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This ‘blog’, by Natalie Holm, challenges my stereotypes, as well as indirectly challenging me, a white northern male.
For your reflection, Tom+ ,
I have always willingly identified as a southerner. My mother is from Savannah, Georgia, my father is from
Greenville, Mississippi and I grew up in various towns in Alabama. I am most at home when the humidity is above
80%, there’s a pitcher of sweet tea in the fridge, and folks stop by just to “visit.” Many people are surprised to hear
that I’m from Alabama—I’m not sure why but maybe it’s because I don’t fit the stereotype that most people have. I
don’t even know what the stereotype of a white woman in her 30’s from Alabama might be, but I think it probably
includes a strong southern accent, a considerable lack of education, and cooking with lard, fatback, and streak-a-lean.
Oh, and someone who stays in Alabama. Moving out of state to attend university gave me my first taste of the shock I
would often encounter when meeting someone unfamiliar with folks from the Deep South. They are often genuinely
surprised that we can be levelheaded, articulate, and sincere.
But I am from the south and, until recently, thought I would live there forever. A year ago, my husband, two
young boys, and I moved to Long Island, New York. We knew it would be an adjustment and there would be hard
moments. We knew it would take a commitment on our part to hold ourselves here, to wait for things to get easier, to
trust that the decision to leave home— to leave everything we’d ever known—was wise. And we were right. It has
been incredibly difficult at times to be so far away from loved ones who know us and love us. It’s been hard to find our
rhythm in an environment where the pace is much faster than anything we’ve ever experienced. It’s taken a conscious
effort on our part to remember why we came in light of how homesick we’ve been. This past year has confirmed that I
will probably always feel more at home in a place that is hot and muggy and where the people move slower because
of it.
And yet… I am becoming painfully aware in the wake of last week’s massacre in Charleston, SC that much of
what made up the air I breathed as a little white girl growing up in lower Alabama was revisionist history. The “South”
that I love and have been desperately homesick for, doesn’t really exist. I have always known this on some level, but
I’m embarrassed to say that I didn’t know the extent to which my ideas of home have been informed by things that
just aren’t true.
I’ve long been disabused of any idea that the Civil War was really about states’ rights or that the Confederate
flag has any business being anywhere but a museum, but I can’t escape the fact that my very experience has been that
of a privileged white woman. And I can’t escape the fact that most of my friends are privileged white women.
Amazing women. Gospel-loving women. And we have the privilege of going to church on Wednesday night without
the fear that someone will gun us down because we are white. There is no flag flying high above a government
building that symbolizes the hatred people had for my ancestors. The very fact that we can post on Facebook about
puppies, vacations, and funny jokes in the days after the Charleston Massacre means that we have no idea what our
African-American brothers and sisters are experiencing.

We’re on the Web!
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I was born in 1979, just fifteen years after the Civil Rights Act was passed. Fifteen years. How can I think that
the south I was born into and interacted with as a little girl was so very different than the south that tore itself
apart in the 1950’s and 1960’s?
I think the problem white people in my generation have with understanding race issues is that we see it as
taking place a lifetime ago, long before we were born. My mother tells me about a time in the 1950’s when they
didn’t have a television, when she was required to wear either a skirt or a dress to work in the 1960’s, and about
the first microwave they bought in the 1970’s. There is a vast gulf between her childhood and mine. Her history
seems far away, so separated from our society today. The videos I’ve watched of the protests, marches, and
speeches from the Civil Rights Movement seem to be from a different time, much like Armstrong’s walk on the
moon seems to have more in common with the invention of the automobile than with my daily experience. And
though my father went to the University of Mississippi in the 1960’s around the same time as James Meredith, I
often forget that particular part of his history. I forget that the man who raised me was raised in Greenville, MS in
the 1950’s.
I forget because my parents are wonderfully loving people who tried very hard to raise their children to see
everyone as equal. They talked often about making friends with people of all races and set examples for us in their
own lives. They didn’t, however, talk much about the reason it was so important to intentionally treat everyone as
equal. They left it up to the schools to teach us about the Civil Rights Movement in that very sterile way textbooks
teach everything—I certainly never read “Letter from a Birmingham Jail” in school. My parents and many other
white parents didn’t talk to their children about the things they must have witnessed in their schools, on the buses,
at water fountains. I know that living through the Civil Rights Movement in the south impacted my parents and I
know the collective history of the south is one that must be painful to them and others like them. Therefore, like
many other whites from that time, they didn’t talk to their children about their true, painful, bloody history. And so,
our history— our heritage— didn’t become real to us. Instead, we were left to parse together a romanticized
version that leaves us feeling incredibly defensive whenever someone comes along and challenges our love of
home.
I know some of my white friends will be frustrated with me after reading this, and that’s okay. We have a
shared history of silence when it comes to discussing difficult things. Race, poverty, and injustice—these are things
that polite southern ladies don’t often enter into discussions about. As my mama always said, “Honey, don’t stir
the stink ‘cause it’ll just make it stronger.” Perhaps we don’t discuss these issues because we don’t know how to
begin. Or because we are afraid of doing it wrong and making things worse. Or because we haven’t seen it modeled
for us by our mothers and grandmothers. But I don’t want to stay silent any longer. I want to be part of the discussion.
Mostly, I want to listen to my African-American brothers and sisters and learn about their experiences. I want my AfricanAmerican students, along with all my students of color, to know that although I have not had their same experiences, I stand
with them.
I won’t remain silent any longer. Even if I mess up in my attempts to understand, I trust that my African-American
brothers and sisters will be gracious with me and help me. The only way I know to start the process of reconciliation is on a
personal level— through conversation. And so I am beginning. Will you join me?
Natalieholm.com/blog/2015/06/silence-south/

Derby Food Pantry Collection Items Needed For July:
Jell-O, Instant Pudding, Canned Beans
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New Predising Bishop Elected at General Convention

Bishop Michael Curry of the Episcopal Diocese of North Carolina has been elected and confirmed as the next
presiding bishop of the Episcopal Church.

Vacation Bible School!

Wild Willy's Candy Factory is based on Charlie and the Chocolate Factory, a children's
book by Roald Dahl, published in 1964.
July 30-31 6:00-8:30pm and August 1 10:00am-4:00pm with a parish BBQ following.
Please contact Tonya Devena 871-0219 or Jenniffer Dorsett 655-8558 to volunteer or to
sign up your child.
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Volunteering at Pleasantview Elementary School
My First Year as a Volunteer
I’ve been asked to write a summation of my first year as a volunteer/mentor at Pleasantview Elementary School in Derby
and I’m happy to share this with you.
Last summer I became aware of the acute need that all our schools have for volunteers and, not knowing the slightest
thing about what I might be getting into, I phoned the office at Pleasantview Elementary to let them know I was
interested. They seemed pleased and invited me to come by. I filled out a simple application that basically said I could
have lunch and read with a child (I had a choice of doing either or both) on Wednesday’s and reported for duty after the
first couple of weeks of school had gone by. I was assigned to Aaron (not his real name) and after the principal filled me
in about his home situation…his mom works two jobs, his dad served prison time and hasn’t been heard from since... we
were introduced. I kind of expected Aaron to be reserved around an adult he had never met before but that was hardly
the case. He shared information that was eye-popping. Luckily I had been told in advance to not act surprised by
anything he said so I just listened as if what he was telling me wasn’t uncommon and spoke very little. After lunch we
went to the school library and picked out a book and found a quiet area where we could take turns reading. He thanked
me when I would help him with a new word because he said no one did that at home. When I had occasion to compliment
him on a good job, you could feel the sense of pride he took in it. One day Aaron quietly told me that I was now his best
friend which almost had me reaching for my handkerchief. However, there were a few days when his behavior was not
appropriate and I wondered if he was daring me to stop coming, testing me to see if I’d abandon him like his father had.
Anyway the school year went by quickly and I got to know many of the teachers and staff as well as the other students in
Aaron’s class which made going there more comfortable each week. Aaron’s teacher says it has made a difference and an
aide told me she was almost in tears seeing Aaron walking down the hall holding my hand one day. At our final
Wednesday lunch, Aaron told me that he may be moving and might be at a different Derby school next year so I promised
that if he wasn’t at Pleasantview I would find what school he was at and come there to be with him. I’ll continue to
volunteer at Pleasantview, too, as I’ve come to appreciate the job that everyone there does.
I wasn’t anticipating that this venture would enrich my life but it certainly has. I’m sure I got as much or more out of it
than Aaron and it only took an hour a week. I’m so looking forward to what next year brings.
Bob Gage

Continuing through July we
will be using the service
from the New Zealand
Prayer Book. Noticing the
similarities and differences, I
feel a little bit closer to the
world wide Anglican Church.
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Diocesan News

High schoolers can register for the Girls Only Weekend now The Rev. Susan Terry from Trinity Episcopal
Church in Lawrence has been meeting with high school women over the last year to determine what they would like and need
in an event especially for them. This retreat will be a laid-back weekend talking about self-image, identity and women in the
church.
When: Friday, July 10, 6:30 p.m. – Sunday, July 12, 11:30 a.m. Where: Trinity, Lawrence Who: Young women currently in
grades 9-12 (for the 2014-15 school year) Fee: $50 Priority deadline: Tuesday, June 30 (fee increases $15 after this date)
Registration: https://edok.formstack.com/forms/girlsonly2015 Note: We will be going swimming, so bring a swim suit and a
towel.

Do you know a student heading off to college this fall? Please let us know. The diocesan campus
ministry program strives to reach out to Episcopal college students at the colleges and universities across our diocese – and
we also do our best to connect students from this diocese who are attending college in another diocese with a correlating
campus ministry program. But, we need your help to do this. If you know such a student, please go to
https://edokcampusministry.wordpress.com/connect-a-college-student/ and fill in their information. It will only take a
moment. The contact information you share is confidential and will only be used for ministry purposes.

Episcopal Church Foundation provides series of webinars A series of financial webinars for
congregational leaders can be accessed online this summer, thanks to the Episcopal Church Foundation.
·Investing Your Endowment. July 22, 6 p.m. Central time. Learn how a well-written Investment Policy Statement, prudent
spending rule and a well-reasoned asset allocation will avoid investment disasters and achieve your long-term goal: to
maintain the spending power of the fund.
·Using the Tools of ECF’s Planned Giving on Demand. Sept. 2, 6 p.m. Central time. This is a review of some the main tools of
Planned Giving on Demand, including sample articles, booklets and brochures, as well as the best webinars and other tools to
use for potential donors and for training new leaders.
·Basics of a Capital Campaign. Sept. 23, 6 p.m. Central time. This webinar will provide a step-by-step understanding of the
methodology that has led hundreds of Episcopal parishes to success using a flexible three phase process: discernment,
feasibility study and gifting.
More information, and links to register, are online at http://www.episcopalfoundation.org/about/news/48/ecf-webinarssummer-2015.

Have You Ever Wondered…
Lay Eucharistic Visitor Kit contains a miniature chalice, purificator,
corporal, paten, bread and wine that are both blessed, and a pyx. The pyx is
a small metal container especially made to hold the consecrated bread.
(Larger versions are called a bread box, which we use to bring the bread
forward in our Sunday service, and a ciborium, which is essentially a chalice
with a metal top with cross.) The brown kit was donated in memory of Rev.
Frederic Raasch, from the Memorial Fund.
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Remember in Prayer Those Serving Our Country, Especially those below
Scott

Gary & Debbie Oehmke’s nephew

Stevie

Suzy Roper’s cousin’s son

Daniel

Friend of Ropers

Nathan

John Nicholas' friend

Ryan

Son of Fr. Michael Bernard

Brad

Friend of Don & Sarah Morrow

Collin

Former Parishioner

Diane

Parishioner

Scott

Gary & Debbie Oehmke's son in law

Mark

Jenniffer Dorsett & Martha Mason’s son

KC

Doyn Wiler's nephew

Blake

Quinton Zeller’s roommate

Mark Your Calendars
Vestry Meeting Sunday July 5th, after the service.

Girl’s Only Weekend July 10-12, Trinity church, Lawrence. For youth females
currently in grades 9-12. Deadline June 30, $50. Register online
https://edok.formstack.com/forms/girlsonly2015
Missionpalooza July 21-26, St. Paul’s KCMO. Youth in grades 9-12. $125
covers all activities, meals and a T-shirt. Register online
https://wemoyouth.formstack.com/forms/missionpalooza2015registration
Dessert Auction Sunday, July 12th at coffee hour; proceeds to go for capital
improvements, such as recent remedial work on the parking lot. Please contact
Becky Dougherty 258-8201, if you would like to donate a dessert.
Outreach Committee meeting Tuesday, July 28, 1:30 in the classroom. Come
help plan what St. Andrew’s will be doing in the community. If you cannot attend
but have comments or suggestions please see Margaret Kinkead or Bob Gage.
Vacation Bible School July 30-31 6:00-8:30pm and August 1 10:00am-4:00pm
with a parish BBQ afterwards. Please contact Tonya Devena 871-0219 or
Jenniffer Dorsett 655-8558 to volunteer or to sign up your child.

The United States Supreme Court has ruled, confirming the right of samesex couples to be married in all 50 states. This ruling drops another
barrier between people. The church can now support all couples,
spiritually, prayerfully and now, legally. God’s love is open to all.
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Please Pray for those on the St. Andrew’s Prayer chain
Sherry, parishioner, for healing
Sammi, Selina Touhey’s friend, for
healing and comfort
Bob, Gage & Blouin, for healing
Don, friend of Danny & Janet Miller’s,
for healing and strength
Herb & Earline, Martha Mason’s
uncle and aunt, for healing
Theresa, Martha Mason’s co-worker’s
wife, for healing. Friend of Fr. Tom, for
guidance and God’s presence
Gary, Evelyn Griffin’s son, for healing
& strength

Heather & Family, Fr. Tom’s friend,
for healing & God’s presence

Ward, friend of Margaret Kinkead, for
proper diagnosis & treatment

Joe & Deanna, friends of Margaret
Kinkead, for acceptance and strength

Mike, son in-law of Margaret Kinkead,
for strength & courage

Ester & Joanna, Chad Devena’s
mother and sister, for healing &
strength

Sue, friend of Marge Rogers, for
healing

Janet, parishioner, for healing &
strength
Rush, Danny & Janet Miller’s
grandson, for healing
Dakotah and Alice, friends of
Martha Mason and Jenniffer Dorsett,
for healing & strength

Adam & Zion, Heather Jenson’s
brother & niece, for God’s presence &
guidance
Names remain on the parish prayer list
for thirty days unless requested for a
longer period. All are encouraged to
extend a person's request for prayers
as long as is felt necessary.

Holy Days (Holy Women, Holy Men, Celebrating the Saints)
http://holywomenholymen.wordpress.com/
July 22 – Saint Mary Magdalene
Mary of Magdala near Capernaum was one of several women who followed Jesus and ministered to him in Galilee. The Gospel
according to Luke records that Jesus “went on through cities and villages, preaching and bringing the good news of the
kingdom of God. And the Twelve were with him, and also some women who had been healed of evil spirits and infirmities:
Mary, called Magdalene, from whom seven demons had gone out ...” (Luke 8:1–2). The Gospels tell us that Mary was healed
by Jesus, followed him, and was one of those who stood near his cross at Calvary.
It is clear that Mary Magdalene’s life was radically changed by Jesus’ healing. Her ministry of service and steadfast
companionship, even as a witness to the crucifixion, has, through the centuries, been an example of the faithful ministry of
women to Christ. All four Gospels name Mary as one of the women who went to the tomb to mourn and to care for Jesus’
body. Her weeping for the loss of her Lord strikes a common chord with the grief of all others over the death of loved ones.
Jesus’ tender response to her grief—meeting her in the garden, revealing himself to her by calling her name—makes her the
first witness to the risen Lord. She is given the command, “Go to my brethren and say to them, I am ascending to my Father
and your Father, to my God and your God” (John 20:17). As the first messenger of the resurrection, she tells the disciples, “I
have seen the Lord” (John 20:18).
In the tradition of the Eastern Church, Mary is regarded as the equal of an apostle; and she is held in veneration as the patron
saint of the great cluster of monasteries on Mount Athos.
July 25 – Saint James The Apostle
James, the brother of John, is often known as James the Greater, to distinguish him from the other Apostle of the same name,
commemorated in the calendar with Philip, and also from James “the brother of our Lord.” He was the son of a prosperous
Galilean fisherman, Zebedee, and with his brother John left his home and his trade in obedience to the call of Christ. With Peter
and John, he seems to have belonged to an especially privileged group, whom Jesus chose to be witnesses of the
Transfiguration, the raising of Jairus’ daughter, and the agony in the garden.
Apparently, James shared John’s hot-headed disposition, and Jesus nicknamed the brothers, “Boanerges” (Sons of Thunder).
James’ expressed willingness to share the cup of Christ was realized in his being the first of the Apostles to die for him. As the
Acts of the Apostles records, “About that time Herod the King laid violent hands upon some who belonged to the Church. He
killed James the brother of John with the sword” (Acts 12:1–2).
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According to an old tradition, the body of James was taken to Compostela, Spain, which has been a shrine for pilgrims for
centuries. Among the Spaniards, James is one of the most popular saints. In the Middle Ages, under the title of Santiago de
Compostela, his aid was especially invoked in battle against the Moors.

Why Bonhoeffer made the sign of the cross
http://blogs.ancientfaith.com/joeljmiller/bonhoeffer-sign-of-the-cross/

June 11, 2015
Reading Letters and Papers from Prison, I was surprised to discover Dietrich Bonhoeffer used the sign of the cross in his
daily prayers. “I’ve found that following Luther’s instruction to ‘make the sign of the cross’ at our morning and evening
prayers is . . . most useful,” he said in one letter. “There is something objective about it. . . .”
Growing up evangelical, I always understood signing oneself to be empty superstition. It was something Catholics did,
not Protestants. And yet here’s a famous Protestant pastor and theologian comforting himself with the sign while
imprisoned.
Not to mention Martin Luther instructing every Lutheran since his own day to “bless yourself with the holy cross,” as he
says in his Small Catechism. Owing to my ignorance, this was also a surprise. But in fact the German Reformer directed
the sign’s use not only for morning and evening prayer, but also for baptisms and ordinations.
Adding to my curiosity, in the same letter Bonhoeffer cautioned, “[D]on’t suppose we go in very much for symbolism
here!” And also said this: “[M]y fear and distrust of religiosity have become greater than ever here.” According to my
upbringing, the sign of the cross was nothing but symbolism and religiosity. Yet Bonhoeffer signs himself. Why?
Spirituality is physical
To begin with, signing oneself is more than mere symbolism. It is, as Bonhoeffer said, “objective.” There is something
tangible and actual about tracing the points of the cross over one’s body. It goes back to something covered in C.S.
Lewis’ The Screwtape Letters. Christians, the senior demon informs the junior, “can be persuaded that the bodily
position makes no difference to their prayers, for they constantly forget . . . that they are animals and that whatever
their bodies do affects their souls.”
What we do physically affects us spiritually. Whether it’s lowering our gaze, raising our hands, bending our knee, or
crossing ourselves, physical actions have a qualitative, spiritual effect.
Next, signing oneself is more than mere religiosity. It’s communion with God. At bottom, the act of faithfully signing the
cross is an act of prayer, one that is physical, a remembrance, a benediction, a collect that gathers every trial, worry, and
fear and consigns it to the care of Christ. It can also be used to express gratitude at a meal, joy at a blessed occurrence,
repentance in a moment of sin, resistance in a moment of temptation, and faith when undertaking any task (with
emphasis on any).
It’s always been this way in the church. “At every forward step and movement,” Tertullian wrote in the year 204, “at
every going in and out, when we put on our clothes and shoes, when we bathe, when we sit at table, when we light the
lamps, on couch, on seat, in all the ordinary actions of daily life, we trace upon the forehead the sign [of the cross].”
Declaring our true identity
This is not some superstitious innovation of the Middle Ages or the empty religiosity Bonhoeffer opposed. It’s a
foundational aspect of Christian identity. Making the sign of the cross says to yourself (and anyone watching) that you
belong to Jesus, that you belong to God. When faced with temptation, wrestling with a bad attitude, or feeling grateful
for the mercies of God, is there anything better?
Identifying as Christian by using the sign of the cross is a physical and demonstrative way to communicate our reliance
on God and our identity in Christ.
Today I make the sign of the cross when I pray, when I’m tempted, when I drive, when I walk, when I’m thankful, when I
face something horrible or difficult. It didn’t come naturally at first. I felt very self-aware and hesitant. But the more I did
it, the more I came to cherish—even need—to cross myself. For any believer, whether Catholic, Protestant, or Orthodox,
such a confession is the furthest thing from superstition. It’s a helpful step toward serious devotion.
Christ bore the cross for every needful thing in our lives, and we demonstrably acknowledge as much in its sign.
Bonhoeffer said the sign of the cross was objective, “and that is what is particularly badly needed here.”
Here, too.
Joel J. Miller
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JULY BIRTHDAYS & ANNIVERSARIES
BIRTHDAYS

23 Douglas Davee

2 Erin Chacey

Luke Collins

3 Andy Rogers

28 Aleta Devine

5 Cheri Gage

30 Blanche Holder

Steven Winslow

31 Marge Rogers

Charlie Winslow
7 Muriel Bose
11 Jessica Collins

ANNIVERSARIES
5 Rich Frankel & Annetta
Smith-Frankel

Carter Brown

8 Aaron & Grace Rucker

Nadia Coleman

19 Butch & Sherry
Hutchison

Aidan Coleman
16 Chalanda Schleinz
17 Jennifer Brown

21 Rick & Jennifer Brown
22 Bill & Andee Ham
23 Bill & Ann Fuchs

19 Adella Welch
21 Travis Jorns

Thank you Jack Birch for
installing our new Water
Fountain!

Peter & Karen Gipson
28 Jeff & Brenda Schneider

St. Andrew’s Episcopal Church
1062 Chet Smith Ave
Derby, Kansas 67037
316.788.2595
The Very Rev. Tom Wilson, Rector
rector@standrewsderby.org
The Rev. John Roper, Deacon
Mr. Don Morrow, Sr. Warden
Ms. Selina Touhey, Jr. Warden
Mr. Jack Birch, Sexton
Vestry Members:
Mr. Rick Brown
Ms. Rebecca Dougherty
Mrs. Margaret Kinkead
Mrs. Martha Mason
Unfilled Position
Send newsletter entries or suggestions by the 20th of the month to Jenniffer Dorsett gigi12273@gmail.com and Fr. Tom
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