me that I could indeed come.
Long story short, I came, one of three from St. David’s; and I met
and shook hands with and thanked Presiding Bishop Katharine!
Some time passed and I heard about a group forming in Florence. Another long story short, I called a number and got one Dolores J. Miller, who was so very kind and explained, patiently, and
in great detail, what was going on down there after they had also
returned from the called convention at Grace.
I joined the group, then meeting on Sunday afternoons at the
Cross & Crown Lutheran Church in Florence—usually about a
dozen or 15 of us. But then the miracles began happening. Others around the country heard of our plight, gifts began coming—
cases of prayer books, vestments, monetary donations, crosses, oil
candles, chalice and patens. My own son made us a lovely wooden
processional cross and then an altar cross.
Since then, our membership has grown, and we have the ser52

vices of Fr. Jeff Richardson, whom we share with two other missions in our diocese. We have one member who has made us individual name tags, another has put together a directory, another
who whittles and distributes wooden crosses to all members and
visitors, another who is an excellent photographer and routinely posts his coverage of events at St. Catherine’s on the internet.
We’ve received cottas and cassocks, and many donated supplies
for the nursery and children’s Sunday school, a new American
flag, and a grand, custom-made banner. More positive steps!
We have since moved to the Back Swamp School House and
continue to progress with baptisms, confirmations, a chapter of
the Daughters of the King, a fine altar guild, hard-working wardens and members of the mission council, very good music program, excellent lay readers and chalice bearers and homilists, an
active hospitality committee, pastoral care, and so on. So many
people really care!
But, above all, we have a most interesting, diverse and dedicated congregation, made up of folks coming from at least seven
different parishes, some who visited and stayed, retirees, veterans,
young, old, black, white, gay, straight, and we all get along! We
have one focus: worshipping our Lord and Savior and spreading
the good news of his kingdom. We are intent on moving forward.
So again, what I would say to the former bishop, with his displeasing action of separating, is that what has been created is perhaps not what was intended, but instead, a large group of people
here in the eastern part of South Carolina who refuse to be put
down—who have made and continue to make the best of a sad
situation—all by turning it into something new and exciting. So
yes, I owe a huge debt of gratitude!
Janet D. Clark
St. Catherine’s Episcopal Church
Florence
Note: St. Catherine’s has since returned to meeting at Cross and Crown,
but now they are able to worship there on Sunday mornings rather than
in the afternoon.
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A Note from Above
Skyscrapers tower over the historic town.
Your voice is a whisper muted by the clouds.
A fantasy without destiny is merely a dream.
Your voice, it is a shelter for the devil’s scheme.
I am caught in between above and below.
Your presents are in a place I think of, but do not know.
My search,
It guides
Me to home.
When I look for what is meant
Of the arrows you’ve sent.
I find a note from above.
A note of acceptance
That abides
With your remembrance.
Mover, move me.
As you would the oceans over sand
And the fish away from land.
Savior, save me.
As you could for the young in demand
Of a love
That makes them rise, that makes them stand.
Be thou the voice in my ear.
Lead me with your intercession
When I fail without vision
Of a path that is near.
Sam Hutchisson
Grace Church Cathedral
Charleston
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I

Josh

used to believe that many of the good things that have happened to me during my life were merely examples of serendipity, good things happening by chance. However, the
following story changed my mind forever.
Some years ago, I was shown a photograph of a young boy
standing, facing the ocean, arms uplifted with exuberant joy and
excitement. A wave with a huge plume of spray was just breaking
in front of him on a Caribbean beach. This wonderful picture
taken on the shore was Josh, the twelve year old son of my daughter’s friends. Ten minutes after that photograph was taken the
family was involved in what appeared at first to be a very minor
accident on the beach road, between their jeep and a small pickup truck that rear ended them. Josh, in the rear of the jeep was
forced over the back seats and into the middle seats. Escaping
with minor cuts and bruises, the parents and older sister had no
reason to suspect the boy’s injuries were life threatening. To their
immense shock and overwhelming grief, an impossibly short
thirty minutes later, their beloved son and brother was gone, he
died on the way to hospital.
As his family and friends tried to cope with the aftermath
of such a tragedy, my daughter asked me if I would do a painting of Josh for his family using the photograph on the beach.
I agreed, but since I usually paint seascapes and mainly ocean
scenes, wondered whether I was up to the challenge of capturing
this very poignant picture of
him. With some trepidation
I began, and almost immediately the painting began
to ‘flow’. I felt exhilarated.
I saw the curves of his legs
and feet planted in the swirls
of foam and bubbles in the
ebb and flow of water as
he stood with raised arms,
open hands, and fingers
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wide. The pure happiness and the joy of this moment showed
him with his head thrown back in sheer delight; the warm spray
and mist of the wave just beginning to fall on him.
You could almost hear him shouting “Hey, world! This is Josh,
here I am!”
As I continued to paint, I found myself smiling, becoming
more and more uplifted even when I tackled the ‘complex’ areas
such as his legs, arms and hands and the angle of his head. Much
to my astonishment I found there was absolutely no need for any
correction. There was nothing that needed any further work.
This was extraordinary! It dawned on me I was in the middle of
something very meaningful and I was enjoying a deeply enriching experience which had never happened before while working
on a painting.
I finished the painting very quickly. I was quite sorry when it
was finished. However, there was no doubt in my mind that I had
accomplished everything I had hoped to do. Over the next few
weeks I continued to feel the elation and excitement. There was
a great sense of fulfillment in knowing I had been able to portray the vitality and beauty of this child. This was not art painted
about tragedy, but instead, a picture of celebration with joy and
happiness.
As Josh’s devastated family struggled with their grief and sorrow, I was to hear that my painting brought them some solace
in their pain and loss. I met Josh’s mother about a year later. We
talked about Josh, his love of life, what a happy and joyful child
he had been. I was able to share with her the profound effect that
painting Josh had on me, as an artist and a mother; how transforming this experience had been; how joyful I became as soon
as I started to paint.
I have never again recaptured that same remarkable intensity
while painting. Looking back, I know that something very unusual and extraordinary occurred. I had been engaged in a spiritual journey — even a pilgrimage.
Belinda Churchward
Grace Church Cathedral
Charleston
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What’s In a Name: Grace Church
Cathedral Speaks to its Roots

W

e rightfully consider a cathedral to be a grand
edifice, soaring spire and arch, brilliant stained
glass.
True indeed, but as Charleston’s Grace Church
Cathedral stands to assess both its new and traditional role in
the community of the Holy City, the historic structure takes on
a much deeper significance.
Speaking to an audience
of parishioners and guests at
“We think we are effective
the Cathedral’s Hanahan Hall,
only when we are powerful—
the Very Reverend Michael
in charge. We can help only
Wright, rector and dean, took
when we have all the words,
the audience back to the origins of ‘Cathedra’ and forward
the prayers, the resources.
again to the intimate role such
But then one day we do not.
a designation truly conveys.
We are tired, overwhelmed,
‘Cathedra’ is Latin for
perhaps irritable. Our
chair, and meant the Bishop’s
Chair, or seat of ecclesiastical
own faith may be frail, our
life, tracing back to the early
behavior not exemplary. All
church.
the weakness of our humanity
From this starting point,
is apparent. And on that day
Dean Wright told the assemwe discover that a person we
bly, the meaning has broadened to define the cathedral as
have never been able to touch
the “foundation or base for its
before can suddenly join
sacramental power as a gathhands with us.”
ering place.”
The chair became as powFREDERICK HOUK
erful a symbol of the togethBORSCH IN POWER
erness of the congregation
IN WEAKNESS, CITING
HENRI NOUWEN
as the bishop himself, Dean
Wright said.
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“It meant that we are one, and for that we need a gathering
place.”
The Reverend Canon John Zahl presented a slide show montage of cathedrals throughout the U.S. and Europe, describing
Grace Church as a cathedral in vision and practice long before
the official status.
For a modern cathedral, and especially one so newly designated as Grace Church, it is important “to understand the context of history and where we have been before,” Dean Wright
said.
While the grandeur of the structure speaks to “the transcendence of God, the meaning of the chair is best translated as the
foundation of the church,” allowing worship together in one safe
place.

“In Canterbury Cathedral the visitor’s eye is caught by its massive pillars. In their strength they seem to stand on their own
feet, symbols of strong foundations and sturdy independence.
Yet their strength is an illusion. Look up and you see the pillars
converting into arches which are upheld, not by independence, but
through inter-dependence. ‘An arch’, wrote Leonardo da Vinci,
‘is nothing else than a strength caused by two weaknesses; for the
arch in buildings is made up of two segments of a circle, and each
of these segments being in itself very weak desires to fall, and as
one withstands the downfall of the other, the two weaknesses are
converted into a single strength.’ We do well to remember that
human weakness and our dependence on each other are not things
to overcome, but gifts to offer to God as he works out his purpose
in the world.”
ROBERT RUNCIE,
IN THE UNITY WE SEEK
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For the first 300 years of Christianity, “The church was underground, becoming legitimate in the 4th century, then growing to represent the religion of empire,” Dean Wright said.
The need for a larger meeting area became paramount, and
the development of the Gothic arch in the late Middle Ages
filled the bill nicely. No less an eminence than Leonardo da
Vinci said the arch “consists of two weaknesses, which leaning
on each other, become a strength.” The arch initiated the design
revolution that would fashion virtually all cathedrals to follow,
becoming also a steadfast symbol and metaphor of the power
implicit in religious sanctuary.
So buttressed, the new churches were larger, more open, allowing more glass -- and therefore light -- to grace the growing
faithful, under a tower that reached for heaven and spoke of the
power of faith.
But the cathedrals not only reached up. They reached out.
“There are many types of evangelism,” Dean Wright noted,
“and the oldest ministry is that of hospitality.”
With 52 outreach programs already in place, Grace Church
Cathedral has always put a premium on this service, and
the Cathedral status will further advance that aspect of the
ministry.
A move to offer daily prayers during lunch hours at Grace
increases both public access to the facility and the profile of the
Cathedral in the public eye.
Other changes could be considered as new challenges arise,
Dean Wright said. “Episcopalians are nothing if not adaptable;
we are fine with change as long as it doesn’t involve loss.”
So the next time you turn your gaze skyward to admire the
strength of spirit symbolized in the high arches and spire, don’t
forget to bring your vision down to earth.
And especially here in the Holy City, behold the awesome
power of community.
Miles Tager
Grace Church Cathedral
Charleston
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Commonwealth
When life calls for growth, our cells
Divide and thus give the gift of plurality,
While staying connected for the larger odyssey,
The one that enkindles every living being.
Sometimes a cell divides with all of this in mind
And forgets or neglects or for some other reason
Does not stay connected, in the plurality.
We call that metastasis, a dividing that is not for Growth,
or betterment, or the common wealth,
But for a wealth that is not common to all or any
Other than the one who does the dividing.
One of these gives life, bequeaths it to all,
While the other takes life and strangles it
In some lonely corner of the universe.
Even so it is for the Body of Christ.
The commonwealth of quiet commerce that
Builds up the organism for greater and greater
Service to all is not the same as the decision
To divide that takes one part out of communion
With all the rest of the Body, and thus strangles life
In lonely corners of the neighborhood that is
East of Eden.
Choose life, sisters and brothers, choose life
For the buoyancy of its prospect and the great
Goodness of its fiber. It will bequeath all and hold
Back not one measure of promise as we make
Our way homeward.
Jonathan Coffey
St. Mark’s Episcopal Church
Port Royal
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A Pathway to Strength

his is a story about the wonderful teachings of Saint Teresa of Avila as we learn from her how to turn weakness
into strength. We are all born in weakness. Early in the
life of all Christian people one sets out on a path from
weakness to strength. How does it happen? Our original sin, the
sin we are taught that we are born bearing, is erased when our
parents bring us to the Church for baptism. It is then that we are
sealed by the Holy Spirit and become Christ’s own forever. The
blackboard is wiped clean and we begin our lives as inheritors of
the kingdom of heaven. But, trouble begins anew as we join and
walk down a path with the human family.
As we grow from infancy to adulthood our weaknesses multiply
with passing years. It is so bad that our forefathers described the
paucity of strength of the human body in the 16th century when
the General Confession was included in Rite One for Morning
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Prayer. There we tell God “we have erred and strayed from thy
ways like lost sheep, we have followed the devices and desires of
our own hearts, we have offended against thy holy laws”… and
so on describing the depths of our weakness. What gets us out of
this deep trough? I propose two solutions.
Henri Nouwen tells us in his wonderful book Bread for the
Journey that it is at the table in our homes or at a downtown
restaurant or at the altar we develop an intimacy leading to a
strengthened community of human beings. Then, girded by the
strength of an intimate community of which we become a part,
we follow the teachings of Saint Teresa of Avila (1515-1582) who
tells us how to gain the greatest strength on earth that we need to
overcome our weakness:
Christ has no body now, but yours. No hands
no feet but yours. Yours are the eyes through
which Christ looks compassion into the world.
Yours are the feet with which Christ walks to
do good. Yours are the hands with which Christ
Blesses the world.
Thomas Tisdale
Grace Church Cathedral
Charleston
“When we realize that we’re blessed to achieve and prosper not
because of our goodness but because of God’s grace, we’ll have a new
perspective on life. We’ll acknowledge our imperfections, thank the
Lord for undeserved blessings and tell those who think that they’re
beyond help and redemption that regardless of our faults and failings, God is still ‘our refuge and strength.’”
JOSEPH A.DARBY IN FROM THE DESK OF THE PRESIDING
ELDER OF THE BEAUFORT DISTRICT OF
THE SC ANNUAL CONFERENCE OF THE AME CHURCH, MAY 4, 2016
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The editorial committee of
Carolina Grace invites your contributions
for the next issue on the following theme:

SAINTS—Known or Unknown
Submissions may be of any genre; they should not
exceed 750 words. Electronic submissions should be
in Microsoft Word format. The editorial committee
reserves the right to make reasonable edits to grammar
and syntax and length and to determine whether or not
a submission appropriately fits the theme and direction
of the journal.
Please email questions and submissions
to jesticepg@cofc.edu and vicar@gracesc.org, with
“Carolina Grace
submission” in the subject line.
We must receive submissions by September 1, 2016,
for our next issue.

Please consider contributing
financially to this venture.
Financial contributions to help
defray printing costs
are greatly appreciated.
They may be sent to:
Carolina Grace
98 Wentworth St.
Charleston, SC 29401
For subscriptions please contact
Bunny Martin
843.723.4573 or bmartin@gracesc.org
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