
THE EPISCOPAL DIOCESE OF LOUISIANA SEPTEMBER 2017 

Exploring the Second Mark of Mission:  

To teach, baptize, and nurture new believers 

VOLUME 67, ISSUE 2

CHURCHWORK 



Page 2 
CHURCHWORK 

September 2017 

 

 

IN THIS ISSUE:  

Send Us Out to Be Faithful Witnesses 

About this issue: This year in Churchwork we are 

exploring how we in the Episcopal Diocese of Louisiana 

are living out the Second Mark of Mission: To teach, 

baptize, and nurture new believers.  

 

On the Cover 

[Photograph by Karen Mackey] Baptismal font at the 

Chapel of the Holy Spirit, New Orleans. 

 

 

Reflections 

03  Message from the Bishop 

04  Encouraging and Empowering People to 

 Connect and Engage by the Rev. William Miller 

07 God Gave the Growth by the Rev. Jerry Phillips 

11  We Opened Our Doors to the World  

 by the Rev. Tommy Dillon 

14  Helping Children and Youth Encounter the 

 Divine by Lindsey Ardrey 

 

Profiles 

17  Flood Recovery in Louisiana  

 by Meg Kendrick 

21  Rebuilding St. Francis by Karen Mackey 

 

 

Out and About in the Diocese 

23 Clergy Transitions 

24 Photographs 

28 Bishopôs Journal 

32 Calendar of Events 

 

 

 

CHURCHWORK 

Churchwork  (since 1950) is an official publication 

of the Episcopal Diocese of Louisiana. 

 

1623 Seventh Street 

New Orleans, LA 70115 

(504) 895-6634 

www.edola.org 

 

Our Vision 

The Episcopal Diocese of Louisiana is one church, 

faithful to our Lord Jesus, united in mission, 

reaching out through service and proclamation to 

all for whom Christ died. We live in joyous 

expectation of Godôs transforming power, 

compassion, and mercy in our lives.  

 

 

Publisher 

The Rt. Rev. Morris K. Thompson, Jr. 

(mthompson@edola.org) 

 

 

Editor and Art Designer 

Karen Mackey (kmackey@edola.org) 

 

 

Copy Editors 

The Rev. Canon John Kellogg 

The Rev. Canon Shannon Manning 

 

 
 

 

Contributors in This Issue 

Lindsey Ardrey 

The Rev. Tommy Dillon 

Meg Kendrick 

Karen Mackey 

The Rev. William Miller 

The Rev. Jerry Phillips 

The Rt. Rev. Morris K. Thompson, Jr. 

 

 

Subscriptions 

Churchwork is a free quarterly magazine published 

digitally by and for The Episcopal Diocese of 

Louisiana. To be added to the mailing list or 

update your address, please email Karen Mackey 

at kmackey@edola.org.  

 

 

Submissions 

Churchwork provides news and information about 

the diocese and wider church; and is a medium of 

theological reflection. Please submit articles in 

Microsoft Word; photographs should have a 

resolution of 300. Letters to the editor will not be 

printed. Submissions should be sent by email to 

Karen Mackey at kmackey@edola.org. We reserve 

the right to edit all material, and cannot guarantee 

that every submission will be published. 

 

Churchwork is a member of the Episcopal 

Communicators.  

In the next issue of Churchwork: 

¶ 180th Annual Convention Recap 

¶ Hurricane recovery work 

¶ Clergy transitions: SeptemberðNovember 2017 

 



Page 3 
CHURCHWORK 

September 2017 

 

 

ñThe life that I touch for 

good or ill will touch 

another life, and that in 

turn another, until who 

knows where the 

trembling stops or in what 

far place and time my 

touch will be felt.ò  

Frederick Buechner 

 

My maternal grandfather 

owned a plumbing and 

electrical contracting 

company in the delta of 

Mississippi. At the height 

of his career, he had 

several crews, heavy equipment, and a large shop of 

interesting tools and such with which any boy would 

be in heaven meddling. For me, nothing was more 

enjoyable than laying my hands on the electric 

grinder and watching the sparks fly off a piece of 

metal pipe, or melting a chunk of lead and pouring it 

into a mold. Being around my grandfather was pure 

joy and I always looked forward to my visits. I also 

looked forward to riding with James in his truck. 

James was an African American man that worked 

many years for my grandfather. He was the foreman 

of one of his crews. If my grandfather was not able to 

go to the job site, I would ride with James. Part of the 

joy of being with James was that he let me ride in the 

bed of the truck. Iôd stand up holding onto the rail 

that held all the ladders and let the wind blow in my 

face. Days in the delta were the best days. Another 

thing I liked about James was that he and my 

grandfather held mutual respect for each other. My 

grandfather never said this, but if he had a partner I 

think it would have been James. Whether black or 

white, no one held the place of authority the way 

James did. Theirs was a relationship built on trust and 

respect. From my early apprenticeship, my 

grandfather taught me the code of reverence for the 

other. 

But like many families, there was another side. My 

paternal grandfather was not as generous towards 

people of color. While this grandfather was a kind 

man to us he was not so with others. His harsh words 

directed at someone working around the house or 

comments hurled at the TV were often the chatter 

around the dinner table. The topic always ended with 

the comment: ñHeôs a product of his day.ò  

On some level, I understood the ñproduct of his dayò 

spiel except that this grandfather was just as old as 

my other grandfather. Why wasnôt my delta 

grandfather a product of his day? Where did he learn 

to respect all people regardless of the color of their 

skin?   

My maternal grandfather was hard of hearing. In his 

elementary years, he realized he was deaf in one ear 

and hard of hearing in the other. This malady was an 

embarrassment to him. It was his burden to carry, so 

much so that he dropped out of school before the 5th 

grade. If I had to guess, this burden made him aware 

of othersô burdens and he had compassion upon them 

as he might hope others might show compassion 

towards him. I understand this as the burdens of my 

own life have caused me to be more aware of others 

carrying theirs.   

We are products of our families, broken and made 

whole or not by kindness. If we know kindness by 

gift, then we are more likely to pass this kindness to 

others. If, however, we only know embarrassment 

and ridicule we may return the likeness with vigor. 

The result is not pretty. Who wants to be made to feel 

ignorant, a nobody?   

If we are products of our families, we are also 

products of choice. While we donôt choose our 

parents, as we mature we do choose to be for 

someone or to be against. While we may be taught to 

fear others, as we grow we become aware that we 

can choose to engage in relationship or to ignore.  

When we discount the other our minds contrive things 

that are not true. Only in engagement can we truly 

know our brothers and sisters. I believe we are at the 

stage in our countryôs short life in which we need to 

choose to engage rather than ignore. Far too long we 

have lived out of fear of the other, choosing to 

believe something that never existed. Now we are of 

age to choose to be for rather than against. 

Buechner is right, the life we touch for good or ill will 

touch another life. Let us choose to touch good.  Let 

our understanding of our own brokenness be our 

guide in that we come to know not only our own need 

for healing and acceptance but that of our neighbor.   

 

 

 

The Rt. Rev. Morris K. Thompson, Jr. 

Bishop of Louisiana 

MESSAGE FROM THE BISHOP 
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Two years ago, Christ Church Covington made a 

very risky and unconventional decision. They 

hired me as rector! From the search committee 

to the vestry to the staff, the message I heard 

was consistent: ñThings must change if we are 

going to grow and attract new peopleðand thatôs 

why we called you!ò Over the last two years, our 

average Sunday attendance has increased by 

thirty percent, and we had our largest adult 

confirmation class in history. We continue to see 

new visitors every Sunday, and there is a positive 

buzz about Christ Church Covington in the 

community. 

We started with worship. Itôs where everything 

must begin in the Episcopal Church. As my friend 

Bill Tully and parishioners of St. Bartôs in New 

York City (for years, the only Episcopal Church in 

NYC that was growing) used to tell others every 

chance they got: ñWorship is at the heart of 

everything we do.ò In the Episcopal Church, 

worship is what we (could) do best. Itôs even how 

we, in our tradition, evangelizeðwe create an 

atmosphere in which people can fall in love with 

God. We ñgo to a lot of troubleò to create 

opportunities for people to experience this love in 

worship. Then we invite people, we welcome 

them (no, really, we do!), and we try our best to 

connect them. Services that work (well) are done 

with the highest standards (excellence in all we 

do), and with a deep awareness of our cultural 

context. We ask ourselves about our targeted 

audience, our demographic, our community, and 

Encouraging and Empowering People to Connect and Engage  
by the Rev. William Miller, Rector of Christ Church, Covington 

[Photograph courtesy of Christ Church, Covington] The Pentecost service at Christ Church  
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how we might best reach them, not what best 

suits our particular tastes. 

After a parish survey that allowed folks to voice 

their opinions about worship options, I took the 

results, made some decisions, and started 

changing things. We had four services for years, 

but they were basically all the same, apart from 

time. We immediately invested in worship. We 

distinguished each of the four services to broaden 

our appeal and speak to a more diverse 

population. We enhanced each service with 

quality music. For our 7:30 a.m. Rite One Chapel 

service, we added traditional piano music, 

leaning toward standard hymns and classical 

selections. We tweaked our 6:15 p.m. service to 

become a jazz vespers communion (yes, we 

made that up!), adding a jazz pianist and 

candles. We wanted to offer a high-quality 

traditional service. Through our research, we 

learned that the 9 a.m. slot would work best for 

most folks, so we transformed our 9 a.m. family 

service into a traditional service by enhancing the 

choir, adding section leaders, and investing in 

more consistent guest instrumentalists.  

The one service we radically altered was the one 

offered at 11:15 a.m. We changed the time to 

11:30 a.m. and made it a gospel/jazz/

contemporary service (blended) with an excellent 

group of musicians (piano, bass, drums, and a 

female vocalist). We changed the liturgy to 

Enriching Our Worship. We were intentional 

about plugging in younger readers. We also made 

the service bulletin user-friendly by putting 

everything in thereðhymns, readings, and 

responsesðwe do not require worshippers at this 

service to have six hands and an immediate 

knowledge of insider language and symbols! 

Secondly, we paid a lot of attention to bridge 

events. That is, we began to think more 

intentionally (thereôs that word again) about how 

to build bridges that might better connect us to 

folks in the community. We started a Jazz 

Weekend with concerts, community service 

events, and two jazz masses that pulled out all 

the stops. We knew it could not just be a simple 

concert series that happened to be held in our 

buildingðwe had been doing that (quite well) for 

25 years, and that had not really connected 

many people to the community of Christ in terms 

of membership or worship. The Jazz Weekend 

brought things to a whole new level.  

We began to put more effort into events like our 

animal blessing. We held it at Bogue Falaya Park 

(next door to the church), hired a band, started 

providing fun food (Hot-diggity dogs), invited 

community-based animal advocacy groups to 

bring their critters, created a kissing booth for 

our most loveable pets, and had photo ops with 

Pierre the Pelican. Most importantly (this is true 

[Photograph courtesy of Christ Church, Covington] The Rev. 

Morgan McIntire, associate rector, blesses pets in Bogue 

Falaya Park on St. Francis Day 2016  

[Photograph courtesy of Christ Church, Covington] DǊŜǘŀ 
aŀǘŀǎǎŀ ǇŜǊŦƻǊƳǎ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŬǊǎǘ ŀƴƴǳŀƭ WŀȊȊ ƛƴ WŀƴǳŀǊȅ  ƛƴ 
нлмсΦ 
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for all bridge events), we encouraged our 

parishioners to be out and about, meeting and 

mingling with visitors.  

There were lots of other events that we have 

planned and executed that would certainly qualify 

as bridge eventsðwe started a parade-viewing 

party at the rectory (itôs on the parade route). 

We also started a Theology on Tap Menôs Bible 

Study at a local pub. We began to ask ourselves 

which special worship services we might focus on 

in ways that would help people connect. We paid 

special attention to Passion Sunday and the story 

of the Passion, inviting actors to help us 

communicate the powerful drama that it is. 

During Holy Week, not only did we want to do all 

the traditional liturgies well, but we also added 

The Good Friday Project in which we invited 

performing artists to freely respond to the 

powerful themes of the day. We have not been 

afraid to experiment with liturgy or initiate 

whimsical themes for particular Sundays, 

encouraging participation and a sense of joy. 

Folks will be encouraged to wear their cowboy 

hats for Welcome Back Wili Sunday, and we will 

be the first church in the Diocese to offer a 

U2charist as well as a special presentation on 

ñThe Gospel According to U2ò during the same 

week that they perform in New Orleans. Bridge 

events have definitively helped us cross-over and 

connect with our neighbors, and have truly 

encouraged and empowered them to connect and 

engage with us as well. 

Thirdly, we focused on our Discovery Class and 

made sure we communicated how important it is, 

and how and why it is the vehicle by which one 

formally joins the church. We offered a lively mix 

of video, discussion and presentation, focusing on 

our Celtic roots, and even using the royal 

wedding as an example of Anglican worship at its 

finest. We offered alternatives for those who 

could not commit to Wednesday evenings by 

offering a Discovery Weekend as well. The result 

was our largest adult confirmation class in 

history, and for those who attended, a deeper 

understanding of what it means to be an 

Episcopalian and a member of Christ Church 

Covington.  

In the midst of all these changes, we somehow 

managed to pull off a 1.75 million dollar Higher 

Ground Campaign to take care of 10 years of 

deferred maintenance and also fund several new 

ministry initiatives. Our growth has not been 

easy, and it has not been without challenges. We 

know that to sustain will require a true 

commitment to discipleship, stewardship, and 

evangelism. We are hopeful, and in the 

meantime, we have not forgotten to laugh, or to 

breathe. 

Christ Episcopal Church in Covington 

was established in 1846. The Rev.  

William Miller has served as rector 

since 2015. He is also the author of 

ñThe Gospel According to Samò and 

ñThe Beer Drinkers Guide to God.ò 

[Photograph courtesy of Christ Church, Covington] It was 
cowboy hat Sunday at Christ Church to welcome back Wili 
and Father Bill after their 16 city ñLast Howlelujah Tour.ò 
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I want to thank Editor Karen Mackey for the 

opportunity to extol the virtues of the Episcopal 

Church of the Nativity in Rosedale. It comes by 

invitation, apparently resulting from our having 

had thirteen respondents ready for Bishop 

Jenkins in our scheduled visitation in February 

while Bishop Thompson was on sabbatical. Both 

Bishop Jenkins and Karen were curious about 

how we managed to have prepared for one to be 

baptized, four confirmed, eight received, and one 

reaffirmed in such a small family of saints. If 

youôre counting and trying to resolve thirteen 

respondents with fourteen responses, one fifteen-

year-old female was both baptized and 

confirmed. They asked me how that all came 

about. 

As Tevye in Fiddler on the Roof answered 

decisively the question of how various Jewish 

traditions started, I replied  to each of them 

separately: ñIôll tell you. I donôt know.ò   

As you might suspect, that answer neither 

satisfied the former in pressing me further nor 

deterred the latter in asking me to share such 

information in Churchwork. It is, nevertheless, 

accurate. I know of nothing the members at 

large, the vestry, or I did in the months 

preceding that was so different from what weôve 

always done during my nine-year tenure here. 

My best response to them both then and now is, 

God Gave the Growth  
by the Rev. Jerry Phillips, Priest-in-Charge of Church of the Nativity, Rosedale 

[Photograph by Jane Baldwin-Kent, Church of the Nativity, Rosedale] The Rt. Rev. Charles Jenkins, Tenth Bishop of Louisiana, and 
the Rev. Jerry Phillips, priest-in-charge, pose with those being confirmed and received at Church of the Nativity, Rosedale, on  
Sunday, February 19. 
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ñI planted, Apollos watered, but God gave the 

growthò (1 Corinthians 3:6).   

Please be aware that Iôm not trying to tone down 

my enthusiasm or diminish the significance of 

these events. I am truly surprised and thrilled by 

it all. However, so as not to disappoint my 

erudite inquisitors, especially Karen (who is 

counting on fifteen hundred words from me by 

the end of the day), I hereby offer the following 

oblations that may qualify in determining our 

uniqueness. 

First of all, at Nativity we send our children cost-

free to Camp Hardtner. Speaking as a former 

church camp counselor, I know of no greater 

investment in the spiritual lives of our youngsters 

and therefore the future of our church family 

than that offered by an annual, God-centered, 

camp experience away from home with peers 

from across two Louisiana dioceses. It is faith-

building formation of the grandest sort. For eight 

straight years, now, we have sent each summer 

anywhere from three to six children to Camp 

Hardtner. The oldest, Caleb Kent, is our first 

graduating senior from that bunch and has just 

enrolled at LSU. He and his brother David, still in 

Brusly High School, are fresh off the final week at 

Camp Hardtner where they both served as 

voluntary counselors for Camp Able: the 

designated week for disabled campers. I hereby 

proudly bequeath Caleb to Father Drew Rollins 

and St. Albanôs Chapel.   

There was a time when we could afford this 

significant expense by requesting a check from 

our church treasurer. In a belt-tightening move 

four years ago, we began a yearly campaign for 

donations, instead. So far weôve been in the 

black. My annual letter heading is ñDear Member, 

Former Member, Prospective Member, or Friend 

of Nativity:.ò Thatôs quite a cloud of witnesses.  

Bishop Thompson, Iôm getting pretty good at 

hitting up Episcopalians for hard cash. If you 

need some pointers, let me know. Through Camp 

Hardtner we seek to empower our kids. 

Second, at Nativity, not unlike the Book of 

Common Prayer, the Daily Office, and the 

Eucharistic Propers, we deliberately celebrate 

Scripture. We have two scheduled Wednesday 

Bible study classes, one in the morning for 

elderly folks who donôt get out at night and one 

in the evening. That one, of course, also gives us 

an excuse to have one of our renowned meals 

together. At a recent gatheringðwhile I was on 

vacation, no lessðthe evening class had a record 

attendance of fifteen. To put that in perspective, 
[Photograph by Jane Baldwin-Kent]  

[Photograph by Jane Baldwin-Kent]  
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that is the same number reported on our 

parochial report of 2016 for our average Sunday 

attendance. Six of these class members, one of 

them Jewish, donôt attend Sunday services, which 

qualifies this effort as outreach.   

The scholarly conclusions of form criticism and 

historical literary deconstruction certainly have 

their place in the examination of the written 

word. But that is not sufficient reason to deter us 

from respect for or study of what tradition has 

handed to us. A close examination of those last 

two sentences will reveal all three legs of the 

Episcopal stool. I consider it both-and, not either-

or. As a high school and college instructor of 

British and American literature for forty-plus 

years, I find value in the written story itself and 

in the characters themselves.  Never can I recall 

a student downcast over the arguments of 

authorship or historicity when we have lived by 

proxy both the foibles and triumphs of such 

characters as Atticus Finch (Harper Leeôs To Kill a 

Mockingbird), Mama (Lorraine Hansberryôs A 

Raisin in the Sun), Silas Marner (George Eliotôs 

Silas Marner) and Lady Macbeth (William 

Shakespeareôs Macbeth).  Instead, I have seen 

self awareness enlightened, relationships 

enhanced, and, I think, lives transformed by 

good literature. 

The story of Scripture enhances oneôs 

understanding of many significant Gospel truths.  

Among them are the need for Jesus to fulfill a 

sacrificial role, the qualifications for sacrifice, his 

being a priest forever after the superior order of 

Melchizedek, the nature of his family-style 

miracles, his lineage, the manner of his death, 

the tearing of the Temple curtain that until his 

death limited access to the Most Holy Place, his 

function as Passover, the events of Pentecost, 

the spiritual nature of the already-but-not-yet 

kingdom, the once-for-all nature of his sacrifice, 

the role of the Holy Spirit, and the destruction of 

the Temple. 

A former Old Testament professor of mine at 

Concordia Seminary in St. Louis, Dr. Norman 

Habel, was once asked by a student if the Tree of 

Life in the Garden of Eden was a literal tree: 

ñWhat difference would it make,ò he said, ñin 

your understanding of the nature of God?ò  He 

wasnôt the first theologian to answer a question 

with a question. I consider his response a 

succinct axiom that at once acknowledges the 

value of textual criticism while liberating the 

sincere disciple who merely wants to know the 

narrative that God through the Holy Spirit has 

[Photograph by Jane Baldwin-Kent]  

[Photograph by Jane Baldwin-Kent]  
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placed in the hands of the modern reader. That 

makes it sacred. And it has internal integrity, to 

boot. Dr. Habelôs concise distillation is, in fact, 

the criterion which allows the greatest story ever 

told to remain current and maintain its place in 

the canon of good literature.  We tell that story. 

Third, at Nativity we believe in the power of 

hardcopy communication. I know all of the good 

arguments about the frugality and distributive 

superiority of electronic transmissions. And we do 

post all pertinent information on our webpage. 

But I also know human nature. We send out the 

monthly trifold edition of the Nativity Newsletter 

to all members, recent visitors (for a year), and 

selected interested parties. That means once a 

month we remind each recipient of the good 

news that the Kingdom of God is open for 

business, and the Episcopal Church of the 

Nativity is alive and well and currently occupying 

your hand. And thereôs a chance that that single 

sheet of paper will find its way into a pocket or a 

purse or onto a coffee table where emails never 

tread. We unapologetically assert ourselves into 

the lives of people who matter to us in hopes that 

we might in turn serve and matter to them. 

There are, of course, more subtle, less tangible 

factors of corporate personality that every parish 

family can delineate. Nativity has its share.  

So, do I believe the preceding points answer the 

aforementioned question? No. No, I donôt. Weôve 

been doing all of that for nine years that I know 

of, during which we sometimes had no 

respondents for the bishopôs visitations. If you 

were to pin me down on a possible quid pro quo, 

I would say honorable mention goes to the 

declining revenues crisis we faced in the summer 

of 2016. The vestry devoted itself to two 

successive meetings on the topic. There were 

difficult discussions and frank exchanges. But we 

ended the latter meeting with a prayer circle, 

during which one parishioner asked God for more 

members. And they came. And they continue to 

come, along with some folks we haven't seen in 

some time. However, if answered prayer explains 

our thirteen respondents in February, that puts it 

right back in Godôs lap: not Nativityôs, not the 

vestryôs, and certainly not mine.   

See? My Tevye answer was right all along. But 

now you at least know the rest of the story.  

Except, of course, the acknowledgments: ñNow to 

him who by the power at work within us is able 

to accomplish abundantly far more than all we 

can ask or imagine, to him be glory in the church 

and in Christ Jesus to all generations, for ever 

and ever. Amenò (Ephesians 3:20, 21).   

 

Episcopal Church of the Nativity in 

Rosedale was established in 1858. The 

Rev. Jerry Phillipôs has served as the 

priest-in-charge since 2009. 
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Can you minister to the world and serve Godôs 

people from behind closed doors? Until about six 

years ago, St. Margaretôs sure tried. Attendance 

averaged just around 15-20 people every Sunday 

even though our faith home was the only 

Episcopal Church in a growing community in 

South Baton Rouge. 

We were very nearly forced to close for good. 

Money dwindled just about as much as our spirit 

did. But the truth was, our doors were already 

locked up tight. We couldnôt overcome our 

differences. We were not only aware of how 

painfully distant we were from our own 

community, but seemed determined to deepen 

that divide.  

That wasnôt the end of our story. On August 13 

this year, Bishop Thompson confirmed and 

received nine children of God into our 

congregation and more than 150 persons of our 

church family were in attendance. This 

miraculous transformation took place over half a 

decade, but it all started with one simple act: We 

opened our doors to the world. 

Christ didnót call for us to remain inside the walls 

of the church. He commissioned His disciples to 

take the Word out into the world. And by 

connecting and serving the people in this 

community, we continue that Commission today.  

Our renewal can be felt and seen. We have more 

neighbors, friends, and strangers coming into our 

parish than ever before. And, we have a new 

sanctuary where we regularly celebrate Godôs 

love. 

We Opened Our Doors to the World  
by the Rev. Tommy Dillon, Priest-in-Charge, St. Margaretôs, Baton Rouge 

[Photograph courtesy of St. Margaretôs, Baton Rouge] St. Margaretôs stepped out into the community during the kick-off of their 

Laundry Love ministry. The Laundry Love initiative consists of regular opportunities to help people who are struggling financially by 

assisting them with doing their laundry. Laundry Love partners with local laundromats in cleaning the clothes of those living in shel-

ters, motels, cars, garages and on the streets.  
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We havenôt come this far because we all checked 

the boxes on what we, as a church, agree on. 

Rather than focusing on any one issue, we 

focused on the values that brought us all here. 

We recommitted ourselves to the mission of our 

church and our Lord - to love each other and 

serve all of Godôs people. In a way, we are all 

newcomers to the Faith.  

We share our faith stories and express our 

commitment to God by embracing challenges 

together. Our adult faith formation classes allow 

us to challenge each other about what it means 

to walk with Christ. Itôs a space where weôre not 

required to agree, but safely have courageous 

conversations about who we are and who we 

want to become. Weôve built a safe place where 

weôre free to discuss the front-page issues of our 

world in a healthy way. Weôve committed to each 

other to have a conversation rather than speak 

from our own personal pulpits.  

And we build our faith from the beginning - our 

childrenôs faith formation prepares our young 

members to become members of our community. 

But this education happens more than once a 

week. We offer our home to KidCam, a space 

where as many as 80 children bring life to our 

church during the summer months and annual 

school holidays. Providing them a space doesnôt 

just fill the building, it allows our mission to be 

taken up and spread into the community.  

KidCam helped raise money and gather supplies 

for our new Laundry Love Ministry. I know - 

laundry may not seem like a radical or spiritual 

act of love, but I think of it as a modern-day foot

-washing. It allows us to meet our neighbors 

where they are in their own journey. And by 

partnering with a local business, weóre helping 

our community prosper.  

What weôve declared here is that the baptismal 

waters of our Lord is open for all. That we are 

truly relearning to be a parish by responding to 

the needs of the world right outside our door and 

across the world. Through these activities - 

whether itôs nurturing our neighbors through 

Laundry Love or providing meals through our 

SPIN Feeding Ministry - weôve said that you donôt 

need to be in a church building to feel Godôs love.  

And people feel that love. Recently, we heard 

from 28 newcomers who testified about why 

theyôve come to St. Margaretôs. There wasnôt a 

[Photograph courtesy of St. Margaretôs, Baton Rouge] Newcomers dinner at St. Margaretôs on May 21. 

[Photograph by Karen Mackey] The St. Margaretôs House 

Band performs after the service on August 13. 
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dry eye in the room as they recounted being 

neglected or outright rejected from their former 

faith communities. Many said they had felt 

unwelcome at the Lordôs table.  

At St. Margaretôs, we believe Christ provided the 

table and invited all to come. Thatôs our mission. 

Itôs not always comfortable and is often messy, 

but thatôs the work we have been called to do. 

We have genuinely and lovingly invited others to 

join in faith with us - no matter their past, their 

beliefs, or who they are. 

When I was interviewed by the vestry of the 

church to possibly be their priest, I asked them 

what neighbors would say if St. Margaret 

disappeared. The vestry replied that our 

community probably wouldnôt even notice.  

Last week, I saw a business in our community - 

not a member of our church, but a neighbor - 

fundraising for our Laundry Love ministry. I think 

we can say that what the vestry said is no longer 

true. 

This is not an end, but a grand beginning. Now 

we must continue to be present and visible in our 

community and provide for our neighbors. 

Through our activities - whether itôs collecting 

more than 1,000 pairs of shoes or ministering 

through meals - we have more opportunities to 

see the face of God in each other and those we 

would otherwise never know.  

The Lordôs grace doesnôt begin and end at the 

door of the church. We are called to be Godôs 

hands of nurturing to the world. And the past few 

years are an example of what happens when we 

recognize each otherôs humanity, unite in our 

values, and work toward our common mission.  

St. Margaretôs Episcopal Church in Ba-

ton Rouge was established in 1973. 

The Rev. Tommy Dillon has served as 

priest-in-charge since August 2016. He 

was recently called as rector. [Photograph courtesy of St. Margaretôs, Baton Rouge] St. 

Margaretôs collected over 1,000 pairs of shoes to donate to 

the Kiwanis Club of Baton Rouge to raise money for  

maternal neonatal tetanus shots in developing countries.  
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Lately, Iôve fallen in love with the idea that the 

Old Testament books named after the prophets 

were written by poets and creatives who used the 

imagery of language to enliven Godôs message. 

Itôs no surprise that Iôm drawn to the prophets at 

a time when our country is screaming out for 

moral direction. Walter Brueggemannôs idea of 

prophetic imagination invites us to step into the 

text and bravely consider parting with our old 

ways and visualizing new ways of being. Freer 

ways of being.  Ways of being that were once 

close to us when we were children. So please, if 

only for a moment, give yourself permission to 

lose your mind from reasoned and rationalized 

thought and step into the text with me. 

 ñOur bones are dried up, and our hope is lost; 

we are cut off completely.ò In Ezekiel 37:1-14, 

the poet vividly unfolds the story of dry bones 

filling an immense valley. One can imagine bone 

on top of bone, filling the abysmal and darkened 

space. God leads the man through the valley and 

asks, ñCan these bones live?ò God instructs this 

Son of Man to prophesy to the bones by saying, 

ñHear the word of the LORD. Thus says the Lord 

GOD to these bones: I will cause breath to enter 

you and you shall live.ò The man does as God 

commands and in response, a distinct noise is 

heard throughout the valley. Itôs the rattling of 

bones coming together. Bone to bone, flesh on 

top of sinews, covered with skin. A sight to 

behold. But the newly formed bodies arenôt yet 

breathing so God tells the man to prophesy to 

the breath so that they could truly live. The man 

prophesies to the four winds and God breathes 

life into the formerly slain. I bring this text to 

mind because it can be easy to throw in the towel 

when it feels like our own bones are dried up and 

it feels like all hope is lost.  When every right 

action we take seems to be countered by three 

wrong and worse actions, when our energy has 

Helping Children and Youth Encounter the Divine 
by Lindsey Ardrey, Youth Director, St. Georgeôs, New Orleans 

[Photograph courtesy of St. Georgeôs, New Orleans] Having fun at Vacation Bible School at St. Georgeôs, New Orleans, in August. 
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been depleted and even righteous anger has 

dwindled. I find solace in this passage because 

God returns to the bones.  God hears the cries of 

Godôs people and does not abandon them. Yet it 

isnôt with the snap of fingers that God awakens 

the bones. God calls on the human to prophesy. 

The bodies in the valley were fully formed but 

they were not yet alive. It was the breathðGodôs 

breathðthat brought them to life. Reading  

 

Ezekiel, I know Iôve found the cure for dry bones. 

Children. Young people are our breath and God 

calls us to prophesy to them. Children wake us 

up and rattle our bones out of our daily 

monotony. 

On Sunday mornings, I stand at our classroom 

door along with the other Sunday School leaders 

welcoming families with their children before 

parents whisk themselves upstairs to mass. Just 

outside of the classrooms, children are asked to 

provide an offering to God. We arenôt shaking 

them down for their allowance money, but asking 

for something perhaps a little costlier. Children 

reflect on the past week or look towards the 

upcoming week by offering up a joy, hope, or 

worry and writing it on a small piece of paper. 

Once theyôve completed this, their entry into the 

room is granted and we begin our sacred space 

time. Inside, we complement this introspection 

with soft lighting, a comfy seating area with large 

pillows, and individual contemplative activities. 

Children can sit at the table and color, thumb 

through a book we have on hand, or read a book 

theyôve brought along. Next, we gather around 

the altar. Lighting a candle, we remind ourselves 

what the word sacred means and how we 

embody the concept of a Sabbath day. What 

symbols mark this space as sacred? How do we 

know that this day is different? We recall when 

Jacob woke from his dream and proclaimed, 

ñSurely the LORD is in the placeðand I didnôt 

even know it!ò We set an intention, then gather 

for the lesson. Without explicitly stating it, we 

underscore the notion that as children of God, 

they are sacred. If God can inhabit our physical 

spaces, surely God can dwell within us. 

I started incorporating sacred space when I felt 

that all other measures had failed. We had a 

behavior problem with one age group and I 

realized that the children didnôt know what to 

make of Sunday School. It isnôt quite like regular 

school, and itôs not as proper as church. It was 

merely an extension of their weekend. So I 

decided to throw out the old playbook and to 

start fresh by emphasizing the reason we gather, 

knowing that what we do on a consistent basis 

matters. It matters that we gather together, and 

it matters that children know they are loved and 
[Photograph courtesy of St. Georgeôs, New Orleans] Having 

fun at the Harry Potter themed Vacation Bible School at St. 

Georgeôs, New Orleans, in August. 
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treated as contributors to our world. Our sacred 

worldðwhat a concept! A world where Jesus 

walks on water, turns water to wine, and heals 

sick people with his bare hands and sometimes 

only with a word. A world where a young king 

dances with fervor before the ark, plays musical 

instruments, and writes poetry. A world where a 

stuttering manôs staff parts a large body of water. 

A world where a people habitually grumble, 

complain, and lose faith yet God continues to call 

them time and again. Children live in our long-

forgotten space of the impossible. Children flirt 

with the fantastical and journey to worlds adults 

have rationalized away. For children, there is no 

impossible. In my first days as youth minister at 

St. Georgeôs in New Orleans, I worried that I 

wouldnôt adequately teach them about God but it 

didnôt take me long to realize that my anxiety 

was baseless. Children already navigate an  

 

existence that operates on a higher spiritual  

realm than the rest of us, and they donôt need 

adults explaining how God works. Iôve learned 

that what children and youth need are spaces 

and opportunities to encounter the Divine. And 

occasionally, maybe we help them define their 

language for such encounters. I think that if we 

do this, we are firmly laying the foundation for a 

lifelong practice of religious and spiritual curiosity 

that far exceeds rote church attendance based on 

blind obligation. 

After scanning the news headlines, returning to 

the organized chaos of childrenôs and youth 

ministry is refreshing. I know refreshing isnôt a 

word often associated with children, but 

compared with the tumult outside, working with 

young people seems like a retreat. Iôm not 

turning a blind eye to whatôs going on outside the 

church walls, but acknowledging that our next 

teachers, priests, healers, entrepreneurs, and 

public servants will grow from these young ones. 

We can have the courage to prophesy a world 

powered on the love that Jesus taught and the 

justice that God demands alongside of children. 

We canôt leave childrenôs ministry to the women, 

or the school teachers, or the enthusiastic 

extroverts. Every member of Godôs kingdom on 

earth is commissioned to raise up a generation 

not ashamed to proclaim the Gospel or divest 

themselves of moral ambiguity. God has 

presented children as a gift to renew and 

strengthen us. When our bones cry out, our hope 

is within them. Prophesy to the breath. 

St. Georgeôs Episcopal Church in New  

Orleans was established in 1860. Lind-

sey Ardrey has served as the youth 

coordinator since 2014. She also 

serves as the co-chair of the Racial 

Reconciliation Commission of the Dio-

cese of Louisiana.  

[Photograph courtesy of St. Georgeôs, New Orleans] Having 

fun at the Harry Potter themed Vacation Bible School at St. 

Georgeôs, New Orleans, in August. 


































