
Some of  you may be disappointed, as we come out of  the pandemic, with the 
absence of  a PRIDE parade. Over the past weeks I have read comments, and 
heard so many stories as to why. Honestly, the views are all over the place. 
Some seem to want a sanitized PRIDE that I guess is “kid friendly.” Some 
want PRIDE to showcase all of  the variations within the the LGBTQ+ 
communities. Some want to link PRIDE with other movements and some 
would subdivide pride based on race. What I have learned is that the Q+ 
community is no more coherent than their straight brothers and sisters. What 
I do know is that PRIDE is a movement and not a single event.  
 
So, here is some information that we should know and that will inform us as 
to what and why PRIDE! 
 
Stormé DeLarverie  (December 24, 1920 – May 
24, 2014) was an American woman known as 
the butch lesbian whose scuffle with police was, 
according to Stormé and many eyewitnesses, the 
spark that ignited the Stonewall riots, spurring the 
crowd to action. She was born in New Orleans, to 
an African American mother and a white 
father. She is remembered as a gay civil rights icon 
and entertainer, who performed and hosted at 
the Apollo Theater and Radio City Music Hall.  She 
worked for much of  her life as an MC, 
singer, bouncer, bodyguard and volunteer street 
patrol worker, the "guardian of  lesbians in the Village." She is known as 
"the Rosa Parks of  the gay community." (Wikipedia) 
 
PRIDE celebrations throughout the United States and Europe are based, at 
least in part, on the “Stonewall Riots.” In doing a little research two historians 
said this (from Wikipedia): 
 
Historian Nicholas Edsall writes:    Stonewall has been compared to any number of  
acts of  radical protest and defiance in American history from the Boston Tea Party on. But 
the best and certainly a more nearly contemporary analogy is with Rosa Parks' refusal to Ju
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PRIDE without a parade is still PRIDE 

  Stormé DeLarverie   



move to the back of  the bus in Montgomery, Alabama, in December 1955, which sparked the 
modern civil rights movement. Within months after Stonewall radical gay liberation groups and 
newsletters sprang up in cities and on college campuses across America and then across all of  
northern Europe as well. 
 
Before the rebellion at the Stonewall Inn, homosexuals were, as historians Dudley 
Clendinen and Adam Nagourney write:    a secret legion of  people, known of  but 
discounted, ignored, laughed at or despised. And like the holders of  a secret, they had an 
advantage which was a disadvantage, too and which was true of  no other minority group in the 
United States. They were invisible. Unlike African Americans, women, Native Americans, Jews, 
the Irish, Italians, Asians, Hispanics, or any other cultural group which struggled for respect and 
equal rights, homosexuals had no physical or cultural markings, no language or dialect which could 
identify them to each other, or to anyone else... But that night, for the first time, the usual 
acquiescence turned into violent resistance.... From that night the lives of  millions of  gay men and 
lesbians and the attitude toward them of  the larger culture in which they lived, began to change 
rapidly. People began to appear in public as homosexuals, demanding respect. 
 
A movement was started, therefore, in the early hours of  28 June 1968 in New 
York City. From that movement came a thirst for social justice. This thirst could 
only be sated over many decades of  coming out and being oneself. Coming out, is a 
trial that too many people have had to endure. There is so much real and perceived 
personal risk in simply being who you are. Staying in the shadows can be isolating 
and a lonely business. While the nature of  coming out may be changing in some 
environments it still has risk. That risk is unique to the Q+ community.  
 
Then, according to a dear friend, coming out came to a sudden halt in 1982 with the 
introduction of  what was called GRID, Gay-Related Immune Deficiency. The 
headlines read (NY Times 5/11/82) “New Homosexual Disorder Worries Health 
Officials.” It was time to go back into the closet, at least for a time, to stay safe. We 
would learn that GRID was AIDS. The British Academy of  Science would say this, 
“In the USA, by 1995, one gay man in nine had been diagnosed with AIDS, one in fifteen had 
died, and 10% of  the 1,600,000 men aged 25-44 who identified as gay had died  – a literal 
decimation of  this cohort of  gay men born 1951-1970.” As my dear friend Luigi would tell 
me, all of  his gay friends from his younger days, maybe in his 20’s are now dead. 
None of  them survived, or at least too few made it. It is true that today medicines 
have reduced the effects of  AIDS on all populations. It is no longer the Gay Plague 
but there is a generation that remembers this period of  history all too well. So, as 
we talk about the pandemic please remember that some experienced a pandemic 
without the urgency for a cure for far too long. They remember.  
 
As the  history goes, in June 1970 the first parades or marches starting in Chicago, 
San Francisco, Los Angeles, and New York. Early on in places like Atlanta and 
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New York these parades were called “Gay Liberation Parades.” While humor and glitz were 
abundant there was a distinctly political statement being made. In time and by legislation the 
urgency of  Gay Liberation would wane. PRIDE, I believe, became more of  a statement of  
inclusivity and an exhibition of  the variety of  self  identities that we can have. PRIDE parades also 
provided a platform for allies who would eventually come to realize that we are all part of  the 
human race, like churches, and at the last PRIDE parade I remember, major corporations. One 
commentator noted that such support was out of  the question as little as a decade ago. How 
quickly some parts of  our society has grown.  
 
Several years ago Luigi and Sean got St. Anna’s involved in PRIDE (2013). We were a motley little 
crew. Then the next year the Diocese would march with their new Bishop Morris Thompson. We 
were very proud to be allies and members, if  by adoption and not 
identity, of  the “Q+” community. We do need to credit Luigi for 
the first four years of  the Diocese participation in PRIDE. He 
worked hard to insure it was a great experience and expression 
for so many. Later, others would carry the torch and even more 
Episcopal Church participation was engendered even to the point 
of  renting a float. We Episcopalians so wanted to say that we love 
you, we should have loved you, we love you now. I recall Canon 
Manning shouting down some fundamentalist haters with “Love 
Wins” and the crowd around her roared out that anthem. “Love 
wins.”  
 
I am not sure about the local “politics” of  PRIDE as we come out of  a pandemic, exhausted 
emotionally and physically. I am not sure about the “politics” of  PRIDE after a year of  dramatic 
social justice movements being played out in the U.S.A. But I am sure that PRIDE is more than a 
parade or series of  events; it is an IDEA. I am equally sure that Saint Anna’s nor the Episcopal 
Church will ever retreat back to a time when some are not welcomed because of  who and what 
they are. In fact over the next couple of  weeks we will make a small contribution to the idea of  
PRIDE. One Saturday June 12th at Noon we will host a PULSE Memorial Day of  Remembrance 
ringing our bell 49 times and offering prayers. Then on June 16th at 6:00 p.m. we will ordain Luigi 
Mandile to the Sacred Order of  Deacons. It has long been Luigi’s desire to tend to the spiritual 
needs of  the “Q+” community. This, he hopes, will allow the community to see that real interior 
faith and a deep abiding spirituality can and is available to a community that has suffered too long 
by organized religion. He wants his brothers and sisters to know that they live and live abundantly 
not broken but rather as whole persons. These contributions are perhaps small but we aspire to an 
every widening circle that offers radical action founded in love.  At the end of  the day the idea of  
PRIDE is that Love Wins.  
 
 

Or, as Popeye Said, “I yam what I yam and that is all that I yam.”  

The Rt. Rev. Morris Thompson  
PRIDE 2014 



Saint Anna’s Food Pantry & 
Homeless Ministries 

 

Serving over 60 families 

& hundreds of homeless folk 

 

A lifeline during the pandemic 

 

Food Security 

 

We really need your support 

 

Please consider a monthly financial 
contribution or single donation 

 

Current monthly cost is about 
$2,100 

 

 



Blessing Bags from Br. Don 
 

These are the items we are really running low on.  
 

-CareTouch Travel Size bathing Wipes 
-Cases of  Bottled Water 

-Protein Drinks 
-Adult New Large Socks  Size 10 -12 (Gym Socks not Dress Socks) 

- XXL New T-Shirts 
-Travel Size Deodorant 

-Pre Pasted Tooth Brushes 

How is our church facility being used today? 

 
As the pandemic recedes our allies and friends begin to 
once again honor us by using our facilities. Here is a list of 
groups and organizations that we support: 

 

 S.A.A. 12 step 

 Amon-Ra Social Club 

 Apollo Social Club 

 Sisters of Perpetual Indulgence 

 SAGE/No Age LGBTQ Socials 

 Anna’s Place NOLA Summer Camp 

 String Quartet rehearsal space (Jack Craft et al) 

 Tom Cats big band rehearsal space 
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 Frank Perez serves as President of  the LGBT+ Archives 
Project of  Louisiana.  He is a columnist for Ambush 
Magazine and French Quarter Journal and has authored several 
books on New Orleans history, including In Exile (with Jeffrey 
Palmquist), Treasures of  the Vieux Carre, and Southern 
Decadence in New Orleans (with Howard P. Smith).  He is also 
the co-editor of  the anthology My Gay New Orleans: 28 Personal 
Reminiscences on LGBT+ Life in New Orleans.  His latest 
book, Political Animal: The Life and Times of  Stewart Butler, 
will be published next year by the University Press of  
Mississippi.  As a licensed tour guide, Perez developed “The 
Rainbow Fleur de Lis,” an interactive walking tour of  the French 
Quarter focusing on New Orleans’ rich LGBT+ history which 
has earned national and local critical praise in The 
Advocate, ABC News, USA Today, queerty.com, NPR, 
WGNO, WHIV, and other media outlets.  Perez teaches part-time at Loyola University.  He and his partner 
and their dog live in the French Quarter. Learn more at frenchquarterfrank.com 

 

 January 30, 2016 started out as a normal day.  It was a Saturday, which meant for me writing in the 
morning and relaxing in the afternoon.  The day was slightly overcast but not frigidly cold and the 
Quarter was filled with revelers celebrating Carnival season.  I was in a good mood and looked 
forward to attending the Amon Ra ball that evening.  Little did I know that before the night ended 
I would have a brush with death and slip into a coma. 
 
After the ball, and a few hours of  visiting friends in the Quarter, I decided I was tired and ready 
for bed.  While climbing the stairs to my third floor apartment, I slipped and had a bit of  a 
tumble.  Then, while grabbing the railing in an effort to regain my footing, I lost my balance again 
and went over the railing.  I fell twenty feet or so to the concrete below.  Around 6:00 am, my 
neighbor, on his way to get coffee, found me at the bottom of  the stairs, bloody and unconscious.   
 
Weeks later I woke up in the hospital very much confused, in pain, and unable to speak.  A 
neurosurgeon then informed me that I had broken my neck and undergone spinal cord surgery 
and that while they thought the surgery was successful, there was a chance I might not ever walk 
again.  He also told me they damaged my vocal chords during the surgery, which is why I couldn’t 
speak, and that I might not ever talk again.  I was then given a white board and a marks-a-lot and 
asked if  I had any questions. 
 
My first question was, “Did I miss Mardi Gras?”  “Yes,” came the response.   
 

(continued on the next page) 

A Renewal of  Gratitude by Frank Perez 



 
In the subsequent weeks, I had another operation, this time to insert a feeding tube so I could 
regain my strength before beginning physical therapy.  A few weeks later I was transferred to 
another hospital with an in-patient therapy program.  For over a month, I underwent physical, 
occupational, and speech therapy.  It was a grueling and sometimes frustrating experience.  But it 
worked.  Like the Fats Domino song goes, these days “I’m walking. Yes indeed I’m talking.” 
 
But at the time, my recovery was far from certain.  Friends told me later they thought I was going 
to die.  Others were convinced I would be confined to a wheelchair.  During my last follow-up 
visit with the neurosurgeon, she admitted to me she was initially convinced I would live out my 
days in a nursing home, eating and breathing out of  tubes.   
 
The turning point came one afternoon when I was lying in my hospital bed and considering the 
possibility of  having to move out of  my 3rd floor apartment.  Then I started thinking of  life in a 
wheelchair.  I thought of  a lot of  things.  And then came an epiphany. 
 
I said to myself, “Frank, you have a choice.  You can choose to be bitter about this or you can 
choose to have a positive attitude and learn from this.  I chose the latter and I believe that made all 
the difference. In retrospect, it was like the universe offering me a gift and today I am so glad I 
accepted it. 
 
The recovery process was long and arduous.  Thankfully, I had the support of  friends and more 
than a few acquaintances, to say nothing of  my family.  Mundane tasks like sipping a glass of  
water or brushing my teeth seemed impossible. Routine chores like walking to the bank or cooking 
breakfast seemed insurmountable hurdles.  But gradually with a lot of  hard work and a positive 
attitude, my condition improved. 
 
Five and a half  years later, my life has returned to normal although I still have constant pain in my 
shoulder, and I’ve never regained 100% mobility in my right arm; nevertheless, despite these 
lingering effects, I am filled with gratitude because they serve as a reminder of  the second chance 
I’ve been afforded. 
 
The gratitude sometimes hits me like an emotional tidal wave when I return home from a busy day 
and I begin to ascend the stairs in my 191 year old building to get to my third-floor apartment. As 
I climb those stairs, I remember how long and painful it was to learn how to walk again.  I 
remember the doctors and nurses and therapists and other hospital workers who saved my life, I 
remember everyone who visited me in the hospital and sent cards and flowers, and I remember 
my mother, who stayed with me constantly and nurtured my recovery.   
 
Those memories fuel my gratitude.  But what I’m most grateful for is the shuffling of  perspective 
the whole experience gave me. 
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Sailing to Byzantium by L F Ranner 
 
L F Ranner is a New Orleans native and Oxford-trained Byzantinist. Her 
childhood summers were spent traveling the Eastern Mediterranean on the 
ships of  a now-vanished Greek cruise line, which became something of  an 
improbable second home and alternate universe. Married and mother to three 
children, she teaches history, theology, and Classical languages. Sailing to 
Byzantium is the first in a genre-defying series tracing the lives of  four friends 
on a journey of  tragedy and self-discovery. 
 
Three friends, one life-changing summer. 
 
Vana, the math prodigy with a voice that is 85% Sarah Vaughan, 
10% Billie Holiday, and 5% Aretha Franklin and an attitude to 
match. Desperate to leave her chaotic family and become the independent woman of  her 
imagination, she lands a summer job on an aging Greek cruise ship as a member of  the house 
band. 
 
Marko, who failed his university entrance exams, is on the trail of  bouzouki god Markos 
Vamvakaris, in hopes of  claiming his own artistic identity. 
 

Stepan, agronomist, accordionist, occasional mystic, has 
spent the last ten years hopelessly, secretly in love with his 
only friend. 
 
Stranded in the surreal microcosm of  a cruise ship, the 
three friends stumble across a series of  dark and dissolving 
frontiers: between love and friendship, memory and 
forgetfulness, sacrifice and redemption. On this voyage to 
the heart of  an ancient world, can the bonds of  a 
friendship forged in childhood survive the tests of  tragedy 
and self-discovery? 

Another Author Among Us! Lori Ranner 

 

Lori has been attending Saint Anna’s church for 
sometime now. She is a member of  the Reader’s Guild, 

The Altar Guild, and has taught and Adult Sunday 
School Class “An Introduction to the New Testament.” 
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Some Dates to Remember 

 

6-12  Noon   #49 Bells—Pulse Remembrance Service 

6-16  6 p.m.   Ordination Luigi Mandile @ St. Anna’s  

6-21 to 7-2   Anna’s Place Summer Camp Session 1 

7-01  6 p.m.  Ordination Allison Reid @ St. Paul’s   

7-12 to 7-28   Anna’s Place Summer Camp Session 2 

7-25     The Feast of St. Anna; Fr. Bill’s 18th   

     Anniversary as a Priest of the Church. 

 

Anna’s Place NOLA 

Volunteers Need 
 

Summer Camp Starts  
 

June 21 
 

Volunteer Orientation 
 

June  14 or 15 
 

Help our children to have a great summer 
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“Bells are sacred. We toll them for death and we ring them 

for celebration,” said Maria Wright, mother of  Jerry 

Wright, 31 at the time he was tragically killed at Pulse 

Orlando.  

Saint Anna’s #49 Bells Ceremony 

We will toll 49 bells on Saturday June 12 

at Noon. It will include a service of  

remembrance for the victims of  Pulse, for all 

victims of  gun violence, and to show 

solidarity with the LGBTQ+ community. 

More information will be available soon. 

Mark your calendars.  

A Recent Post by Zach Booth: Happy Pride 
I remember 14 year old me wishing, more than almost anything, that I 
had gay friends. It’s such a heavy loneliness, being closeted and the only 
one of  “you” that you know.  
 
I wish I could have caught a glimpse then at the life ahead of  me: 
complex, with its share of  disappointments, but often beautiful and full. 
And yes, tons and tons of  gay friends. Friends that on some level I 
haven’t forgotten to be thankful for, even if  now it’s all quite ordinary. 
Happy Pride! 
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Top Left: “One year 
ago” 

 

Top Right:  Gabby 
Cephus and family after 

graduation. 

 

Bottom Left: Sophia 
Hutcheson graduation 

from St. Paul’s.  

 

Right Middle:  Fr. Terry 
offers Benediction to 

Tulane School of 
Medicine graduates. 

 

Right: The Alexander’s 
hit another milestone.  



We 

believe 

that God 

loves us 

all – no 

exceptions 
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"We should indeed keep calm in the 
face of  difference, and live our lives 
in a state of  inclusion and wonder at 

the diversity of  humanity."-- 
George Takei 

In the first century, Jesus of  Nazareth inspired a movement. A community of  

people whose lives were centered on Jesus Christ and committed to living the 

way of  God’s unconditional, unselfish, sacrificial, and redemptive love. As 

Episcopalians, we believe in a loving, liberating, and life-giving God: Father, 

Son, and Holy Spirit. 

 

We believe in following the teachings of  Jesus Christ, whose life, death and 

resurrection saved the world. 

 

We have a legacy of  inclusion, aspiring to tell and exemplify God’s love for 

every human being; women and men serve as bishops, priests, and deacons in 

our church. Laypeople and clergy cooperate as leaders at all levels of  our 

church. Leadership is a gift from God and can be expressed by all people in our 

church, regardless of  gender, sexual identity or orientation. 

 

We believe that God loves us all – no 

exceptions. 

From the National Episcopal Church Website on LGBTQ 

The Rev. Pauli Murray (right), a queer writer, 
lawyer and co-founder of the National Organization 

for Women who in 1977 became the first Black 
woman ordained an Episcopal priest, continues to 

inspire new generations of “firebrand” leaders to 
authenticity and activism.  

https://now.org/
https://now.org/
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Understanding what it is like to be transgender can be hard, 
especially if  you have never met a transgender person. 
 
Transgender is a broad term that can be used to describe people 
whose gender identity is different from the gender they were thought 

to be when they were born. “Trans” is often used as shorthand for transgender. 
 
To treat a transgender person with respect, you treat them according to their gender identity, not 
their sex at birth. So, someone who lives as a woman today is called a transgender woman and 
should be referred to as “she” and “her.” A transgender man lives as a man today and should be 
referred to as “he” and “him.” 
 
(Note: NCTE uses both the adjectives “male” and “female” and the nouns “man” and “woman” 
to refer to a person’s gender identity.) 
 
Gender identity is your internal knowledge of  your gender – for example, your knowledge that 
you’re a man, a woman, or another gender. Gender expression is how a person presents their 
gender on the outside, often through behavior, clothing, hairstyle, voice or body characteristics. 
 
When a person begins to live according to their gender identity, rather than the gender they were 
thought to be when they were born, this time period is called gender transition. Deciding to 
transition can take a lot of  reflection. Many transgender people risk social stigma, discrimination, 
and harassment when they tell other people who they really are. Despite those risks, being open 
about one’s gender identity can be life-affirming and even life-saving. 
 
Possible steps in a gender transition may or may not include changing your clothing, appearance, 
name, or the pronoun people use to refer to you (like “she,” “he,” or “they”). If  they can, some 
people change their identification documents, like their driver’s license or passport, to better 
reflect their gender. And some people undergo hormone therapy or other medical procedures to 
change their physical characteristics and make their body match the gender they know themselves 
to be. All transgender people are entitled to the same dignity and respect, regardless of  whether or 
not they have been able to take any legal or medical steps. 
 
Some transgender people identify as neither a man nor a woman, or as a combination of  male and 
female, and may use terms like non-binary or genderqueer to describe their gender identity. 
Those who are non-binary often prefer to be referred to as “they” and “them.” 
 
It is important to use respectful terminology, and treat transgender people as you would treat any 
other person. This includes using the name the person has asked you to call them (not their old 
name) as well as the pronouns they want you to use. If  you aren’t sure what pronouns a person 
uses, just ask politely.  



Greetings of  Peace :   It is my intent to keep this reflection brief  and with God’s help that will be 
the case. I was once again awake early this morning reflecting on how God has guided me or 
nudged me along over the last few years.  Sometimes my response to these prompts from God 
were met with fear and a lack of  confidence.  I just looked back at my first Candidate Lesson from 
Friday 9-9-2016 at 2:38 am that I sent to my Companion Brother Joe Nuber. (Was anyone else 
nervous about submitting their first lesson response?) That was the beginning of  my adult journey 
to become a Franciscan Friar after years of  working, running the streets and maybe not taking life 
so seriously. My Franciscan calling actually began as a Freshman in High School where I attended 
two years at St Francis Brothers School in My Calvary, WI. After that I returned home to Public 
School and that started the process of  making all kinds of  mistakes in life that I need not share or 
bore you with. 
 
 I wanted to point out as I approach my first year anniversary of  Professing Life Vows with the 
Community of  Francis and Clare that I am so grateful for my mentors and companions over the 
last several years. (Brothers David R., Joe N., Bill T., John B., Alberto C., Kevin C., Luis H., Fr Bill 
Terry, Robert R., Chris M., John-Paul M, Richard A., Deacon Buck and many others.) More 
recently my life has been enriched with the new Sisters and Brothers that have become part of  the 
CFC Family. We are so blessed with the gifts that all of  our Sisters and Brothers share with us and 
God’s people. I am also very thankful to my dear husband Rusty who has stood at my side for 28 
years and has supported my vocation and life as a Franciscan Friar. 
 
 I pray I can wrap this up by sharing some of  the highlights of  Ministry that God has gifted to me 
over the last several years. I give thanks for every moment that I experienced serving the people 
we are called to serve alongside other precious people of  God who have responded to God’s call. 
 
My prayers continue for all our Sisters and Brothers who continue the life process of  Formation 
and who welcome the Transformation taking place in their lives. I am so looking forward to seeing 
all of  you at Chapter 2021 virtually and some in person.  
 
 I request your prayers for the upcoming Mission Trip to Brownsville, TX to serve the immigrants 
and refugees at the camp in Matamoros Mexico. 
 
With much Love and Thanks,  Your brother  Donald 
 

A visit to Brownsville, TX & Matamoros Mexico May – June 2021 

 
Greetings from Brownsville, TX a city that is on the border with Matamoros Mexico where at one 
point it is my understanding hundreds of  asylum seekers were encamped waiting to be allowed 
into the U.S. That camp in Matamoros no longer exists but still hundreds of  asylum seekers are in 
Matamoros awaiting approval to come over the International Gateway Bridge into Brownsville to 
be processed and allowed to connect with sponsors and family members all over the U.S. 

A Friar’s Reflection Since 2016 by Br. Don 



It was suggested that I journal about my experience here in Brownsville. I am not much of  a 
writer and you will probably find typographical errors but the point is not to present to you a 
paper to be graded but to share with you some real life experiences during this point and time in 
this journey. Not my journey alone but a shared journey with all the precious asylum seekers and 
volunteers who I have learned through quiet reflection and prayer are our siblings in this vast 
cosmos we are part of. 
  
This is Day five of  my visit. It took me this long to pull some of  my thoughts and experiences 
together and put it down in writing. A couple days ago I was reading a reflection from one of  
Richard Rohr’s (OFM Friar) daily meditations. He provided some thoughts from Howard 
Thurman about our connectedness in this world. In the Meditation there is a picture of  a body of  
water (see below) and also the photographers inspiration. This idea of  how we are all connected in 
this vast cosmos struck me as this week evolved. My daily interactions with Asylum Seekers (my/
our siblings) became Holy Moments in my life. Keep in mind there is a language barrier. I speak 
very little Spanish. Maybe four words! While understanding Spanish would be helpful it has not 
been holding me back. The communication of  Love that comes from deep within each of  us is 
waiting to be released. Keep in mind these lovely people who are seeking freedom in this country 
are still scared when we walk back from the Gateway Bridge to the Brownsville Bus Station. It is 
there first experience of  being free. There is still very little trust. I sense they still are not aware 
that they are so close to being free from the dangers that they have been encountering. Once we 
walk back together in a group smiles are shared and the gesture of  praying hands and a slight bow 
are shared. Eventually little smiles are seen on their faces. The children will grab my hand at times 
as we walk to the Bus Station where they will be processed and plans for their transportation are 
made so they can leave to be with their sponsors or family members. In the meantime, the families 
are offered a backpack with snacks, hygiene items and a blanket for the next part of  their freedom 
journey. Toys and Teddy Bears are offered to the children. Yesterday I played with the children on 
the bus station floor. One particular little guy wanted to play with his new little car toy. We rolled it 
back and forth several times at each other. He was so happy and as I had to go and help bring 
more asylum seekers back from the Gateway Bridge my new friend ran up to me and held onto 
my leg and announced “My Amigo”. Well, my tears started flowing. Another Holy Moment! 
  

I pray that many more people in our Country will take 
time to understand how we are all connected in this 
vast Cosmos. Please be sure to look at the picture 
below and spend some time with the image inspiration. 
We are all like the one water molecule connected to 

millions of  others. Howard Thurman (1899‒1981) 
reminds us of  how our love for God is one with our love for our 
neighbor. 

Brother Don Dubay is a Franciscan Friar and is married to Rusty Downing. He and his husband have been members of 
Saint Anna’s for over a decade. Rusty is a member of the Gay Men's Chorus. Don is credited with managing the Food 
Pantry for over six years and remains engaged in working with our homeless siblings. Don is also doing work with immi-
grants near the Mexico border as well as adventures in the past in Puerto Rico. They love “The Community.”  



Our Mission 

"St. Anna's purpose is to lead people into a growing 
relationship with Christ, to be the church that demonstrates 

the love of Christ, to declare the liberating power of the Gospel 
manifested in works of justice, mercy, empowerment and 

hospitality. " 

Collects make for good private prayers during the week. 

1313 Esplanade Ave. 

New Orleans, LA. 70116 

Office: 504-947-2121 

Email:  admin@stannanola.org 

Saint  Anna’s  

Ordinations Save the Date 

Luigi Mandile, Sacred Order of  Deacon, June 16th at 6:00 p.m.  

Allison Reid, Sacred Order of  Priests, July 1 at 6:00 p.m. 

Proper 5 June 06 

O  God, from whom all good proceeds: Grant that by your inspiration we may 
think those things that are right, and by your merciful guiding may do them; 

through Jesus Christ our Lord, who lives and reigns with you and the Holy Spirit, one 
God, for ever and ever. Amen. 
 

Proper 6 June 13 

K eep, O Lord, your household the Church in your steadfast faith and love, that 
through your grace we may proclaim your truth with boldness, and minister 

your justice with compassion; for the sake of  our Savior Jesus Christ, who lives and 
reigns with you and the Holy Spirit, one God, now and for ever. Amen. 

The 
Episcopal 

Church and 
allies  

PRIDE 2018 


