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A Message from 
The. Rev Jonathan Wickham 

Friends:

     It’s good to be home!  The past three months of sabbatical time have been such

a blessing.  My heart overflows with gratitude for this gift of time and adventure. 

     There is much to celebrate and many words to share about this sabbatical

season.  For now, let me say that your warmth, love, and affection sustained me

while I was away, guided me back home, and infused me with great joy upon my

return Easter Day — and I am thankful beyond the adequacy of words. 

 

     Together, we have much to discover as we share what we’ve learned on our

migration journeys.  I look forward to our conversations, celebrations, and the

adventures ahead with renewed energy, passion, and joy.
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"Beloved, we are God's
children now; what will be
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        How many of us are familiar with moments (years?) of being lost in some kind

of wilderness? 

        The last few years of my life have been such a time: the death of my father,

the devastation and recovery from Hurricane Harvey, the political/ social/

climatological turmoil, COVID-19… too many things to list.  Even the deep freeze

of February hit me like a punch in the gut.  I grieve the loss of those precious

things in my yard that fed and nurtured my spirit. 

       Some of those things can be replaced, but others are gone for good.  Death

and loss are hard things. 

        Even though these losses are distinct, they’ve become entangled in a way

that’s surprised me.  At some point last summer (who really remembers), a friend

pointed out that grief can be cumulative.  The stresses and traumas of a current

moment can bring up griefs held from other seemingly unconnected times and

experiences. 

        I think this is what I began to realize as 2020 dragged on and on.  I felt myself

becoming rudderless, lost, and completely unsure of what steps to take.

Everything was changing so fast I couldn’t get my bearings.  In this vast

wilderness, I began to pray more earnestly these words from the service of

Compline: “Be present, O merciful God, and protect us through the hours of this

night, so that we who are wearied by the changes and chances of this life may rest

in your eternal changelessness; through Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen.” 

        While on our sabbatical journeys, Jonathan and I reflected a great deal on the

various landscapes, climates, plants, and animals we encountered.  After a while,

one of us would almost always end up saying, “You know, this place wants to kill

us.”  This shorthand became a way to say that all places need to be learned about

thoroughly before any assumptions can be made.  All places have the potential to

be both vastly beautiful and devastatingly treacherous if approached without

respect.  This is especially true for newcomers and outsiders.  In some places, it is

as if everything conspires to say, “You’re not from here. You don’t know anything.

You’re not safe.  The moment you stop respecting this place is the moment you

die.”

"'Be present, O
merciful God, and
protect us through
the hours of this
night, so that we
who are wearied
by the changes
and chances of
this life my rest in
your eternal
changelessness...'”

Lost in the
Wilderness

BY JENNIFER WICKHAM

https://www.facebook.com/allsaintscctx


        And yet, people have been wilderness-wanderers for millennia.  There are, of course, many tragic stories of

failed journeys (The RMS Titanic! The Shackleton Expedition! Amelia Earhart! The Donners!), but there are

thousands upon thousands of journeys that were successful.  Some of these are familiar (Lewis & Clark, Hillary

& Norgay, Lindbergh, Cook, Magellan), but the vast majority of treks through uncharted places are

uncelebrated, private affairs.  Pilgrims, settlers, refugees, and migrants of all sorts have left the known for the

unknown— sometimes by choice, sometimes by necessity. 

         How did they do it?  What gave them the fortitude to walk, day after day, not knowing if they would ever

reach a safe haven— or even survive?  How did the grief of what they’d lost not eclipse the fragile hope that

things could, somehow, get better? 

         Throughout history, inuksuit have been used in any number of

ways.  They may mark paths to take or avoid.  They may serve as supply

caches, stocked by others who have traveled that path.  Some are

ancient, going back as far as 2000 BCE, but some change with the

seasons to mark hunting grounds or places of safe crossing as the

landscape thaws and freezes.  However they are used, they are all built

to help people traverse the wilderness.  Do this, don’t do that.  Go here,

not there.  Here’s something to eat, wear, or burn.  Others have come

this way and can teach the countless strangers that may follow.  You are

not alone.

           It’s been helpful to consider the inuksuit I find as I pick my way across my own wilderness.  Some have

been built by people I know and love, and some were left by strangers who have walked parts of the same

path.  I can’t see all of them yet, but I know they’re there.  God uses them to show me the way and encourage

me as I go.  I know the wilderness won’t last forever, but I’m also discovering many beautiful things along the

way. 

          All parts of a journey are sacred, and my work is to trust that God has supplied me with everything I

need.  Who knows?  I may even build an inuksuk or two as I go.  After all: we’re all in this together. 

         In Alaska, Jonathan and I learned the inuksuk (plural: inuksuit) has been used by Arctic peoples for

generations to help them find their way through the barren wilderness.  These giant figures are made of

stacked stones, sometimes in the shape of a human. 



        When I came to All Saints', the word "Pentecost" was unknown to me.  I

learned "the coming of the Holy Spirit" and "birthday of the church," but I

wanted more.  The "golden sequence" for this major festival comes to us

from medieval liturgy forms and survives, today, in many translations.  The

latin Veni Sancte Spiritus is usually translated, "Holy Spirit, Come to Us."  

        Through the centuries, music has been written to set this continuously

translated text to sound.  Those pieces of music have helped me to flesh out

and understand the vastness of Pentecost.  It seems to me that all our

prayers are enfolded in these texts that have been used for centuries, sung

to many chants and tunes.  Here are a few translations:

"Veni Sancte Spiritus" (from Taize) 

Come, Holy Spirit, from heaven shine forth with your glorious light. Veni Sancte Spiritus.

Come, Father of the poor, come generous Spirit, come light of our hearts, Veni Sancte Spiritus.

Come from the four winds, O Spirit, come breath of God; disperse the shadows over us, renew

and strengthen your people. Veni Sancte Spiritus.

Most kindly warming Light! Enter the inmost depths of our hearts, for we are faithful to you. 

 Without your presence, we have nothing worthy, nothing pure.  Veni Sancte Spiritu.

You are our only comforter, peace of the soul.  In the heat you shade us; in our labor you

refresh us, and in trouble, you are our strength.  Veni Sancte Spiritus.

Kindle in our hearts the flame of your love that in the darkness of the world it may glow and

reach to all for ever.  Veni Sancte Spiritus.

"Veni, Sancte Spiritus (Come, Holy Spirit)"  by  Brad Croushorn

Come, Holy spirit.  Most blessed Radiance, enlighten our minds.  Cast out the shadows of selfish

desire.  Come, O Holy spirit, Come.

Kindle a flame with the light of your love.  Hearts, cold and lifeless, ignite with your fire.  Come,

Holy Spirit.

Mighty Wind, blow all the dust from our souls.  Cleanse us from all that would keep us apart. 

 Come, O Holy Spirit.

Soften our wills to be formed as you want.  Come and eternally sing in our hearts.  Come, O

Holy spirit.

"Veni Creator"

O Holy Spirit, by whose breath Life rises vibrant out of death: 

Come to create, renew, inspire;  Come, kindle in our hearts your fire.

You are the seeker's sure resource, of burning love the living source,

Protector in the midst of strife, the giver and the Lord of Life.

In you God's energy is shown, to us your varied gifts made known.

Teach us to speak, teach us to hear:  Yours is the tongue and yours the ear.

From inner strife grant us release;  Turn nations to the ways of peace.

To fuller life your people bring that as one body we may sing:

Praise to the Father, Christ his Word, and to the Spirit, God the Lord.  Amen.

Reflection on Pentecost
BY ARLENE LONG



Author's Note: This poem was inspired by All Saints’ daily order for Compline on Facebook. After praying Psalm 91 
                                for many weeks, I wanted to creatively express my own version. 

After Psalm 91
A POEM BY SARAH K. LENZ

It’s okay to be okay with staying in

the shadows. It can be safe there.

Maybe it’s not a shadow, but a God-

awning, protecting from harm 

raining down. Safeguards come 

in more shapes than we imagine.

Use your metaphorical prickles. He’s 

covered you like a hedgehog, and tucked 

you in like one darn lucky-duck.

There is terror in darkness, and invisible

virus particles fly through the air—

but we have Lysol, and that new thing

scientists just discovered: Neutrinos.

Abundant, but barely detectable

Particles of Light, even in the dark.

So I cling onto God because he’s the only 

one who knows the way out of this haunted

house, away from the snake-filled basement.

Yes, he knows how to rescue me, but His 

definition of save may be different than mine.



        When the pandemic began over a year ago, one of the important questions many of us at All Saints' had was:

how do we continue to participate in the formation communities we loved and cherished while also following the

guidelines to "shelter in place"?  The answer came through a platform called Zoom.  Now, a year later, we are

familiar with the Brady Bunch style of communication.  We’ve learned to mute when not speaking, raise our virtual

hands, and expertly switch from gallery to speaker view.  Zoom became the lifeline that helped us to feel less

isolated, allowing us to continue the deep, thoughtful conversations that make up so much of life at All Saints'. 

        Led by Jan Hilton, one community that moved online was the Wisdom Class.  Each Tuesday and Thursday

mornings, from 10:00-11:30, we logged on from our living rooms, our dining rooms, or our bedrooms and settled in

to a familiar format: Jan’s sharing of an inspirational quote, a few moments of meditation and contemplation, and

then a lively discussion of the week’s reading assignment.  This spring , Wisdom Class read and discussed Ariel

Burger’s Witness: Lessons from Elie Wiesel’s Classroom.  What follows are some of the lessons that I, and other

members of the class, now carry with us.

Wisdom Lessons
from 'Witness'

COMPILED BY ALICE BERECKA

        In the chapter “Otherness,” Burger seems continually astonished at how Wiesel deals with “others'' — in

his classroom and in life — and how these dealings arise out of stories that the others tell and how they

affect the stories that he tells. I once heard a sermon in which the preacher told [us] about the unique

Jewish perspective of remembering.  When it is asked at the Passover meal, “Remember when we were

enslaved in Egypt?,” the listeners not only remember hearing this story of their ancestors, but they insert

themselves in the story of the first Passover and begin to tell the ancient story from their own unique

perspective.  I think that is what Wiesel is getting at here in this chapter.  We all have stories to tell; whether

adaptations of our ancient faith stories, or how we witness kindness and mercy in the world around us; or

how we experience pain, failure, joy and triumph.  My reflections on this chapter are leading me into a

greater awareness of others — my disabled daughter, my LGTBQ friends and relatives, the homeless[,]

leading me to tell stories that include and are inspired by them.  In this way, I feel that I can participate in

what Wiesel describes as “step(ping) off the page over into (my) own situation which is unmapped and

unknown.”

- Stephanie Creech 

        “I was moved by the ability of Professor Wiesel to stir in Ariel Burger the awareness of his own worthy

personal identity and provide guidance for him on a practical and spiritual level.  This is a valuable goal for

my own life and interaction with others which I will carry from this reading; hoping, as did Ariel, “to become

a little bit better at life, a little more open to each day and a little more sensitive” to others.  The Professor’s

answer to “teaching faith and ethical awareness” was by “loving learning” and by “being it.”  May it be so in

my life as a witness!"

- Janis Crowe 



        “Elie Wiesel repeatedly urges the students in his classes to take action, to be passionate about changing

the world for the better.  At one point, he refers to historic evil regimes in his class: “It is not enough to be

lukewarm in fighting such things; you must light a better fire.”  What actions can we take?  How can we light

a better fire?  Not all of us will become worldwide peacemakers like Wiesel, but we can make positive

changes closer to home.  Each of us possesses unique talents and resources that we can use to bring peace

to our own communities.  We could work for a political campaign by manning phone banks to get out the

vote; use the power of our words through emails or letters to lawmakers; or spread love to others by

volunteering at a food bank or by mentoring a young person.  The possibilities are endless when we decide

that lighting that fire is worth the effort. "

- Maggie Gibson 

        “Wiesel asks Burger, "What would teachers do without their students’ questions, their curiosity, even

their confusion?  Teachers and students need each other, together they form a living ecosystem.”  As the

best teachers are, Wiesel was a student up until the very end of his life.  Wiesel tells Burger, in their last

meeting shortly before his death, “I’m older than you, and I learn and learn and learn, and I still feel like I

haven’t even begun."  Wiesel died on July 2, 2016 at the age of 88.  Burger’s testament to his teacher and

mentor inspires us to continue that life-long learning Wiesel modeled so eloquently for us.  This book

deserves a place on your bookshelf—pick up a copy today! "

- Dee Hargis 

       In the chapter “Faith and Doubt,” Burger tells how a ministry student named Philip asked Professor

Wiesel during a class in the fall of 2006, “How can we have faith, especially in God, after what happened?”

These questions about doubt and faith and despair and loss of hope resonated with me.  It doesn’t feel right

to equate the loss of nearly 600,00 Americans and over three million people worldwide in this pandemic with

the loss of 6 million Jews and countless many others during the Holocaust— the comparison fails on many

levels, but this same question has surfaced for me this past year: How could God have let this happen? How

do we see God in the missteps, the mistakes, and the failings of governments and national health systems

that have led to so much suffering both here and across the world?  Wiesel tells his classes, “I believe in a

wounded faith.  Only a wounded faith can exist after those events.  Only a wounded faith is worthy of a silent

God.”  And in another class, Wiesel tells a student named Jane, “faith can coexist with tragedy, can survive

it... we carry it with us in spite of — or perhaps because of — our wounds”. This idea, that even though I feel

wounded and broken and in despair by all that has happened this past year, I can still continue to trust and

have faith, wounded as it is, gives me hope. Some of that hope comes from sharing my questions and fears

and doubts with others in the Wisdom class. 

- Alice Berecka 



        Through the doors, young families stream in, quiet and orderly, though I don’t see anyone directing them. 

 They head over to the rows of stacking chairs.  They sit.  They wait.  Over the loudspeaker, names are called out

with instructions in Spanish.  Across the room are more chairs and a TV tuned to a Spanish speaking station. 

 People sit in family groups; most have their cellphones out, scanning their screens.  Children play quietly.  I’m

surprised how quiet and subdued the families are.   What dominates the room is the voice over the loudspeaker. 

        Today I’m volunteering at the Catholic Charities Humanitarian Respite Center in McAllen, Texas.  A group of

friends and I have come down for the day to offer help and to find out more about the needs at our border.  The

enormous room is tiled, no windows, and two bars adorned with talavera tiles stand at opposite sides of the space.

What was this place anyway?  A banquet venue?  A nightclub?

        I am assigned to work behind one of the bars.  Where once there were rows and rows of liquor bottles, is now

an array of personal hygiene products and over the counter medications ready to dispense.  The travel-sized

products are available to give out for individual use, but the products in larger bottles have to be dispensed in

small paper cups.  With scant instruction, I am left to become a “bar keep,” serving up hospitality that meets the

most basic of needs.

        The asylum seekers come, one-by-one, to see what we have to offer.  Hola! Que necesitas?  is a phrase mostly

coupled with, No hablo Espanol.  I feel pretty useless.  Whatever Spanish I once knew has abandoned me in this

moment of need.  But, I do remember how to play charades, and so, the game begins.  After a couple of hours, my

teammates and I find a laminated sheet with a listing of English and Spanish words for the items we have — Great,

now they can simply point to what they need!  Even that tool seems to be inadequate when someone needs to

relate their symptoms or those of a child.  “Do you want shampoo?  No?  Oh, you have a headache?  Ah, got it!” 

 And, on it goes. 

        In many hands, I see clutched manilla envelopes with instructions written in 3” letters.  It is their itinerary

made ready in case they need to ask for help along the way.  I see that they will be continuing their journey to

many different places across the United States.  One young mother-to-be from Columbia is headed to a relative in

Houston.  “Oh, you are so close!”  Another is headed to Newark, NJ.  So far to go.  

Respite
BY GAYLE GOTTLICH



        One of the frequent requests is for a shopping bag or bolsas.  We

only have plastic bags like you get at Walmart.  It’s better than nothing

and they smile. Gracias.  As they walk away from the counter, it

suddenly hits me that they have nothing.  I think back to when they first

arrived at the respite center.  They came in with each other and nothing

else. Nothing. Ponder on that for a moment or two.

         What do I want you to know about these families at the Respite

Center?  They have found respite.  Here, they will be fed, they will be

able to shower, they will receive clothing and personal hygiene

products, and they will be shown to an exercise mat where they and

their family can gather and rest.  These beautiful families conduct

themselves with grace under pressure.  They are polite and well-

behaved.  Surely, they are exhausted and relieved to be safe, across the

border.  And most importantly, they are God’s children just as you and I

are.  

        As I reflect on my experience, I often remember one young mother

who was certain something was wrong with her 12-month-old son.  He

hadn’t been eating. She came over to “talk” about her concerns several

times throughout the day.  I had kept an eye on him, and he looked

bright and lively to me.  He did not have any other symptoms; he was

just not eating as usual. I wondered: what in his life was "usual"?  She

needed to be reassured.  She didn’t have her mother or aunts around

her to offer guidance.  

       I pray for his appetite to return; I pray for her heart to be at peace.  I

pray for these people, and the long journeys they are on.  And I pray for

our hearts, that they might be generous.  

"As they walk
away from the
counter, it
suddenly hits me
that they have
nothing. I think
back to when they
first arrived at
the respite center.
They came in with
each other and
nothing else.
Nothing.”



The How Project
BY ALICE BERECKA

One aspect of visual poetry is its “found” quality and its use of collage

I "found" my images (and a few words) in various stamp sets and put them together in a collage,

leaving space around each image

I used different colors of ink pads that I just so happened to have on my desk

I used a set of alphabet stamps to stamp the word How in the center of the page

At first I thought I would write a phrase: How do we? Or, perhaps: How do I? But, finally, I decided

to just stamp "How" and let others decide what should follow the word 

I made several of these, all relatively the same (same images, ink colors, placement on the page). 

Get a piece of paper or cardstock 

Choose a writing instrument of your choice

Begin with the word  "How"

Write words, phrases, complete sentences next to, above, below, or around each image or word.

 Use lines, drawings, images, cutouts from magazines, pieces of fabric, illustrations, buttons... and

make the sheet your own unique design

Arrange/rearrange the words/phrases/sentences from the visual you’ve created to write a poem

When you're done, please share! Take a picture of your finished project and email it to me at

The Creation of the Idea
        After attending Josh Hamilton’s class for The Writers’ Studio on Visual Poetry, I came up with the

idea of creating "The How Project."  Around 2 am, during a battle with insomnia, I got up and sketched

out my ideas on a scrap of paper I found in my nightstand.  It was only after I got the ideas down on

paper that I could finally drift off to a peaceful sleep. The next morning I was surprised to find that I

could make sense of what I had scribbled down the night before.  Here’s what came out of that battle

with sleeplessness:

 

Making the Project

The “Instructions”

Step 1: Visual poem

Step 2: (Optional, but fun!)

        alice.berecka@gmail.com. 

Thanks for playing! 

- Alice

 

[A blank How Project print out is available following this instruction guide.]





Changing Metaphors

Emily wrote that Hope

Is the Thing with Feathers

But what changes if 

Hope is a Dandelion--

Planted stubbornly here

In my heart

Fierce, lion-toothed,

Waiting for the just-right moment

To sprout into

Puffballs of white silk and

Sail long distances

To take root

In your green soul--

This yellow gift of hope

From me just for you. 

The How Project

Alice Berecka

What Happens Will Change

I gladly say hello

And confidently offer my hand

To prayerfully help you bloom. 

I welcome you to the circle with great hope

That we will joyfully walk together, 

Surprisingly anchored yet quick to unravel

Knotty challenges, to carefully snip away the bonds

That restrain us, 

To let our souls soar freely

And our songs ring thankfully

With thoughtful words of gratitude

For gently offered heart-gifts

Graciously inscribed, "For You."

Luri Owen

 

The How Project - Examples

BY MARY CARPENTER



Rollie-Pollie(s) Gorge
BY SARAH K. LENZ

        “Whoever you are: some evening take a step outside your house, which you know so well,” writes Rilke.

“Enormous space is near.”  I read this prompt last week in The Pen and the Bell: Mindful Writing in a Busy World.

It’s a book I’ve been working through with my spiritual journaling group via Zoom for the last four months. 

        Every evening after the dinner dishes are washed, I go out to check the garden.  The changes that greet me

daily are stunning, if I take time to notice its needs: mulching, weeding, watering, pruning, harvesting.

Tending.  It feels good to be present to the simple needs of the plants in my care.

        Lately, I’m needing to be more vigilant about picking tomatoes.  I found a Big Goliath bush tomato over-

ripened, rotted on the vine.  Juices dripped from its split skin in a messy slurry attracting a joyous swarm of

fruit flies.  The pear tomatoes—as the most prolific—are also the most prone to falling off the vine when they

over-ripen.  I plucked a yellow tomato off the ground, and when I turned it over, its underside revealed a bowl-

like gorge where six rollie-pollies gorged.

       Gorge is a contronym, I realized.  Earlier this week, I’d read a novel in which the author muses about animal

behavior and contronyms, and here they both showed up in my vegetable garden, expanding into enormous

space.  A contronym is a word that functions simultaneously as a homonym and an antonym, which means it’s

two words, same spelling, but opposite definitions.

       Gorge is a hollow absence and an emptiness when it’s a noun.  When it takes the verb form, then it’s the

opposite, a filling until no space remains, abundance abounding.

       Allowing for Emptiness was my group’s spiritual practice this week, and the reflection on Rilke, the

homework.  My lesson was the paradoxically nature of emptying, how when I empty my life of excess noise,

excess busyness, excesses doing, and just be—well then, I find everything. God.  Creation.  Life.  Spirit.  Love.   

       Those pillbugs gorged in a gorge of tomato, and as I watched them, I felt tremendous fondness for these

tiny armadillo-like arthropods.  Related to other crustaceans, they can digest heavy metals like copper and

cadmium, and thus detoxify soil.  How amazing!  They munch on my fallen tomatoes as part of the unifying

harmony of the natural world, all happening on the underside of a fallen tomato not much bigger than my

thumb. 

       Sarah K. Lenz is an essayist and educator. She’s the founder of Writers’ Studio (www.writersstudio.org), a non-profit

literary arts education center. She writes the newsletter, Spirit: Notes for the Creative Contemplative, which offers

inspiration for cultivating mindfulness to live a more spirit-filled, creative life. Join her mailing list here:

http://sarahklenz.substack.com.

http://www.writersstudio.org/
http://sarahklenz.substack.com/


       A short, musical mantra offers us the opportunity to “practice” inner and physical movement through

using sound as an underlay.  At times, in our worship, we sing two such mantras, and I invite you to explore

ways to use them: Sing the music or simply imagine it.

LIGHT OF CHRIST

Light of Christ, Light flaming bright, Burn in my heart, Holy Fire.

 

Imagine a dancing flame, the warm light of Christ within you, pushing all tension out of your body.  Stand

comfortably and do each movement throughout the entire text.  Each time you move through the text,

consider trying a different movement.

1. Circle the head in a clockwise direction for a gentle stretch.

2. Circle the head in a counterclockwise direction.

3. Move the right shoulder up, back, and around in a circle.

4. Circle the left shoulder.

5. With arms down, twist from the waist towards the left, and then towards the right.

WE ARE WALKING

We are walking, we are walking with the Light of Christ. 

We are walking, we are walking in the Love of God.

 

Be aware of your body as a connector between heaven and earth.  Let yourself feel the energy within your

limbs and torso, and how they align with each other and work together.  Sing aloud or silently inside your

being.

Happy Practice! 

- Arlene Long

Mediation, Movement, Music = Mantra
BY ARLENE LONG



All are welcome.


