
  

 

The Bells of Saint Mary’s 
April 2016 

With My Hand on the Plow 

Dear Ones, 

I am handing over my column this month to a far better writer than I will ever be,  

Tim Schenck.  Author of our recent book study, Dust Bunnies in the Basket, Finding God 
in Lent, the genius behind Lent Madness, (you do know that Bonhoeffer won the Gold-
en Halo, right?) and many other wonderful publications…this one is from his blog, Cler-
gy Confidential and was forwarded to me by Louise Larson.  Speaking as someone who 
once had season tickets to watch the Dodgers, I have to say, if I was writing this month, 
I am quite sure it would be about baseball.  Enjoy. 

Fr. Michael+  
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In Good Faith: Spring Fling 

In my latest In Good Faith column, I write about fulfilling a lifelong fantasy and glimpsing 
a bit of resurrection in the process. 

 

Spring Fling 

 

It started with a throwaway Facebook post. A lament that, given what I do for a living, 
I would never get to go to spring training. I mean, the season of Lent, the busiest time of 
year for parish clergy, just happens to coincide with Major League Baseball’s own sea-
son of preparation. Christians may be preparing for Easter but ballplayers are preparing 
for Opening Day, so there are a few parallels. If you’re desperate enough. 

Getting to see my beloved hometown Balti-
more Orioles play in spring training has 
crept up my bucket list over the years. 
Okay, I don’t actually keep a bucket list, 
but if I did it would be near the top. Con-
necting with my inner child, combined with 
some warm sun after surviving another 
New England winter — what could be bet-
ter? Alas. Maybe when I retire. 

But then I got a text from my oldest child-
hood friend who had seen my pathetic 
post. “Thinking about taking dad to see a 
couple games next week for his birthday. 
You in?” After verifying that he wasn’t just mocking me by adding salt to my first world 
wound, I started thinking seriously about going down for a couple of days. No, I didn’t 
have the time. No, flying to Sarasota for two days without a Saturday night stay-over 
wasn’t cheap. But in the end, the answer was clear. 

You see, this wasn’t just any friend taking just any father to Florida for spring training. 
This was my second family growing up. Yes, Ned moved to Charlotte, North Carolina, 
20 years ago to start a family and a career and we rarely see each other anymore. But 
as with the deepest relationships, when we do get together, it’s as if no time has 
passed. 

This wasn’t really about baseball, however. Ned’s dad is dying. It’s not imminent, but 
the cancer has now spread into the bones so the sand is rapidly moving through the 
hour glass. A man who has been a source of inspiration and support throughout my life; 
someone who is a living connection to my own late father; a person whose gentle hu-
mor and unconditional devotion to his family and friends have endeared him to so many 
over the years won’t, in fact, live forever. 

And so, in-between innings, we talked about life and death, faith and family. Time stood 

http://www.clergyconfidential.com/2016/03/in-good-faith-spring-fling.html


3 

 

still as the three of us laughed and cheered and 
talked about the things that really matter in life — the 
relationships that define us and shape our identity — 
and the sense of peace in the face of death that, 
even as it comes from a life well-lived, defies all un-
derstanding. 

Spring training was everything I anticipated it would 
be. There was hope, as well as the defining sights 
and sounds of baseball, in the air. The crack of the 
bat, the warm breeze, the wafting odor of grilled hot 
dogs, the chatter of the ballplayers, the smack of 
balls hitting leather. 

As people throughout the world prepare to walk 
through the agony of Good Friday before encounter-
ing the joy of Easter, it’s worth remembering that res-
urrection comes in many forms. Spring training was, 

for me, a resurrection experience in the midst of Lent. It was time spent with people I 
care for deeply, and included moments I will always cherish. 

But that’s really what the Christian faith is all about — snatching life from the jaws of 
death; finding hope in situations that feel utterly hopeless. 

Wherever you may be during this holiest time in the Christian year, and wherever you 
may worship, I encourage you to nurture the relationships that mean the most in your 
life. This begins with the God who loves you with reckless abandon and continues with 
those to whom you have had the privilege to walk this mortal journey.  

Life doesn’t always go into extra innings. Which means taking advantage of resurrection 
moments when they present themselves. Even if this means sitting in the Florida sun 
watching the home team win a meaningless spring training game that means the world 
to you.  

Update on responses to my question last month: 

Last month I asked you if you wanted to see the Bells continue, in its current format.  I 
wish I could say there was an overwhelming response to my question, but alas, that 
would be untrue. 

I got eight written responses, five verbal on Sundays, and Elizabeth can recall about six 
or seven phone calls.  So I will be generous and say a couple of dozen. 

All of them were quite positive…most said they sort of liked the format, and found the 
calendar and short articles to their liking.  One email particularly mentioned liking the 
financial report and wishing it were more extensive.  One was very helpful saying that 
we should consider having “hot links” to articles or a means by which a reader could ac-
cess more information should that reader want to look more fully into something one of 
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the shorter article might have 

said.  That folks just don’t have 
enough time to read full articles 
anymore.  

Four people wish the entire thing 
would go back to being available 
in paper form.  That prompts me 
to say that it is…all you have to 
do is print it yourself.  When you 
go to stmaryslompoc.org and 
click on newsletter, you will be 
looking at a printable version of 
the Bells on your screen.  Press 
the control key and the letter “p” 
at the same time, and you will 
have access to your printer.  And 
Voilà! You have the Bells in writ-
ten format.   

Anyway, I am disappointed that so few of you responded.   I was hoping that it would be 
a lot of folks…but I reckon we will work with what we have.  Shorter articles, links wher-
ever possible, and keep the birthday list, the upcoming events and some manner of fi-
nancial reporting.  OH…and the Miss Ella articles seem to be to everybody’s liking.  So I 
will pray that my mother-in-law Dede Dunn, keeps writing them.   

With my hand on the plow, 

Fr. Mi- chael+ 

Jane Longley took this photo of the baptism on February 

14th ð and the photo on the next page. 

Catholic charities is one of the 
many agencies we support 
through Outreach.    
In December we supplemented 
their assistance with utility bills 
and in February, we helped the 
Food Pantry. 
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Miss Ella and the World Series 

I am not a sentimental person. I am not given to fits of 
nostalgia. Neither was Miss Ella, my Grandma. She did 
like most traditions. Christmas and Easter were consid-
ered untouchable. Birthdays were always celebrat-
ed, and there were other holiday traditions that were up 
for at least a slight change or two. But there were other 
traditions that were celebrated and we are in the midst 
of one as I write this. 

The men of The Big House could hardly wait for Octo-
ber and the World Series. Grandma called it the World 

"Serious." (Grandma had a way of mangling words and no matter how many times she 
was told that the word was "Series", she persisted and, as was the usual reaction to her 
stubborn belief that the word was "Serious", everyone threw up their hands and left her 
to it.) In many ways, Grandma was right. It WAS serious, at least to the men of The Big 
House. Now Irish Auntie loved it, too, and, in time, I came to love it. 

There were "serious" preparations for this yearly event. Shopping had to be done. Food 
had to be prepared. The house must be rearranged so that there was room for every-
one to be seated. The Greeks always came over and, even though they didn't under-
stand the game no matter how many times The Uncles explained it, they loved the food 
and the cheering and that it made everyone so happy. They would turn to one of The 
Uncles when Grandpa cheered and say, "Is good thing?" and The Uncle would say it 
was and all the Greeks would cheer. 

All the ladies of the neighborhood would come over to help Grandma and Irish Auntie 
prepare for the many days that the celebration went on. Mrs. Wong, who worked all day 
in their laundry, came at night to help Grandma make sandwiches. The "beautiful Greek 
maidens" made cookies and candy and, of course, there would be Grandma's Bundt 
Cakes and her melt-in-your-mouth divinity. Grandpa brought in beer and was assured 
by Grandma that there would be smoking allowed in the living room. (She hated it, but it 
was only once a year, so she guessed it was okay as long as they didn't flick their ash-
es on her rug.) 

And so the great day arrived and all up and down the block you could hear radios 
turned up to blaring, although nobody was at home. They were all at The Big House 
eating. The only house that didn't have any sound was the Greek house across the 
street. They never bought a radio. Grandpa said it was because they just liked to come 
over to be with us. I think he was right. We sort of became their family and they loved us 
as their own. I liked that. 

I sat on Grandpa's lap as usual and everyone else sat in chairs or on big pillows or 
lounged on the floor. The Uncles sat with "the beautiful Greek maidens" and Irish Auntie 
ran back and forth between the living room and the kitchen with platters of sandwiches 
and glasses of beer and ashtrays (Grandma's plan was to save her rug) and we all 
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leaned forward and listened intently. The voice from the big Zenith radio said, "And its strike 
three and he goes down looking." Looking at what I wondered and what was he striking three 
times? I asked Grandpa and he said, "Shhhh!" Later he explained to me and the Greeks what 
the man was talking about. Once in a while, Grandpa and The Uncles would cheer and the 
Greeks would ask The Uncles, "Is good to cheer?" and The Uncles would say it was and so the 
Greeks would all cheer because it seemed to make Grandpa so happy and they loved and ad-
mired Grandpa. I think this was in 1934 because I couldn't have been more than about three or 
four years old and as nearly as I recall, either the Cardinals or the Tigers won. I hoped the birds 
would win because it didn't seem fair to me that poor little birdies were being set upon by Tigers. 

By 1936, I was a hardened case. I knew more about baseball than I knew about Dick and Jane 
and their adventures. A few years after that, Mama's Daddy taught me arithmetic by teaching 
me how to compute batting averages and when I first started dating my husband-to-be, our 
dates were mostly at baseball games. I wowed him by showing him how to compute batting av-
erages. It's why he married me. Thank you, Mama's Daddy. 

I also became a dyed-in-the-wool New York Yankees fan. I loved Babe Ruth, but I worshiped 
Lou Gehrig. He is still my number one hero. But as all women do so well, I changed my mind 
and fell in love with the Boston Red Sox and my second place hero became Ted Williams. He 
was arrogant, edgy, caustic, refused to tip his cap in the traditional way when crossing home 
plate after a home run. I adored him and still do. The only thing that clouded that lovely memory 
was that the Red Sox never seemed to win the World Series. But miracles do happen and when 
I had moved back to Texas to take care of my mother, I was rewarded by an amazing Red Sox 
win. I was stunned and thought I was dreaming until my son called and my brother called and 
there were emails from friends who knew how much it meant to me. 

And so, here we are again. It's World "Serious" time and I admit to being overcome with nostal-
gia. Everyone who gathered in the living room of The Big House is gone. But they are as real to 
me as they ever were. I hear them when there is a good play and I can see The Uncles explain-
ing the game to the Greeks. I see Irish Auntie and her platters of sandwiches, lingering to hear 
the game until Grandma yells for her to come back to the 
kitchen. I see my two Grandpa's happiness and I am 
back to another time of radios and Yankees and Giants 
and Cardinals and Tigers and all the rest. I still love my 
Red Sox and hope to see them win just one more. 

I love this American tradition. It's one thing that binds us 
together as Americans. Little else seems to do it as well. 
Ready for the next game and I'm still saying, "Well, we 
won at least one, even if we never win another one." I 
love this game. You might say that I'm "serious" about it. 
Okay, America. PLAY BALL!  

Dede Dunn 

John Sipos and Rick Kendall made pan-

cakes for the Shrove Tuesday supper. 



7 

 

Financial Summary 
As of February 29th, 2016 

Undesignated checking & savings $133,707    

Designated Checking $27,209    

    

 

Actual 

Feb '16 

Actual 

Jan - Feb '16 

Budget 

Jan - Feb '16 

Bequests   $13,343    

Income $18,668  $47,772  $54,544  

Expenses $26,970  $54,412  $54,288  

Net income/(loss) ($8,302) $6,703  $256  



8 

 

Maundy Thursday N Straight 

Good Friday T. Larson 

Holy Saturday Hatcher 

Easter Sunday R. Kendall 

Holy Week 
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Buildings and Grounds - Jan Cooksey 
Springtime signifies renewal and that is exactly what is happening around the campus at 
Saint Mary’s in the early months of 2016.   The blooming plants are responding to the 
God-given soil, light and water – a phenomenon that always reminds me of His promise 
of renewal.  
 
The four Apostle Work Teams have been revived with a group of enthusiastic leaders and 
followers.  Having so many of you joyfully volunteer for these teams is very heartwarm-
ing. It’s proof that our congregation cares about and loves our church.  A huge thank you 
to the following: 
 
Team Matthew   
Patrick Roell, Leader - Kathy Gonzalez, Rich and DJ Barber, Alice Drus, Dale Shreve. 
Team Mark 
Bill Brennan, Leader – Frank Longley, Donato Ricci, Glen Newcomb, Sharon LeRoy. 
Team Luke 
Howard Gould, Leader – John Sipos, Molly and Tom Gerald, Uini Davis. 
Team John 
Julie Sherman, Leader -  Dana Manchester, Jennifer Holston, Nancy Straight, Jan Cooksey. 
 
Also, Stewart Johnston is our volunteer tree trimmer. 
The following parishioners plan to attend work parties when personal schedules permit: 
Sheryl Murray, Cory Gusland, Rick Kendall, Jeanne and Stewart Johnston. 
 
Everyone is welcome to attend these second Saturday parties. Much is to be gained by 
coming together for a common purpose.  It promotes a sense of community in your 
heart and it puts you in closer touch with other people and with the church.   
 
In conclusion, let’s read again the wonderful quote that was printed in the Belles last 
year:   
 
“Spring is here. If you are inclined to 
look for the meaning of life, get thee 
to a garden.  There are profound  
reasons why the garden is central in 
the sacred texts of major  religions.  
Since ancient times, it has been the 
place where the soul goes to exercise, 
while simultaneously engaged in a  
multilayered dance with earth, plants, 
sun, birds, bees, hummingbirds, 
butterflies, night and day, tempera-
ture, the faithful earthwork, water, 
minerals, fragrance, a cast of thou-
sands of microorganisms, our stalwart 
friends the fungi, chlorophyll, nectar. I 
think of it as a ballet in the bio-
sphere.”   (Quote from George Ball  
in The Wall Street Journal) 
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In celebration of Easter (top) Jeanne Kendal and Gladys Bonnell 
(bottom) Elizabeth Hatcher, Barbara Manchester and Ruth Groulx all 
wearing “Fascinators” by Jeanne’s Things.  

The Red Hat Lady Returns    
 
As you know, Albertsons is back and we are in full swing.   Last month 24 families helped 
us reach $5,000 in Gift cards and therefore $250 of free money was donated to St. 
Mary's.    
 
On the back  of the Gift Card are instructions “To Reload Card Balance”.  But, doing so will 
NOT profit our church.  Only bulk orders will generate the 5% profit.  Generally  checks 
made out to “St. Mary's” are collect on the last Sunday of every month (except on around 
major holidays) for payday convenience.  
 
Check with the lady who wears a red hat, Gladys, she would be happy to tell you all about 
this program that has in the past donated thousands of dollars to St. Mary's, with your 
help.    
 
The next Red Hat Day will be May 1st so you will have your cards for all the May celebra-
tions, Cinco de Mayo, Mother’s Day, Pentecost, Memorial day, and graduations. 
 
Did you know - The card is good for prescriptions as well as the groceries.   
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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  

www.redshirtproject.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,  

April 9th, at 8:30am.  

You can help with the gar-

dening, vacuuming the 

sanctuary, changing light 

bulbs, or many other things 

that help keep the church 

going! 

Bonnie Fairbanks 04/03 

Evelyn Willis 
 

04/08 

Ruth Johnsen 
 

04/11 

Gwinnie Howard 04/12 

Lilybeth Hutton 04/19 

Don Connell 
 

04/21 

Warren  Paul Eustace 04/21 

Marno Goetsch 04/21 

Tom Gerald 
 

04/24 

Helen Down 
 

04/25 

Bob Lingl 
 

04/30 
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