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2020: The Year that God forgot! by Father Randy+
I rarely get the chance to watch the television news anymore. Between working
two jobs, taking care of the homestead, and trying to get a few precious
minutes of good sleep, it is a rare occurrence. But, I heard that on the March
16th ABC evening news, a reporter finished his piece with the phrase “2020:
The Year that God Forgot!” What an interesting comment—especially since
God does not usually make a media mention these days. And when God does
make a mention, it is often only when we believe God might be somehow the
blame for something. It would be easy for someone to quip, “What number
plague are we being hit with today?” The inference in the reporter’s comment
is underpinned by an idea that God is generally in control and micromanaging
everything that is occurring.
Within the Christian faith there have been long standing questions about the
concept of divine and human agency. How much control does God have over
the world and how much freedom do we wield as human beings? These
questions of freedom and determinism have not died out with the increased
preference for many in our communities to reject faith in God. Determinism is
still an issue for us as we consider impacts in the models of cause and effect in
neuroscience, economics, physics, climate change, and of course, health.
Whether we reject God completely, or even blame God, we are still controlled
by questions around how much control any of us have over our lives. And this
makes us very anxious.

But here is the deal…believing in God is not necessarily wondering about how
much control we do or don’t have in our lives. Rather, it involves leaning in on
God for courage and hope as we face the mysteries of this life and the great
unknowns. The promise of the Christian story is that God remembers. Think
about it…the majority of the Older Testament follows a pattern of humans
forgetting God and God’s ways, and thus turning away while all the time, God
remembers. We worship the God of mercy, forgiveness, healing, and hope…
the God who draws us together and closer to Him.
Our rhythm and pattern of Christian worship is deeply grounded in
remembering God as God has remembered us, especially in the sharing of
bread and wine in Holy Communion. The technical jargon attached to this
remembering is anamnesis- not to be confused with the nearly opposite term
amnesia. It is critical for us to focus with our communal memory, that God is
with us and for us, not against us. When the chips are down, the presence and
power of the Holy Spirit helps us transform in the face of the
unknown…anamnesis…our remembering God.
I know this to be true…for so many people it may feel as if God has forgotten
us, but our faith draws us beyond our own existence into the mystery of the
eternal story and promise of God’s love. It is a promise of love that is never
ending. With the dawning of each new day, we are once again reminded of
God’s mercies. Regardless of how bleak the world may seem, God is with us,
the light of Christ “shines in the darkness, and the darkness did not overcome
it.” (John 1:1-3)
“God remembers the covenant forever, the promises God had made, for a
thousand generations.” (Psalm 105:8)
Peace and all things good.
Randy+
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This past Friday, I was listening to an interview of a 30-something Black man
who, with a small group of friends, came from Wisconsin, on foot, to march on
Washington D.C. on the 57th anniversary of the original march, where Martin

Luther King, Jr. delivered his seminal address that we remember as the “I Have
a Dream” speech. Because they were walking at a 30-miles a day pace to
cover their 730-mile distance, the group had started out weeks before the
tragic events in Kenosha. In the interview, the man was asked to detail the
group’s experience being participants in what was formally called the
“Commitment March: Get Your Knee Off Our Neck” and had, according to the
BBC, over 50,000 people in attendance. And while he spoke a bit about the
event and being a part of things and the speakers, he kept coming back to
experiences that had been a part of the journey to Washington. Some were
positive, some were not, but all of them together were transformative. In the
end he stated that “the journey getting there” was more important than the
actual gathering itself. It was the encounters and experiences, both positive
and not so positive, that he will carry with him, that changed him and those
around him. It was the journey.
A few years back, our very own Robin Monahan, and his brother Larid, set out
to walk across the entire United States in an effort to raise awareness for a
movement entitled “Move to Amend,” which calls for a Constitutional
Amendment to keep corporate monies out of politics. The hard work around
this initiative is still ongoing, and if you want to know more about Move to
Amend, contact either Robin or Becky and they will gladly share all they know
with you. But to return to my point about journeys, it was the journey that Robin
shared with his brother that had, and continues to have, the most impact for
Robin. I am sure he would share that as well.
And when I first arrived at St. Christopher’s, your Rector Michael Hanley was
busy prepping for his second 500-mile walk on the Camino de
Santiago. Michael journeyed the first time with his brother and the second
journey was with his youngest daughter, Jessica. Both times, the stories that
he shared with all of us were not of the final arrival at the shrine of the apostle
Saint James the Great, in the cathedral of Santiago de Compostela in Galicia
in northwestern Spain, where tradition has it that the remains of the saint are
buried. No, although he did mention with the right amount of pride that he had
indeed completed all 500 miles of the walk. What now Bishop Michael recalled
for us were stories of the conversations he shared with his daughter, as well as
the conversations he shared with other fellow pilgrims from all walks and ways
of life, stories of the journey itself.
In our lectionary, whether it be Year A, B or C, the long season of Pentecost is
concerned with Jesus, the disciples and the ever-growing number of followers
and their journey (going the long way, I might add) toward Jerusalem. There
are miracles performed to be sure, but more importantly there are parables,
stories that Jesus uses to instruct and inform the gathering, most especially the
disciples, as to how they are to work to bring about the Kingdom of God. I am
not the first to point out that during these teaching moments with the disciples,
it is often clear the twelve just don’t get it. But then who can blame them? The
Messiah, the second Moses, is to come with great triumph, power and
might. The oppressor will be crushed under their feet, and then Jesus and the
disciples will be in charge. They even are caught arguing as to who is the
greatest amongst them, who will be Jesus’ right hand man. And I am sure they
are “listening” half-heartedly to all these stories, these teaching moments,
because they know how things are going to turn out! They are, of course,
caught somewhat flat-footed when the outcome is not at all what they
expected, and suddenly it is not the entry into Jerusalem itself that is the most

important but rather the words, the lessons that Jesus gave to them along the
journey. It was that journey, its teachings and its fellowship that will become the
blueprint for the disciples as they are led (re: pushed) out the door and into the
world by the Holy Spirit. And in her wisdom, the church makes sure that every
year at this time we hear of those same miracles and parables, for now they
become our blueprint for how we are to live our lives and engage in God’s
mission fir the life of the world.
We have been on a second journey, a different journey as well. One that
started in Lent, moved on through Easter, and now we are a little more than
half way through Pentecost and there is no definitive end in sight. We have
been traveling through the desert of COVID. And to be honest, although we
don’t know when we will reach the end of this uncharted path or even what it
will hold for us, we are all anxious to be done with it! We will reach the end of
the journey, but much like those disciples we hear so much about, the end will
be unexpected, the old normal will be gone, and the new normal will be
unfamiliar and untested. It is then that we will have the opportunity to look back
on the journey we have taken. What stories, experiences we recall will have
made a lasting and even loving impression upon our souls? What lessons
have we learned, what things have been placed in our tool boxes, what new
skill set(s) have we acquired? (Zoom, perhaps?) How has the journey changed
us and given us clearer insight into our call as Christians? We can’t control the
length of the journey or even the path that it might take, only the virus can
control that. We can, however, pay attention to what we are hearing,
witnessing, shaping us as we move along. We can help to nurture the
experiences we are encountering, so that when we do reach the end our
journey, we can live into what we have encountered and the promise that the
experiences hold out for the future.
So, wash your hands, wear a mask, stay six feet apart and above all stay safe
Minnesota, for our journey is far from over.
Amen. Deacon Janet

Music Notes

Karla Cole
Director of Music Ministries
The sophisticated modern world has come face to face
with one of the biggest concerns of the ancient world:
plague and pestilence, ours in the form of the COVID-19 virus. For many of us,
it colors almost everything we do these days. And even with all of our
advanced technology and 21st century savvy, we’re not beating it back very
fast. As I write this, the US, which has just over 4% of the world’s population,

has logged 25% of the world’s coronavirus cases. Almost six million of us have
been confirmed positive and over 181,000 of us have died. More than a
quarter of the deaths worldwide have been ours. We’re winning all the stats.
But at least we have a scientific explanation and medical guidance to help us
understand and cope with the situation. Or some of us do, anyway. Imagine
the fear of the 2nd century Roman as the Antonine Plague, thought to have
been smallpox or measles, killed off a quarter of the Roman Empire. Or a
hundred years later, when it was thought that 5000 people were dying each
day in Rome of a hemorrhagic fever like ebola. That was the Plague of
Cyprian, so called because an early Christian bishop, Cyprian (200-258) wrote
about the illness and its symptoms. He also urged his followers not to grieve
for the dead, but to redouble their efforts for the sick. Despite being blamed for
the Great Fire of Rome and every plague, wart, boil and misfortune, as well as
being rounded up periodically and fed to the lions, those early Christians
tended the sick. They organized hospital settings and tended not just their
own, but anyone who was ill. Gosh, all we have to do is wear a face mask and
socially distance, and we’re having trouble with that.
The selfless care of others has long tap roots in Christian history. These early
Christians in Rome were so effective at their healing ministry that the martyr
Pontianus (156-175) recorded how Christians saw to it that “good was done to
all men, not merely to the household of faith.” Nearer the time of the Plague of
Cyprian, Dionysius (d.265-268) wrote that, “heedless of danger, they took
charge of the sick, tending to their every need.” And almost a hundred years
after that, the emperor, Julian (331-363) complained bitterly about how “the
Galileans” would care for even non-Christians. I suppose he was concerned
that they made him look bad by comparison.
Fast forward to the Middle Ages, the religious, especially the nuns were
regularly caring for the sick during the relentless bouts of the deadly and
mysterious Bubonic Plague. Priests went round to give last rites and to hold all
too frequent funerals, and doctors came in their funny-looking masks. Many of
them died right along with their parishioners and patients. By 1527, Martin
Luther, a German priest who had been excommunicated by the Catholic
church for heresy, but was still preaching and teaching in Wittenburg, wrote a
pamphlet entitled Whether Christians Should Flee the Plague. He thought not,
refused to leave the city and he and his pregnant wife stayed to minister to the
sick. He wrote, “We die at our posts. Christian doctors cannot abandon their
hospitals, Christian governors cannot flee their districts, Christian pastors
cannot abandon their congregations.” Luther paid a high personal price for his
principles. He lost two brothers to the plague. His wife, Katharina was stricken
as well and though she survived and gave birth to their infant daughter,
Elizabeth, the baby only lived for eight months. Despite all of this, the Luthers
turned their house into an infirmary and cared for the sick and the dying.
By this time, Luther had already nailed his 95 theses to the door of Wittenberg
Cathedral, translated the New Testament into German, challenged the Pope’s
authority and had become the Catholic church’s Public Enemy #1. He boldly
continued to preach and teach and argue with his fellow reformers over
transubstantiation. In addition, his writings appear to describe depressive
periods of time in his life, and this certainly was one. Yet, during this fraught
time, he wrote A Mighty Fortress.

This famous hymn is a paen to the sheer strength of this God that we serve.
The text is inspired by Psalm 46: “God is our refuge and strength, a very
present help in trouble.” And Luther compares this enormous strength to a
castle, a medieval “mighty fortress”. It has become the Lutheran anthem, sung
often at funerals and always at Reformation services. As a child, I was
disturbed by the graphic lyrics. I didn’t like singing about “the prince of
darkness” and “the world with devils filled”, and especially about letting “goods
and kindred go”. I was not about to “let go” of my parents, and I was pretty
attached to my toys. But we sang it often, and loudly in the Lutheran church of
my raising and in my little Lutheran day school, so somewhere along the line, I
made peace with the text and embraced the essence of the hymn. Over time, I
came to more fully appreciate that “the Spirit and the gifts are ours through him
who with us sideth.”
I needn’t enumerate for you all of the trials and fears we face in our modern
lives – which are many at the moment. But imagine being a priest in the
1500’s. You’ve faced down the Catholic church and they haven’t, not for lack of
trying, burned you at the stake as a heretic, yet. Your allies are calling you
names and fighting with you about what happens to the bread and wine at the
exact moment of consecration. There is a strange and often fatal disease
going around. Friends are urging you to gather up your household and go to
the countryside. But you stay and turn your house into a hospital ward. Your
beloved brothers sicken and die. Your wife has this disease as well, and your
newborn child is sickly and doesn’t live long. There were days when you just
didn’t want to face it all and there wasn’t any Zoloft or Prozac to help. Now I
realize that I’ve repeated myself here. But I am so astounded at the Job-like
proportion of trials that Martin Luther endured. And still he wrote, “a mighty
fortress is our God, a bulwark never failing; our helper he amid the flood of
mortal ills prevailing.”
Some days, it feels like the flood of mortal illsis prevailing. The pandemic just
keeps on roiling, the racial and political strife seems to intensify daily, there are
wildfires and hurricanes, people are angry and lashing out. It is all too much.
You know, Martin left one of my favorite verses of Psalm 46 out of his hymn:
“Be still, then, and know that I am God.” I think we all could take a moment or
two just to breathe and remind ourselves that God is our very present help in
all of these troubles. Our never-failing bulwark against the overwhelming tides.
Our mighty fortress.
Grace and peace,
Karla
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August has been an exciting month in Children’s Ministries!
First, we rounded up our series of Zoom story books. We are taking a break
from our weekly Zoom meetings to let families fully engage in the beginning of
this crazy school year, while I work with our fantastic Sunday School teachers
to develop a plan for digital lessons beginning in late September.
Also in August, I was able to deliver fleece blankets to four of our six
graduated seniors. Many thanks to the Bowman Family, Madeline Drake, and
Karen Hanna for tying the blankets! The last two blankets are being tied now,
so I should be able to deliver them sometime in September.
On Sunday, August 23rd, the families gathered a St. Christopher’s for an
outdoor, socially distanced event. This was the first time we have seen each
other since March, and it was definitely life-giving for each and every person
present. We made family stepping stones (check them out in the garden!),
challenged ourselves with a bike (scooter, skateboard, etc) obstacle course,
and enjoyed visiting and playing together. Thank you to Jeanna McLoughlin for
the inspiration and helping with planning/execution, and to Jill Eischens for
being our official photographer. You can see photos on the St. Christopher’s
Facebook page – you do not need to be a facebook user to access this
page: https://www.facebook.com/St.ChristophersRoseville
And now on to September! We are looking forward to a family worship service
on Sunday, September 13th, and the beginning of our digital Sunday School
lessons beginning the following week.

Youth

Chad O'Leary
Director of Youth Ministries

Gloom and Bloom
During these tumultuous days, I have been sharing some of my reflections in
this space -- reflections largely made while engaging in a process of prayerful
journaling, the process of which I outlined last month. I figured that I would
continue in that vein for September. One of the most powerful components of
journaling is going back and re-reading your work as a whole after you have
been at it for some period of time. I did that earlier this month -- wading my
way through my own consciousness since March. After finishing, I easily
recognized themes woven throughout my work. First, I became very cognizant
of the fact that I thoroughly enjoy clumping crises together. Secondly, the great
power that is to be found in prayerful gratitude.
So, let’s get one thing straight: there is a lot of negativity swirling around us
these days, and it is easy to pitch your tent in a canyonland of despair. Like
Norm from Cheers, I’m pretty sure that everyone in that canyonland of despair
knows my name. I am a frequent visitor. While I will always tell my spouse that I am
a “realist,” my journaling confirms that I am indeed a bonafide pessimist. Because I
doubt that he will be reading this article, I feel comfortable revealing that he is

correct. And having this gut reaction isn’t necessarily in itself a bad thing. However,
when in tempestuous times, my mind struggles to process loss and fear, especially
when multiple situations are happening simultaneously -- clumping them together
into a mega-monster. This month, I have felt moments of disappointment after losing
one of my favorite traditions of the year. I have felt disappointment at the
conversations being had around our schools, models for bringing students back to
the classroom, and how we as educators are being viewed by families. I have felt
disappointment surrounding the social unrest here in Minneapolis and all around our
country. It can be paralyzing, to be sure.

Except, it hasn’t been. Since naming my “default mode” I have been learning how
to change how I approach these situations. It has taken a lot of what I call “prayerful
self talk.” For each of the disappointments just named, I have begun approaching
them in a new way. For instance, “I am disappointed that there is no Fair this year,
but I can use this time to practice for next year.” And “I am weary of the politics
surrounding our return to school but I can do my very best for my students during
this difficult time.” And finally, “I am saddened by the inequities driving social unrest
but I am happy that I live in a time where I can help bring about a solution.” Now,
somehow, each of these situations seem wholly possible to engage. While many
people might automatically approach life in this more healthy manner, it has taken a
pandemic to slow down and realize that I can rip up that lifetime pass to the
canyonland.

Another simple thing that had eluded me for these first 40 years of my life is
the power of gratitude. I have found that bringing myself into a space of
prayerful thanksgiving helps me to center and informs my approach to
problem-solving, as described in the previous paragraph. It is hard to feel
despairing and grateful at the same time, because when you go deeper into
any feeling of gratitude, you find the great treasures of joy and hope. This
summer, I have really tried to focus on those people who have come and gone
through my life, but upon whose shoulders I still stand. I strongly believe that it
“takes a village,” and I have been thoroughly blessed by the gifts and talents
freely shared with me by those who were not blood relatives.
In June, I began thinking about my first boss, Kay. Throughout high school, I
worked at Festival Foods in White Bear Lake. Kay saw something in me that I
didn’t see in myself, and took me under her wing. She helped me develop a
very strong work ethic and made me proficient in customer service
management. Deeper than that, it is now so clear that she knew -- without
being told -- some of the struggles my teenage self was having. We’d be
counting register drawers, and she would open up about taking medication
when she was going through an anxious time, and about a gay relative that she
loved having over to the house so that her kids could see that not all families
look the same. This was in the mid-1990s and we were not having those
conversations in my house, even though I was at the time undiagnosed bipolar
and in the closet. It was only this summer, while reflecting on that first job,
when I realized that she was the first adult in my life to not approach mental
health and sexuality as taboo issues. Upon realizing this, I sat down and wrote
her a letter. I feel blessed to have her in my village and I am a better person for
it.
Hearing stories of people sharing their gifts and talents inspires hope. I’d love
to hear more stories about what makes us, as a family at St. Christopher’s,
grateful. I’ve created a space on a website called FlipGrid where we can all

come together and share our stories of gratitude. FlipGrid a common tool used
in the classroom to help students while distance learning -- I think that we
could benefit from it too! Instructions on how to log in can be found below.
There, I share the story of running into my first grade teacher this summer and
the feelings I had surrounding that encounter. Hope to see you there!
How to use Flipgrid:
1. Go to http://www.flipgrid.com
2. Click on “Enter A Join Code”
3. Enter the code f e 2 f 7 7 b 6.
4. Click on “Record A Response”
5. Tell Your Story!
-Much Peace on the Journey,
Chad O'Leary

In Memoriam...
We are sad to inform you that former member Ray Gerst passed away on
August 7th. Cards to his wife Karen can be sent to: Karen Gerst, 2680
Lexington Ave., N., Apt. 313, Roseville, MN 55113.
Into your hands, O merciful Savior, we commend your servant Ray.
Acknowledge, we humbly beseech you, a sheep of your own fold, a lamb of
your own flock, a sinner of your own redeeming. Receive him into the arms of
your mercy, into the blessed rest of everlasting peace, and into the glorious
company of the saints in light. Amen. (BCP page 499)

SEPTEMBER Calendar Highlights!
2 Wednesday
12:15 PM Outdoor Worship - Kitchen Garden (Weather Permitting)
6 Sunday - Pentecost 14
8 AM Outdoor Worship - Kitchen Garden (Weather permitting)
7 Monday - LABOR DAY - Office Closed

9 Wednesday
12:15 PM Outdoor Worship - Kitchen Garden (Weather permitting)
11 Friday
1:30 PM Keystone Mobile Food Shelf - West Lot
13 Sunday - Pentecost 15
8 AM Outdoor Worship - Kitchen Garden (Weather permitting)
14 Monday
5:30 PM Finance Committee - via Zoom
16 Wednesday
12:15 PM Outdoor Worship -Kitchen Garden (Weather permitting)
20 Sunday - Pentecost 16
8 AM Outdoor Worship - Kitchen Garden (Weather permitting)
21 Monday
6:45 PM Vestry Meeting – via ZOOM
23 Wednesday
12:15 PM Outdoor Worship - Kitchen Garden (Weather permitting)
27 Sunday - Pentecost 17
8 AM Outdoor Worship - Kitchen Garden (Weather permitting)
28 Monday
e-Traveler Deadline for September
30 Wednesday
12:15 PM Outdoor Worship- Kitchen Garden (Weather permitting)
Please note: Outdoor worship services are still limited to 25 persons (we have
been averaging 23-24, pretty close!). Due to the COVID-19 protocols in place
as we prepare this edition of the e-Traveler, most other activities of our
community and outside groups have been cancelled or postponed. If we are
able to resume activities, we'll send out plenty of notices.

Last Words
I hope you have enjoyed the September e-Traveler!
After a Spring that seemed to pass really slowly, late
Summer has sped by! I'm not ready for the cooler weather
yet (but cool nights are always welcome!), so I hope
Summer hangs on for a while.

A couple of our "outside groups" are meeting on the
grounds, outdoors, to stay safely distanced and still meet.
Don't be surprised if you see a group as you drive by during
the week.
Ruth Thillen
Parish Administrator
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Current Office Hours:
Monday - Thursday 9 AM - 4 PM
St. Christopher's Episcopal Church | 2300 Hamline Ave. N., Roseville, MN
55113
651-633-4589 | Fax 651-633-7361 | www.stchristophers-mn.org

STAY CONNECTED






