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On Sunday, September 20th, 1789,  

the Rt. Rev. Gethin Hughes celebrated  

Holy Communion at St. Mary’s.  Holy Communion 

was rare enough in those days — a visit from one 

of the handful of Episcopal bishops was just about 

once in a lifetime! 

On Sunday, September 20th, 1789, Glenn Newcomb, 

a prosperous ship-owner from Richmond, visited  

St. Mary’s with his wife. 
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 To fill the space where our Welsh-
American bishop will hopefully 
write something, here is an old 
article about dogs of Welsh  
ancestry.  Please note that I no 
longer walk the dogs, and Sparky 
passed away in 2013.   

(This article first ran in 2009) 

Angel is a brat.  (Is that another 
word for 'alpha dog'?)  Yes, Angel 
Cherubelle Howard is an AKC regis-
tered Pembrokeshire Welsh Corgi, 
complete with kennel club papers, 
and yes, we paid the breeder five 
hundred dollars for what was then 
just a yappy little ball of fluff.  But all that just makes her an expensive brat whose 
great-grandparents' names are recorded in some computer.  By the way, how can a 
little yappy ball of fluff possibly be worth $500?  And PLEASE don't ask me to ex-
plain the circumstances under which we were ‘convinced’ to purchase her! 

Putting the leashes on her and her 'older brother' Sparky is the hardest part of taking 
them for a walk.  They never seem to figure out that regardless of all their fighting 
(with each other, fortunately not with me), the same thing always happens: they both 
wind up on a leash, and out the door we go for a walk (after another round of fighting 
at the door).  (A bit like our relationship with God?) 

My ex-wife, who owns these 'little barking monsters' (my phrase), describes Sparky 
as 'mellow'.  In some ways, this is true.  But he is very stubborn about one thing: 
sniffing every 'marker' left by another dog, and leaving his own 'Sparky was here' in 
the location.  Some of this dallying may be from tiring more easily than his 'kid sis-
ter' (it's a two and a half mile walk, and he is nine years old), but he is less militant 
about these pauses after it rains.  Also, the sniffing begins less than a block after we 
leave the house. 

Unlike his shaggy-looking sister, he looks like a typical Pembrokeshire Corgi, which 
is amusing considering we got him for free, from a lady who bought two horses from 
someone who was giving away a free Corgi with each horse.  And, you guessed it, 
he does not have AKC papers! 

I did not socialize much with my neighbors when I was married; since I still walk the 
dogs, and go to Bryce's baseball games, some of them probably do not realize that 
Lauren and I got divorced four years ago. Walking the dogs is an informal part of our 
divorce settlement, along with taking my stepson Bryce to baseball practice.  Lau-
ren, who brought me to Saint Mary's about twelve years ago, has a hard time han-
dling two strong-willed dogs who can pull very hard on the leash (an advantage of 
having short legs), and she usually leaves the job to me, except when I am on vaca-

Angel Cherubelle Howard.  This is the picture I 

brought to the Blessing of the Beasts last year. 
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 tion.  Well, I need the exercise, 
and sometimes the dogs' nutti-
ness is a welcome break from the 
nonsense I run into at work.  I 
tend to talk--or maybe I should 
say 'spew'--too much about what 
goes on at work, so I won't here. 

About a block down the street we 
usually meet the first of Sparky 
and Angel's admirers, a middle 
aged husband who is often work-
ing in his garage or front yard.  
One of the more enjoyable things 
about walking the dogs is the re-
action from some of the passers-
by, especially young women.  They find these cute little Corgis adorable.  I have tried 
to motivate Bryce (my 16 year old stepson) to walk the dogs with this, telling him that 
"the chicks dig the dogs", but he is still more interested in online games than girls.  If 
only the dogs had the same effect on 30-45 year old women... 

Walking the dogs is usually the first thing I do after church, but sometimes I get into a 
bit of a bad mood after the service, or feel tired, and I put off the walk until the after-
noon, or even Monday.  I also try to walk them at least once during the week, alt-
hough 'Babe Ruth' baseball interfered with that during the spring.  They would love to 
be walked every day, but I don't have the time -- or is it patience and will? -- to do 
that. 

The other really hard part about walking Angel and Sparky is running into other dogs.  
Angel is especially insistent about taking on other dogs, no matter how large; I can't 
bring her to the Blessing of the Beasts because of this.  She would also try to catch--
and eat--everything else that wasn't human.  Sparky is a little better about other dogs 
than his sister, and he doesn't try to hunt cats and other animals, but even he has to 
be blessed by proxy. 

(I just noticed that my uncle is looking over my shoulder as I write this.  We're hold-
ing my father's wake at Mom and Dad's home near Charlottesville, and I'm working 
on this article to take a break from socializing.  Other ways of taking a break include 
seeing what my cousin's kids are doing down by the lake, and refilling the bird feed-
er, as Dad would certainly want hospitality extended to our feathered guests.) 

On weekday walks, when we get to 'V' Street and Central Avenue, we usually head 
west, taking a route that doesn't cross any busy streets.  But on Sundays, we head 
east towards 'O' Street, and then we usually take the bike path that runs along the 
drainage channel back to 'V' Street.  That means running the gauntlet of 'watchdogs' 
that live next to the path just west of 'O' Street.  I have to draw in most of Angel's 
leash as she charges at the backyard fences, and sometimes Sparky tries to 

Can you say “omega wolf”?  This is Sparky, of course. 
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 'discipline' Angel for recklessly confronting them--or at least that's what Lauren 
thinks he's doing. 

By the time we get back to 'V' Street, I'm starting to feel relieved that we are in the 
homestretch.  The dogs are usually a bit mellower by now, and when we get back 
to their home, I can let them off the leash with the satisfaction of a job well done, 
and Lauren will also be happy. 

John Beeler 

 

Senior Saints Luncheon 

Fall is the season when St. Mary's honors shut-ins living in local 
facilities and homebound seniors with a delicious lunch in Fitch 
Hall.  The Outreach Ministry Team invites you to be part of this 

special occasion on Thursday, November 5th.  

Schedule: 

10:30am -   Residents who travel in vans from several facilities begin arriving, be-
cause the vans must make more than one trip to bring residents.  We need people 
to greet and visit with seniors. 

11:00am - Entertainment by Junior Garcia's Band begins. 

12:00 noon - Lunch is served. We need people to sit at the tables to visit and help 

serve the buffet lunch to those in wheelchairs.  

Please join us for at least part of this occasion and make Lompoc shut-ins feel wel-
come.           

Thank you - the Outreach Team 

 

5 
 November  

From our archives - 
guests happily await . 
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It is with great joy and a strong commitment to 
fostering healthy communities that Episcopal  
Relief & Development has embraced the concept 
of Fair Trade by entering into a new partnership 
with Equal Exchange.  By promoting Fair Trade, 
Equal Exchange is committed to transforming 
communities from hunger and poverty to sustain-
able and healthy way of life. 
 

The money we spend and the products we buy 
can affect more than just our own families.  When 
you buy something that is certified as Fair Trade, 
this means that your money is going to help farmers whose practices are en-
vironmentally friendly, who are working to combat poverty in their area and 
who put time and effort into making your purchase the best it can be.  We do 
not always consider that the smallest of our actions can make a world of dif-
ference for families across the glove, but Equal Exchange is making it easy to 
have a positive effect on the lives of thousands of people.  They help create 
trade relationships that will result in healthy, productive lives for the farmers 
that work so hard to provide us with what we need. 
 

Episcopal Relief & Development continues to expand its reach to do more to 
stop hunger and suffering the world over.  This new partnership with Equal 
Exchange means that fifteen cents per pound of ever Fair Trade item  
purchased through the Episcopal Relief & Development Fair Trade Project is 
donated to our efforts to heal a hurting world.  And as more of our members 
support Fair Trade, we can more easily make a difference in the lives of  
people who may ordinarily have been pushed aside in the economically-
driven world that we live in today.  Visit www.equalexchange.coop/
episcopalrelief  to purchase these fine coffees, teas, chocolates and foods 
while also supporting the work of Episcopal Relief & Development. 

 

We at St. Mary's have been 
supporting these efforts by  
purchasing coffee from Equal 
Exchange for many years.   
 
 

 
 

  

  

  

  

  
  

EXCHANGE 

FAIRLY TRADED 
EQUAL 

Enjoying the coffee - Some 8 o’clockers  
Kathy Gonzalez, Uini Davis, Pat Baker, 
Bill Brown, Carol Shumaker, Edythe Ortiz 
and others. 
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Miss Ella: Master Chef 
 

Grandpa said that Miss Ella, my Grandma, was put on this earth to feed people. He might very well 
have been right. She always seemed to be in the kitchen doing something at The Big House where 
we all lived, Not only that, there always seemed to be people seated at the table eating. And they 
weren't all family. People just seemed to drop in and Grandma would say, "Did you having break-
fast this morning?" and if they said they hadn't, she gave them eggs and bacon and her famous 
biscuits and coffee from the big urn inherited from her Mama. It was huge and only Grandma knew 
the mixture of water and coffee that made it the kind that people always asked for a second cup. If 
the visitors said they'd had breakfast, Grandma would say, "Are you sure? I'm making extra, so 
there is being plenty. No? Okay. Sitting down and I'm getting you coffee. You taking cream and 
sugar?" and nobody ever refused the offer. 
 
A typical morning would look something like this: all of the family, several of the Greeks from 
across the street, would be seated at the breakfast nook table.  Our Cantor friend from next door to 
the Greeks, would be drinking coffee as he leaned against the drain board. (By the way, we didn't 
call them counters in those days. The slightly slanted boards that surrounded the sink were called 
"drain boards"  and we called ranges "stoves" and  the cold box on the back porch was called an " 
ice box",  not a refrigerator or the oh so chic sounding word, "fridge".)  
 
Anyway, the Cantor and Artistic Uncle would be talking about music. His kids would be seated with 
me at my little table and we would have disposed of the dreaded oatmeal when Grandma wasn't 
looking and were busy with biscuits and jelly and milk. Irish Auntie would be eating at the breakfast 
nook table between two of the Greeks from across the street and she would be teaching them new 
words. They adored her and hung on her every word and often kissed her hand when they left to 
go home. Then Mrs.. Wong would appear and shyly ask if there was any of Irish Auntie's "good 
tea" left? And Grandma would appear with a cup and saucer and teapot and Mrs. Wong would 
smile and drink her tea and talk for a few minutes to Irish Auntie. Soon everybody would leave for 
work if they had jobs to go to. This was the Depression, remember, and only Grandpa, who was a 
railroad engineer, and Irish Auntie, who was a telephone operator had regular jobs that paid real 
money. Young Uncle Charlie had recently been hired as an usher at one of the movie houses and 
was later made manager. The rest did odd jobs and sometimes Artistic Uncle sold a painting. At 
any rate, everyone scattered to the winds and Grandma was left alone except for me.  
 
Usually on a Wednesday afternoon she expected her weekly visit from the Bishop. Bishop Clinton 
Quin was a tall, imposing man who wore a Stetson hat and cowboy boots and had once played 
baseball and was a great favorite at The Big House. He was plain spoken, loved jokes, and was 
known for turning his Bishop's ring so that the stone in it stuck out, and if you were being confirmed 
by him, you might have a knot on your head for a few days after he had placed his huge hands on 
your head. It wasn't unusual for one or two of those being confirmed to utter an "ouch" when being 
so blessed by the Bishop. 
 
However, even if this was a Wednesday Bishop's visit,  there was a sort of ritual  that usually took 
place late in the morning. The Depression had brought so many hungry people to the back doors 
of houses in our neighborhood. I feel sure that it was happening all over Houston and, indeed, all 
over the country. There were few jobs to be had and no money for them to spend on food and so it 
was a case of sharing what you had with these men  Some called them "tramps" and some called 
them "hobos". Grandma addressed them as "friend" and "sir".  Grandma said her heart hurt for 
them and so my heart hurt for them, too. But then she said that when she could help the people 
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who were hungry, her heart felt full and so my heart felt full, too. For a long time I watched what 
Grandma did with the leftover biscuits and bacon and jelly and anything else that nobody had eaten 
at breakfast. In time, I was allowed to help butter biscuits and wash apples and get oranges from 
the back porch. Then Grandma would take bags from the market, some of them stained with oil or 
other liquids and she would put two biscuits, a bit of bacon, an apple, an orange and some hard 
candy leftover from Christmas in them. Sometimes she set out plates with leftover scrambled eggs 
and biscuits and jelly and then she waited. She didn't have long to wait. 
 
There would be a knock at the back door or a rattle of the screen door and Grandma would answer 
the knock or the rattle and a voice would say, "Missus, I seen the sign on the house post. Have you 
got just a bit of bread to share? I haven't eaten in two days."  And Grandma would say, "Yes, sir, I 
might be having something in here. You are going to sit at the table out there in the yard and I'll 
bring you something. You liking cream and sugar in your coffee?" He would go and sit down and 
sometimes there were two or three of them together and so I would help to carry things out. When 
the leftover breakfast eggs were gone, she started on the bags. Each man got a bag and left. Some 
of them cried when she handed them a bag and when they thanked her, she would say, "You are 
being welcome, my friend."  
 
Sometimes these visits by those who were hungry went on well into the afternoon and even the 
Bishop would come to the back door and rattle the screen door and say, "Missus, have you got a 
cup of java for a weary Bishop?" and Grandma would say, "You are a silly one, Clint. You are com-
ing in and I'm getting coffee and cake for us." And so she did. But I was puzzled and finally asked, 
"What is the sign, Grandma? The man said we have a sign on the house. I don't see a sign," and 
she took me by the hand and we walked outside and she pointed to a drawing of a Cat on the 
house post. I thought that Artistic Uncle must have drawn it, but she said that one of the hobos had 
drawn it and it meant that a "good and kind lady lives here". Grandma said she was proud of the 
Cat picture. She said that we are put on this earth to love and help each other and that just as we 
are fed each month at Holy Communion, this was her way of doing Holy Communion every day. I 
didn't always understand what Grandma meant until much later and this was one of those times.  
 
As I move on my path through life, I want my life to mirror hers. I want to feed those who have noth-
ing and there are so many today. I don't know a church today that doesn't have a food program of 
some kind and yet there are some cities that arrest people for feeding the hungry. I'd love to have 
seen someone try to arrest Miss Ella for feeding the hungry. She'd have given them what for.  I 
know that your church feeds the hungry and that you are a part of it. It's sometimes called 
"stewardship" which is just a fancy name for doing what God wants us to do: feed the hungry as He 
feeds us. "Feed My sheep" means many things and is more important today than it ever was. 
Thanks to Miss Ella, I learned one of the greatest lessons ever. She also believed that "the Lord 
loveth a cheerful giver" and I'll bet she's smiling now knowing how well I learned what she taught 
me. 
 

© Ella Chapman Dunn 
August 2015 



8 

 
 

ATTENTION LADIES OF ST. MARY’S 
A wonderful opportunity for a day long  
retreat filled with study, worship and fellowship is 
now in the planning stages. You are invited to 
join ladies from Bethany Lutheran Church on 
Saturday, October 17th in Fitch Hall. We plan to 
gather at 8:30 a.m. to enjoy a continental  
breakfast together. The morning session will 
begin at 9:15 with singing before the first study 
session begins at 9:45.  The day’s topic revolves 

around the book of James. Lunch and dinner will be provided. After dinner we 
will gather for reflection before we conclude. The retreat should end by 7:00 
p.m. We are asking for a $30.00 donation to defray expenses. To secure your 
spot, please look for the sign- up sheet in Fitch Hall after Labor Day.  Space 
is being limited to 40 individuals so if you are interested we urge you to sign 
up early. If you have any questions direct them to Alice Drus (588-9962) or 
Peggie Gould (757-6731). I am really looking forward to this opportunity. 

Alice Drus 

     

Here’s what’s coming down the pike for Christian Formation. 

Children’s Service:  
October 11, 2015. This will be a Taize service and the Bishop 
would like to have the youth present between services to vest 

and serve for 10:00 o’clock. 
 

October 18: We will introduce the UTO offering to the various 
Sunday School classes. The youth will receive their boxes the 
25th and return them on November 1. 
 

October 25: We will start asking for bakers to provide goodies for our Bake 
Sale to purchase an irrigation pump through Heifer International. The Bake 
Sale will take place over November 8 and 15, between and after services. 
 

November 13-14:  This date may be subject to change.   

 Youth Lock-In: tentatively scheduled for.  
 

November 22: Pageant try-outs after church. 

We’ll update you as the year turns and the holidays come upon us! 
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Financial Summary 
As of August 31, 2015 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Stephanie Bastian visits the Hayes Library after 
Sunday’s service 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

We got one after our informative  
E-Talk given by Dale Shreve. 

Turns out that holding the Flower Festival in 

your yard will not make the gophers go away! 

 As of 08/31/2015   

Undesignated checking & savings $98,893    

Designated Checking $29,396    

    

 

Actual 

Aug '15 

Actual 

Jan - Aug '15 

Budget 

Jan - Aug '15 

Income $28,804  $203,809  $206,272  

Expenses $23,800  $202,510  $205,390  

Net income/(loss) $5,005  $1,299  $882  
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Sunday Eucharist 
8:00 AM and 10:00AM 

 

Church Office Hours 

Monday - Thursday 9 AM - 5 PM 
 

Telephone: (805) 733-4400 

Fax: (805) 733-4405 

 

www.stmaryslompoc.org  

Fr. Michael: 

   rector@stmaryslompoc.org 

   sensei1633@aol.com 

The Rev. Deacon Dr. Judy Lin 

   revdrjlin@gmail.com 

The Rev. Deacon Paul Eustace 

   deaconpaul@stmaryslompoc.org  

 

Elizabeth: Parish Administrator 

   admin@stmaryslompoc.org 

Michele Pittenger: Christian Formation 

    formation@stmaryslompoc.org 

Wardens and Clerk: 

    vestry@stmaryslompoc.org 

Bells Editor: 

   john.beeler@verizon.net 

Many Hands Make  
Light Work 

Please join us for a  

Work Party on Saturday,  

October 10th, at 8:30am. 

You can help with the  

gardening, vacuuming the 

sanctuary, changing light 

bulbs, or many other things 

that help keep the church 

going! 

e-Mail Addresses: 

Happy 

Birthday 

Gethin Hughes 10/01 

Francheska Hapil 
(Mike and Angel’s Daughter) 

10/02 

Dee Lonnon 
 

10/08 

Joe Gonzales 
 

10/14 

Peggy Fields 
 

10/15 

Catherine Gibson 10/15 

Sonia Culmer 
 

10/16 

William Brennan 10/17 

Leah Olsson 
 

10/18 

Stephen Straight 10/18 

Stuart Twells 
 

10/18 

Heather Quinn 10/21 

Frank Longley 10/29 

mailto:deaconpaul@stmaryslompoc.org
mailto:formation@stmaryslompoc.org
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 Prayers of the People 

We ask that you hold these persons in your Daily Prayers. 

Lord, open our hearts to your perfect will, that we may faithfully intercede on  

behalf of those we bring to you now in prayer: 

 Irene Cunningham, Ruth Hicks, Isla Hill,  
Sheila Holley, Shelie Jackson,  

Stan Sheldon, Richard Newcomb, Gerry Pittenger,  

 

And those serving in the armed forces remembered by our parishioners: 
 

Alana, Allan, Bill, Carl, Carlos, Ericka, James, Jason,  
John, Josh, Kevin, Kimberly, Matthew, Michael, Nicholas, Paige,  

Patrick, Robert, Ryan, Virginia, and Whitney.  

AMEN. 

Please Note: 

Prayers of the People will be updated monthly. If you would like to add or continue a 
name to the POP, please fill out a Prayer Request slip or Pew card, submit via our website 
www.stmaryslompoc.org call any of our Prayer Ring members, or email Courtney Tan at 

urquhart_tan@hotmail.com .  Thank you! 

“Whenever two of you on earth agree in prayer,  

it will be done by My Father in Heaven.”   

Matthew 18:19 

Do you know anything about the toasters that were in our kitchen?    
If you have any knowledge, please advise the office, 733-4400, or 
bring them back.  

Mystery 

2 
 November  

All Souls service will be held at 6 PM 
 
Check the list for the names of your departed loved ones 
after services on October 11th and 18th in Fitch Hall 


