
Ships passing in the night.  
By The Very Rev. Bill Terry 

A brief  encounter. A moment that passes. So often these chance moments of  
human encounter float by like a lazy bayou. Yet, there are those that we take 
in. We take them in at that moment. They have perhaps an appeal, a certain 
aura, maybe it is their resonating wisdom. Older people often have that 
passing moment of  presence that we notice.  
 
It was a warm spring day and a family descended upon our little city. A son, a 
wife, a sister, and a mother. They wanted to tour an old Esplanade mansion. 
Windows boarded up. An added ramp in the rear. A few old trees that needed 
trimming. The driveway is not more than broken pieces of  a once concrete 
drive. An added odd room as an appendage to the original 1846 masonry was 
laying partly in ruins. Yet, the old and solid home had a grandeur. She needed 
help but with a bit of  imagination one might think of  a wonderful space to 
gather community together. Not a private home or condo but a space for 
people, children, tradition bearers, for the community.  
 
A mother, son, sister, and wife wandered about taking in the old place. It was 
the mother, Anne, to whom this is 
directed. She has birthed eight children 
and led, I am told, a great life. She was 
somewhat bent with age. She had a 
fragility that comes with time. Her face 
shone her well lived life with those crags 
that some of  us claim as our marks of  
living. Anne, had spunk and seemed 
solid and while she was a fragile person 
in form she was not so in character. It 
was only a moment in time but she, by 
her presence, made herself  quietly 
known. I suppose some call it charisma, 
I am not sure what it is, but it is. Maybe it was a twinkle in those lively aged 
eyes that still experienced the world so ebulliently. Maybe it was her certitude, 
“This place will be wonderful” she said of  the old house. With it was an 
assurance that all things are possible. Just a brush up. Just a moment in time.  
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Since starting this small ode to a person that passes by I have read Anne's 
Obituary. I wish I had enjoyed several evenings of  conversation with Anne. The 
stories I am sure she could tell. Just one tidbit to share: At age 10 she took a trans-
Atlantic flight aboard the Hindenburg Zeppelin and her mother was given a 
plaque boasting that they were the 1,000 passenger to take the voyage. But that 
seems almost an historical footnote for her storied life.  
 
Just ships passing in the night - we never know what cargos people carry. But one 
knew that she was somehow more than a spectator, she was a full on participant. 
You just knew it. Just a short encounter; two ships passing in the night.  

“It isn’t 
what 
we say 
or think 
that 
defines 
us, but 
what 
we do” 
Jane 
Austen 
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In Memoriam 

Anna Springs Close 

1925-2021 

A Benefactor of  Dodwell House Community Center 

Mother of  Deacon Buck Close 

 

A Word from Michele Duhon 

The Dodwell House Project 

 

 

 

Roofing 

We have a roof! Proper sub roof, underlayment, and shingles have been installed 
on both buildings, and the masonry end walls were fully repaired. There is a 
Change Order Proposal to go ahead and install the standing metal seam roof  over 
the back porch. This is again moving work out of  Phase 2 into Phase 1. We had 
originally thought that the standing metal seam only covered the back porch, and 
that it could therefore wait. However, the standing seam actually covers part of  
the main building's interior space. In order to get the building fully dried-in, we 
need to put this part of  the roof  on. Jim and I are currently reviewing the pricing 
for this. Prices on metals are forecast to keep increasing through the end of  2021. 

From Fr. Bill:  The yard is a good mess! Utilities and sewage are being installed so 
the yard is a mess of  activity. We are really seeing changes!  
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"I love it" by Ed Azemas 
 
I love it [serving at the altar] I still thinks it's an 
honor you asked me. At first, I didn't understand 
why you asked me being that I was so new to church. 
After a few members approached me and said they 
loved seeing me up there, I get it now. We're 
representing the community we serve.   
 
A few weeks ago my family joined me for church. 
My father and I don't have a great relationship (I'm 
working on letting go of  those past events between 
us. It's a process!) I was reading the psalms in whole 
verse. While the church was reading, I looked out 
and saw my dad looking at me. He looked so proud 
of  me. For the first time in my life, I've ever had this 
look from him. He and I had this moment right 
then. I felt like a child! I had to pause my reading! I 
never thought he would ever make me feel great 
about his approval. I stopped seeking his approval 
for over 30 years now. I respected him as the man 
who brought me into this world. I never thought I 
was good enough for anyone's church let alone to 
serve behind the altar. I take pride in it and tried to 
do my best! I'm praying that my new position or new 
job doesn't interfere with me serving. I love my 
church and all its members! I try to do anything 
that's asked of  me.  
 
 
 

Ed with his partner Chuck 



Go Tell it On the Mountain OR  

Promise 8-Year-Old Kristen  

 

When I was in 4th grade at Catholic school, I remember asking the priest at one of  our weekly 
confessions;” What if  there is ONE God with MANY faces? What if  people from other religions 
all saw God too, God just looked different to them?”  
 
My Catholic upbringing was not instilled my parents, it came from my grandparents who were all 
born between the years of  1909 and 1922. My parents were what we call, “Holiday Catholics.” We 
didn’t pray at dinner; we didn’t talk about how God was working in our lives. We didn’t talk about 
our beliefs or our own human rights. We didn’t talk about who we would vote for in the election, 
if  we considered ourselves Republican or Democrat, or what we could do to better each other’s 
lives. We didn’t talk about faith or religion. And we definitely didn’t talk about God. But God and 
I, we talked a lot.  
 
I was bullied terribly growing up; the kid who got snowballs pelted at them, picked on, locked out 
of  rooms, shut inside closets, mocked, laughed at, and horrible pranks played on. While these 
circumstances affected me greatly and I remember spending many days crying and praying, God 
never let me down. God built me up; God built my character from this deep pain. I remember 
their names. I remember their actions; some are still a part of  my life. But because of  the person I 
am today I have forgiven the bullies, for myself, and for them. And I am all the stronger for it. 
 

Because of  my experiences in Catholic school and 
beyond; being told I couldn’t ask questions like the one I 
asked in confession so many years ago, being told as an 
artist I would never make it in this world and should 
focus on something else, witnessing how others were 
pushed away from the church: people were talked down 
to for being “different,” for being gay or too “artsy,” for 
being liberal in their beliefs, I was pushed away from 
organized religion for a very long time, nearly 20 years in 
fact. Religion and Faith were always two separate entities 
to me, they still are. I honestly believe you don’t need to 
have religion to have faith. And while I saw God in that 
old church growing up, I didn’t see her in the faces and 
the words of  the people within its walls, I saw her in the 
painted blue ceilings and the stained glass windows, the 
old wooden stairs that led to the choir balcony, the rough 
stones making up the outside structure I used to run my 
hands across, the giant wood doors with glass in the 
shape of  a cross creaking open at the entrance, the snow 

covering the steep steps leading in, the music emanating from the choir especially at 
Christmastime, the smell of  incense, and most vividly, the pearl beaded rosary wrapped tightly in 
my Grandmother’s hands as she knelt praying in the wooden pew after confession.  



I reflect on these words above that I so vigorously wrote in my spiritual autobiography before I 
was accepted into the discernment process to begin my path in becoming a Deacon in the 
Episcopal Church. I found out yesterday that the walls where I first saw God in the blue ceiling 
are burned. St. Rose of  Lima Catholic Church burned, and my heart feels broken.  
 
My words may come as a surprise to some, especially those I 
grew up with, but they are true, they are MY truth, and they 
are necessary, especially in 2021. We are all complicated and 
unique human beings, which makes it possible for me to 
completely disagree with the Catholic Church and how it 
trudges through life in this day and age carrying so much 
baggage it refuses to mend and carry less of, while also being 
completely heartbroken at seeing the place I grew up in 
burn. There are a lot of  emotions I am working my way 
through. I know that staircase like the back of  my hand, the 
one you see all burned up in that picture; I am all too 
familiar with its creaking and where it led to the choir loft 
that we students had to sing in for special occasions, I 
remember “Ave Maria” and “Go Tell it on the 
Mountain” (Go tell it on the mountain, over the hills and 
everywhere!) the most. I know that façade, the one you see 
with firefighters in front of  it and the giant round stained-
glass window blown out. That’s the stone I used to run my 
hands along and watch the sandy remnants fall to the ground 
like the tears I cried nearly every day. Those are the front 
steps I walked up for my first communion, my confirmation, and every Wednesday at school for 
mandatory service. Those are the doors that loudly opened and scraped across the carpet, letting 
snow flurries burst in on a cold and windy day in December for Christmas mass. My relationship 
with God was forged in that building and through its art.  
 
Maybe it’s a different place now (I like to think it is), not just because there are smoke stains on 
the walls and burnt wood crumpled on the floor, but maybe the people understand the world a 
little better and won’t turn away another child from asking questions just because she is 
“different.” Maybe it’s the same. Either way, my prayers go to the church and its current caretakers 
as they clean up after the fire. 
 
These words I shared on Facebook after the fire did invite a conversation with a childhood friend 
of  mine whose children attend the school at St. Rose, the school that a lot of  my deep, deep 
trauma resides. She told me she does not consider herself  Catholic since she doesn’t agree with a 
lot of  their doctrine, but her children attend because it’s a “good school.” I remember quite vividly 
several children who sat during communion and didn’t partake in other areas of  service in the 
church because they were protestants. I remember mostly feeling bad for them being excluded like 
I was for much of  my life. Exclusion should never be a ministry. So, I asked my friend to make a 
promise to me, to the 8-year-old Kristen’s of  the world: Promise me to teach your children there is 



 a difference between faith and religion. Promise me that you will teach your daughter if  she has a 
call later in life, a call that cannot be answered in the Catholic church because of  the patriarchal 
history in place, that it doesn’t mean her call isn’t real or that it can’t be answered elsewhere. 
Promise me you’ll teach your children it’s ok to ask questions, especially about God, and that even 
more so that it’s ok to not know the answer to a question. And if  you ever feel they’ve “gone 
astray,” make sure you tell them it’s ok because they are discovering who they really are, you love 
them just the way they are, and that whole “love the sinner hate the sin” line is crap anyway. And 
one more thing, promise me your kids will see a woman in a collar, hear her preach from the 
pulpit, just so they know the possibilities.  
 
What I hope is that this story sticks to you, that you feel it deep within your soul friends. Not just 
for those who have dealt with church hurt and being turned away for who you are even though 
God made us that way, but for those who don’t understand why so many young people aren’t 
sitting in the pews any more or recognizing why the church as a whole is not something they align 
their lives and souls with. The next young generation is manifested from a long line of  church 
hurt, a long line of  people who were turned away when they truly needed God’s love the most. 
Perhaps as Christians we need to stop being so offended by everything and start being a better 
example of  Christ’s love. Perhaps we should stop trying to convert people and start saying “I love 
you just the way you are” and mean it. Perhaps we should stop trying to guilt people into going to 
or coming back to the pews and saying “how are you doing” instead. And for God’s sake, we need 
to learn to love ourselves a whole lot more; church hurt, bullied hurt, religion hurt and all, because 
that whole love your neighbor thing doesn’t work unless you love yourself  first. So, Go tell it on 
the Mountain…Over the Hills and EVERYWHERE!  
 
Love Kristen 
 
 
BIO:  
I'm a painter, iconographer, photographer, writer, and explorer. As a member and 
communications employee of  the Episcopal Church, I live and breathe 
the church every day and I’m even a postulant to the diaconate, 
starting seminary as we speak. I am a deeply spiritual individual, with 
friends and family of  every spectrum of  belief  and non-belief. I 
believe that as long as you are a good person to yourself  and others, 
the rest of  the details are lagniappe. I believe my only job as a 
Christian is to be the best example I know how to be, by not just 
saying that I love Jesus, but truly loving LIKE Jesus (as much as I can). 
I live and love on the northshore with my husband, Basset Hound, 
rambunctious kitty, and massive collection of  house plants. 
www.moderniconographer.com 
www.kristenannwheeler.com 
 
 
 

http://www.moderniconographer.com
http://www.kristenannwheeler.com


“Madonna and Child” 

Kristen Wheeler 

September 2020 



Welcome our newest team member 

 

Liz Johnston is a New Orleans Native with a BA in Writing 
from Loyola University New Orleans, an MA in Writing and 
Culture from LSU, and is finishing a dissertation for a Ph.D. in 
Comparative Literature at LSU. Having held roles in nonprofit, 
public relations, communications, student success, the arts, and 
education, Liz is ready to bring a diverse skill set to fundraising 
and development. 
 
Ms. Johnston is our in-house fund raiser titled as Development 
Director. He goal is to develop donor, corporate, foundation 
and grant giving for sustainable community missions and in 
support of  The Dodwell House Community Center 

Unintended Consequences of Mission: Good News 
 
There are an endless numbers of  theories about how one action can cause another action. 
Newton's 3rd Law, "For every action there is an equal and opposite reaction"; The Butterfly 
Effect: rooted in chaos theory it holds that one small change can have big consequences in 
outcomes; Robert K Merton's Law of  Unintended Consequences in a part of  Political Science 
that says, "unintended consequences  are outcomes of  a purposeful action that are not intended 
or foreseen."All of  these things are also true of  ministry.  
 
Ministry done well has a beneficial effect: it should empower. When one feels empowered our 
spiritual imagination is can be fed. When our spiritual imagination is fed transformation from 
thought, from the heart, is sometimes the result. We, as institutions, are compelled to keep records 
as a way of  justifying or explaining the use of  our resources: 
time, talent, and treasure. Yet often we miss micro-ministry that 
are an outgrowth of  a formal ministry.  
 
Blessing bags are an example of  empowering an imagination. 
Recently, Jack Craft, our A/V minister glanced over at our supply 
of  blessing bags. He has heard us encourage members to take a 
bag and to give it out to a homeless person on a street corner. 
He has heard this call very often and in different forms. Yet, on 
that day he read the sign on the Blessing Bag bin and understood 
it to mean that our members could only take one bag. I don't 
believe that is what we are saying, but in any event, he and some 
of  his friends have gotten together and started assembling 
Blessing Bags that are gender sensitive. Each bag is gender 



 specific offering some gender based hygiene products in addition to water, power bars, and other 
non-gender items. I don't know much beyond that but what I do know is that it is indeed a micro-
ministry born out of  a institutional ministry. It speaks to the heart.  
 
Transportation and Visitation:  "All are welcomed. None are shunned." is our anthem. Well that 
works well if  you have mobility, social or physical, but what about people who don't. Enter Gary 
VanVonderan. He has taken it upon himself  to check-in on at least two of  our members who have 
a hard time with mobility. He often gives them rides and asks them what they may need during the 
week. If  one of  them seems unavailable Gary will make sure that they are safe and sound. This 
kind of  personal ministry cannot be quantified. But it is surely ministry of  the finest kind. I know 
others that offer rides to church and that is so very helpful. This kind of  ministry makes our 
anthem truer with each ride, each call, each visit.  
 
Pet Blessings. We have a member, Shayne McClain, who owns a local newsletter that catered to 
the French Quarter and largely the Gay Community. With COVID his advertising resources dried 
up so, "The Whiz" is now on hold. He found himself  here at St. Anna's within a short period of  
time he began taking a LOT of  photos of  our masses, of  ordinations, and of  our Anna's Arts 
kids and staff. He has a gift for promotion so he singlehandedly, with our consent, began to put 
together a fundraiser/per blessing at Grand Pre and Pep's Pub. He has done a lot of  work because 
he wants to help us raise money for our institutional ministries. What great work this is. Ministry 
matters.  
 
There are a number of  other ministries that people do. They just them. Often those ministries are 
sparked by some event or situation that presents itself  at the church. Those who live in The Word, 
pray, and experience the Sacraments begin to think like a disciple. They filter their experience like a 
disciple. So, when a disciple sees a challenge they respond in a Jesus-like manner. In some ways we 
call this the "Prophetic Imagination." 
 
Funerals. Yes, we have done funerals in bars. We have hosted second lines. The stories and 
experiences are simply AMAZING. That said, we have a reputation. Not a bad one. At least on 
this topic. As a result we were gifted with three sets of  ashes which we plan to inter in our 
Memorial Garden. James, a dear homeless man who was a friend of  this church as well as Stuart 
Butler and Fr. & Mrs. Terry. We will bury him with a full mass. We have three "bartenders" who 
ashes were located in a local bar; they in turn gave them to us. One of  the "cremains" was claimed 
by family in Texas; two others one named one unnamed will also receive full funeral rites at St. 
Anna's. This is unintentional and unplanned ministry but it is sacred ministry none the less and it 
cannot be quantified.  
 
So, those are just some of  the spin-offs of  mission at St. Anna's and there are more. The point is 
to think generously and act broadly as we do mission together in community.  
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Serving the Community 
 
Volunteers needed for FREE Urgent Care Telehealth services for our community 
 

Commit to a weekly shift of  3-4 hours onsite at St. Anna's 
Weekday shifts available 9am - 2:30pm;  
Possible shifts on Saturdays 2:30pm-5pm or Sunday 10am - 4pm 
Answer door and greet people 
Explain the process and easy use of  the equipment  
No healthcare background is needed 
No computer knowledge is needed 
 

Blessing Bags for our siblings who are homeless are in the back of  Church. Please take one bag. 
Thank you for participating in this Ministry. 
 
Homeless Outreach Ministry Requesting: 
   - Cases of  Bottled Water 
   - Protein Drinks 
   - Travel Size Bath/Hygiene Wipes 
 
Please call the church or email Br Don to arrange delivery of  your donations. 
dondubay504@aol.com  

It is a Spiritual Discipline! 

We Need Canned Goods for 
our Food Pantry. Bring a 

can or a case each Sunday. 

mailto:dondubay504@aol.com
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Currently I am the only member of  the CFC in the Episcopal Dio-
cese of  Louisiana. I do have siblings from the CFC in neighboring 
Dioceses such as Florida and Texas. Our CFC Community contin-
ues to be blessed with new vocations from across the U.S., British 
Columbia, UK, Mexico and Netherlands. We are growing both in 
numbers but more importantly we are learning more and more 
about what it means to love and serve God with all of  our hearts in 
the footsteps of  Francis and Clare.  
 
I am not a very good speaker or writer so I beg your indulgence as I 
provide some information about the gifts of  Ministry that our Holy 
One, Divine Love has called me to over the last several years and 
more currently. Most of  God's work has been centered around pro-

viding hospitality to our siblings who are poor, homeless and live on the margins surrounding St 
Anna's Episcopal Church and in some cases further away. An example would be some past and 
upcoming trips to the Mexico Border and also assisting with a feeding program in Birmingham, 
AL. I have also been called to ministry within the confines of  the loving Franciscan Community 
that I am part of. Listed below are some of  the activities that I have been called to serve in. 
 
 - Homeless Outreach These activities are run out of  St Anna's Episcopal Church. Visits are 
made to at least 6 different locations throughout the city of  New Orleans starting out closer to St 
Anna's. Visits are made every other week early on Saturday or Sunday mornings. Approximately 80 
encounters are made on each visit. Blessing Bags consist of  protein drinks, water, hygiene kits, 
socks or t-shirts and notes of  promised prayer from St Anna's Parishioners, our Rector and several 
of  the Sisters and Brothers from the CFC. More recently I made contact with Church World Ser-
vices (CWS) who graciously honored my request for blankets, sleeping mats and prepacked hy-
giene kits. Another relationship was created with Bombas Socks. They have graciously honored 
our request for socks for our ministry to the homeless. To date we have received  and distributed 
approximately 3,500 pairs of  socks with another of  1,000 pairs coming this coming October. We 
also have another group of  lovely people from St Mark's Episcopal in Moscow, PA making sleep-
ing mats out of  plastic bags for this ministry to our homeless siblings here in New Orleans. Dur-
ing the cold months we have a CFC Sister who knits hats and another Brother who is making 
scarves. We were also blessed with Meals Ready to Eat several months ago from the local Home-
land Security Office. Over 2,500 meals were distributed. There are countless connections that have 
been made that contribute to the love that is being shared through this ministry to the homeless. 
Even within our diocese and your own staff  we receive donations. Please note these visits have 
continued throughout the pandemic. To God be the Glory for this gift of  Ministry. 
 

Brother Don—”What is God calling for me to do?”  
The Community of  St. Francis and St. Claire (CFC) 
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Start by doing what's necessary; then 
do what's possible; and suddenly you 

are doing the impossible. 

Francis of Assisi 

 - Ministry on the Border I have been blessed with the calling and ministry to Asylum Seekers on 
the Border of  Brownsville, TX and Matamoros Mexico. The name of  this outreach is Team 
Brownsville. teambrownsville.org This is a ministry of  welcoming and showing hospitality to our 
siblings who are seeking asylum in the U.S. and approved to begin a new journey in their lives. My 
first trip was a few months ago for two weeks. I will be returning at the end of  this month for an-
other week. I became connected with Team Brownsville through the Episcopal Diocese of  West 
Texas.  
 
  
- The Community Kitchens thecommunitykitchens.org This is a new ministry that I found out 
about located in Birmingham, AL They serve approximately 650 meals each day during the week 
to the poor and homeless in Birmingham. I am so thankful to our Holy One for putting this min-
istry on my heart. 
 
 - Community of  Francis & Clare I have been called in love by my Sisters and Brothers to serve 
in capacities that are not always comfortable for me or doing things that I normally would not 
ever consider my being capable of  performing.  All that said, with Gods Grace I have been doing 
my best and hopefully and joyfully being a loving servant to the Sisters and Brothers I love and 
cherish. Currently I am a member of  the CFC Council serving a two year term. I was also called 
to serve as a Companion to new Postulants early on in 2021. More recently I was asked to serve as 
Companion to two new Candidates. The ministry of  prayer shared by several of  my CFC siblings 
is near and dear to my heart. We welcome request for prayers from everyone. Prayer Requests — 
Community of  Francis and Clare (cfcfranciscans.org) 
 
 I am thankful to the Episcopal Church for the opportunity serve in a religious community like the 
CFC. It has been a life changing experience. It has also been such a blessing to have loving hus-
band like Rusty who supports my vocation and also shares in some of  the ministries that I have 
been called to. I seek your prayers as our Holy One, Divine Love continues to call me to serve. 

https://www.brainyquote.com/authors/francis-of-assisi-quotes
http://teambrownsville.org/
http://thecommunitykitchens.org/
https://cfcfranciscans.org/prayer-requests
https://cfcfranciscans.org/prayer-requests
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New Blessings that you may hear on Sunday 
 
May God bless you with a restless discomfort about easy answers, half-truths and superficial rela-
tionships, so that you may seek truth boldly and love deep within your heart. 
 
May God bless you with holy anger at injustice, oppression, and exploitation of  people, so that 
you may tirelessly work for justice, freedom, and peace among all people. 
 
May God bless you with the gift of  tears to shed with those who suffer from pain, rejection, star-
vation, or the loss of  all that they cherish, so that you may reach out your hand to comfort them 
and transform their pain into joy. 
 
May God bless you with enough foolishness to believe that you really CAN make a difference in 
this world, so that you are able, with God’s grace, to do what others claim cannot be done. 
 
And the blessing of  God the Supreme Majesty and our Creator, Jesus Christ the Incarnate Word 
who is our brother and Saviour, and the Holy Spirit, our Advocate and Guide, be with you and re-
main with you, this day and forevermore. 
 

Let Fr. Terry know what you think about these blessings; are there others that are non
-traditional that you would like to see? 

 

To be sure the Food Pantry which has operated for decades in one form or another is a ministry 
of  caring and sharing first and foremost. But sometimes data reminds us of  why we do this. It can 
tell a story of  size, proportion, and of  hard work. Here are only a few data points that make a case 
for support. This is data for the first half  of  2021:  
 

63 Families 
172 individuals 

558 bags of  groceries 
 

Zip Codes served:   44% from 70116 & 70117 (Canal St Lower 9th Ward), 16% from MidCity,  9% 
from Carrollton/Leonidas area, All others NOLA 

 
In addition to these numbers several volunteers are gifted with hundreds of  volunteer hours. 

Robust, relevant, timely, and deeply holy. 
“You fed me when I was hungry”  

Consider making a pledge or donation to this great ministry 

The Food Pantry 



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  

L ord of  all power and might, the author and giver of  all good things: Graft in our hearts the 
love of  your Name; increase in us true religion; nourish us with all goodness; and bring forth 

in us the fruit of  good works; through Jesus Christ our Lord, who lives and reigns with you and 
the Holy Spirit, one God for ever and ever. Amen. 
 
 

G rant us, O Lord, to trust in you with all our hearts; for, as you always resist the proud who 
confide in their own strength, so you never forsake those who make their boast of  your 

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

The Gospel of  Mark from Lindisfarne Gospels c. 715-720 A.D. Hiberno-Saxon art  


