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      Rev. William Pursley, Cluster celebrant October 6, preached on the familiar parable of the mustard seed---

the tiniest of grains that can produce the greatest of herbs, even a tree; a haven where birds of the air can find 

lodging. The parable in Matthew 13 says, the kingdom of heaven is like unto this tiny seed which, when culti-

vated, will grow into a heaven of God’s grace and love so vast that all may find eternal lodging there.    

     Scholar, philosopher, author Joseph Campbell extends the parable to include faith in ourselves. A faith that 

is surely tested during this time of transition while the Cluster and a spiritual leader seek a mutually supportive 

partnership. Campbell sees life as a journey in which the first step, or in our case, the next step, may some-

times fall beyond our boundaries of faith, and must be taken before we know that we will be supported.    

     In other words, opportunities to find deeper powers within ourselves often come when we are weary and 

anxious. This tiny seed of faith in God and ourselves, planted and patiently cultivated, can grow beyond our 

anxieties, our weariness, our differences and our separations, to find common ground, the unity in which all 

may lodge without fear.  

     Mankind has, for centuries, been fascinated 

and inspired by the marvels of our natural envi-

ronment. It is told that the people of Findhorn, 

Scotland, believe that trees have a consciousness 

and that this consciousness exists beyond the 

sawmill; that trees are aware of the homes into 

which they are made and the people they shelter. 

This home, this chair, this book…it is here.  

     Might this be so, that the once-towering oak 

and walnut and pine, sprouted and grown from 

small seeds, be aware of these parish churches 

within whose walls they so harmoniously abide, 

patiently and lovingly shaped and joined and 

carved by human hands into rafters, altars, com-

munion rails, pulpits, pews and frames for art-

istry in glass, sheltering the people of the King-

dom in communion, prayer, worship and song.  

It is here.  
Rev. William Pursley chats with Chuck Stadler, Helen 

Morris, left, and Joanie Stadler during coffee hour.  

It is here    



2          

     Delores Johnson Botkin, 95, a native of New Jersey, long-time resident of Urbana and member of the 

Church of the Epiphany, passed away October 20 in Marietta, Georgia, where she had recently gone to live 

near her son. Rev. Timothy West conducted funeral services at Epiphany October 26. 

     Widow of William Botkin, beloved mother and grandmother, Delores is survived by her son, Brian, and his 

wife, Maureen, of Marietta, Georgia; daughter, Shelley, and her husband, Eric Grotzinger, of Pittsburgh, Penn-

sylvania; four grandchildren and four great grands. 

     For nearly 30 years, Delores and Bill were co-owners of Bill’s Flowers and Gifts in Urbana and, during that 

time, must have taken special pride in creating original arrangements of fresh flowers for Epiphany’s altar. 

Delores was active in community organizations including the Urbana Soroptimist Club (president), Cancer As-

sociation of Champaign County, Champaign County Library, the Caring Kitchen, Champaign County Histori-

cal Society and Champaign County Garden Club. At the time of her move to Georgia, she said, “Wherever I 

go, I will always be part of the Church of the Epiphany.” We mourn her loss and pray that her family may find 

comfort in her strong faith in God and in them. 

Remembering Delores 

A tribute 
     Worship services at Our Saviour and Epiphany begin with glorious organ music, Sun-

day after Sunday. This interlude of classical compositions, hymn arrangements, original 

and improvisational music performed on fine instruments by talented musicians Sharon 

McCall and Sam Zook, is designed to prepare heart, mind and soul for reverent worship.  

     Sharon and Sam spend hours in preparation: arranging, writing and rehearsing music 

that will enhance this sacred time together. Former Epiphany organist Helen Morris, espe-

cially sensitive to the labor of love represented by the musical portion of the service, sug-

gested this tribute to Sharon and Sam. She also provided The Organists Confession from 

which the following light-hearted piece is taken. It was written by Doris Brenner Stickney 

with all due respect for clergy, choirs, congregants and mothers of the bride.         

 

The organist confesses 

     I didn’t make this confession easily. What have faithful organists to confess; are they 

not more sinned against than sinning? Consider a certain minister who was in the habit of 

announcing, “The organ will now play.” One Sunday when he said this, the organ loft remained silent. After 

struggling through a hymn a cappella, the congregation gained a new appreciation for their organist.  The min-

ister now says, “Mrs. Feesly will lead us in praise.”  

     The organist is not one of the organ pipes. And the worship service prelude is not piped-in musak, but a se-

rious attempt by a sensitive soul to create a mood of quiet reverence.  Yet before beginning to play, the organ-

ist hears the eggbeater hum of voices from below and realizes that no one will be listening. Why bother to 

practice?  

     I confess I would like to have had the courage to play for my anthem a movement from Haydn’s Surprise 

Symphony. The work is famous for its crashing chords which follow pianissimo passages.  Just as the congre-

gation grew impatient and began to cough, I would play my chord with all stops out.  It is a wicked thought, 

but I can’t help myself. 
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     Another confession: I find most weddings trying. They are preceded by a planning session with the bride 

and her mother. While some churches have definite standards for wedding music, considering it a sacred ser-

vice, others do not. I won’t forget one wedding rehearsal when the subject of preliminary music was brushed 

aside and Mother said, “We’d like you to play The Donkey’s Serenade. Francie played it for her piano recital, 

and we think it would be nice it you would use it.”  In what I hoped was a restrained tone, I said we might dis-

cuss this with the minister. “Oh, no. The bride should have what she wants.”  

     On occasion, the minister will reinforce the organist’s taste for things like Bach’s Jesu, Joy of Man’s Desir-

ing, or a tuneful Air from Handel. There are also peace-at-any-price clergy who suggest playing the bride’s 

choice before too many people arrive.      

     But I do ask blessings upon the chorister who says with real feeling how sorry they are that the choir is so 

busy mentally rehearsing portions of their selections and lining up for the processional that they never really 

get to hear my preludes. And, I’m so pleased when a minister refrains from reading his notes or conferring 

with an usher to listen---with at least one ear. 

     The organ bench can be a lonely place on a Sunday morning.  But I was filled with rapture when a church 

member approached me after service one Sunday with the appreciative comment, “You really direct our con-

gregational hymn singing!”  I replied with a smile, “You’ve found me out.”  

A parable of  the way of  life 
     This Church Building, an essay by an unknown author, points up why the care and maintenance of our his-

toric church buildings is an important aspect of stewardship. The essay defines the church as far more than a 

sacred space for Christian worship but considers it symbolic of 

The Way that leads to God.  

    “Upon entering a church one faces the long center aisle. It is 

left open for a reason. The altar at its far end show’s God’s spiri-

tual presence and the baptismal font near the entrance can mean 

that by baptism, we gain admission into the Christian life. The 

center aisle then becomes a parable of the way of life from birth 

to the throne of God.   

      “People are greatly affected by their surroundings. A church 

building should be more than an ordinary concert hall or lecture 

room. It should be filled with an air of Christian worship. Many 

features contribute, e.g., the suffused light of the stained-glass 

windows lends an other-worldly aura to the sanctuary and an-

cient Christian symbols embodied in the art glass and displayed 

elsewhere connect us to the Jesus of history and the Christ of 

eternity.   

     “The unity and symbolism of church architecture is reinforced 

by the Anglican liturgical worship. Unlike other Protestant ser-

vices that consist of separate segments linked by announcement 

from the worship leader, the Episcopal service is one cohesive 

act of worship. The Prayer Book service is used in Episcopal 

churches world- wide in unity with centuries of the followers of 

Christ, that we all may be one. 



Bill of  fare 
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     If  you’ve been a guest at 

Our Saviour’s Community 

Meals, you may have met the 

Bill we have in mind. It’s Bill 

Miller, husband of Kay with 

whom he shares the operation 

of the Mechanicsburg Oasis 

Food Pantry on whose board 

he serves.  But that’s not what 

earned him today’s headline.  

     October’s meal was extra 

special because it was cooked 

by Bill Miller and served with 

grace by the Yada Yada La-

dies of the Mechanicsburg 

Christian Fellowship: Donna 

Akers, Peg Duffy, Carole 

May and Sheila Suchland.  

Zesty barbecued spareribs, 

fluffy mashed potatoes, Cole 

slaw extraordinaire, fresh-

made pink applesauce, hot 

baking powder biscuits with 

butter and Bill’s homemade 

jam, with pies---pumpkin and 

apple---providing a sweet fin-

ish.  

     Bill’s menu evoked memo-

ries of families gathered 

around a big kitchen table, 

dishes of food and tales of the 

day’s adventures passed from 

person to person, adult and 

child, in turn  Our Saviour’s 

diners felt it; the informal ser-

vice, the hum of conversation 

and the pure pleasure of com-

fort food. Maybe you can’t go 

home again, but once in a 

while, folks like Bill Miller 

and the Yada Yada Ladies can 

bring home to you.   

Top left: Peg offers potatoes, 

Cole slaw and applesauce; 

above: pies are cut and served 

by Sheila; left: Carole serves 

barbecued ribs; below: 

Donna places a hot biscuit on 

each plate 
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Holly McGowan 

and Chaplain 

Branstiter of 

McAuley serve the 

meal.  

Full house for Community Meal 
     Succulent beef goulash from the 

kitchens of Mercy McAuley Center 

found favor with Epiphany’s October 

Community Meal guests. The occasion 

lived up to its name Community, as 

nearly forty diners from church and 

beyond gathered in the dining room to 

feast on goulash, mixed vegetables 

and hot garlic bread topped off by 

cookies and pumpkin roll, coffee and 

the all-season favorite lemonade. 

     The food was delivered by 

McAuley’s Bob Jenkins who lingered 

to light a recalcitrant gas stove.  

McAuley’s Holly McGowan, Supervi-

sor of Education for Quality Nursing 

and Professional Compliance and Rev. 

Ray Branstiter, Chaplain for McAuley 

and Mercy Memorial Hospital, staffed 

the buffet with help from Paddy Barr.  

     We can never be grateful enough 

for the presence of McAuley Center in 

Champaign County. The skilled,  com-

passionate care of permanent residents 

and those recovering from surgery, 

illness or injury has blessed our com-

munity. Extending this kindness be-

yond McAuley Center, the staff has 

provided and prepared appealing nutri-

tious food and the serving thereof sev-

eral times a year to guests of Epiph-

any’s monthly meal for the public and 

church members.  

     McAuley’s staffers were assisted 

by Paddy, Sharon Applegate, Diane 

Kremer and Sally Johnson of Epiph-

any who invite all to participate again 

in this joy of sharing, friend with 

friend, November 20 from five to six 

o’clock at the church. We’ll set a place 

for you! 

Right: Diane adds hot 

garlic bread to her din-

ner; below: Tom Keller, 

donor of peanut butter 

brownies, surveys busy 

scene as Paddy greets a 

guest. 
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ALL AGLOW---Epiphany’s Isaac Waddell, 

eyes to the sky, reflects the mellow incandes-

cence of multiple hot air balloons floating 

heavenward from launching pads at Ur-

bana’s Grimes Field during a Balloon Festi-

val this fall.  

     Warm hearts at Our Saviour have collected winter 

coats, jackets, snowsuits, hats, scarves and gloves in a 

variety of sizes which are now available for the ask-

ing. The first distribution was in October, but outer-

wear will be on offer again at the church these dates 

and hours: November 9, 11 a.m.-2 p.m.; November 

16, 11 a.m.-2 p.m, and November 29, 12 noon-3 

p.m.  The inventory will also be available during 

Our Saviour’s Community Meals the last Wednes-

day of each month. Project organizers urge the public 

to come at these times as there will be no special ap-

pointments and no pickup or delivery of clothing. Do-

nations of clean, gently used outerwear are always 

welcome and gifts of cash can help re-stock popular 

infant and toddler sizes.  

Forecast: coat weather ahead 

Hymn stories 

ON STAGE — 
Isaac and Urbana 

second grade class-

mates perform a 

19th century Ameri-

can work song, “I 

Been Workin’ on 

the Railroad,” with 

appropriate cos-

tumes and hand 

gestures. It is one of 

an evening of musi-

cal vignettes pre-

sented for the pub-

lic by second year 

students. Thanks for 

the photos, Angela. 

     Hymns come from vastly different authors! For ex-

ample, the lyrics for Come Thou Fount of Every Bless-

ing were written by 23-year-old Robert Robinson in 

1758 after a youth spent in London with “a gang of 

hoodlums in a debauched life.” But when the Gang 

gathered to taunt “poor, deluded Methodists” listening 

to evangelist George Whitefield, Robert felt convicted. 

He repented, became a Christian. A happy ending? 

Not quite. Robert fell from grace---again and again---

his weakness noted in the hymn: wandering from the 

fold of God. He died in poverty and disgrace.  

     Quite a contrast to Londoner Henry Alford, Chris-

tian leader and author of  Come, Ye Thankful People, 

Come. Henry’s father was an Anglican clergyman as 

were his ancestors for several generations and Henry 

followed suit. At age 16 he wrote on the flyleaf of his 

Bible, “I do this day, in the presence of God and my 

own soul, renew my covenant with God, and solemnly 

determine henceforth to become His and to do His 

work as far as in me lies.” He did just that, becoming a 

distinguished theologian. 

God loveth  

a cheerful giver;  

He also accepteth from a grouch. 
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Once upon a stewardship Sunday 

     Rev. Brenton Carey, shown here with Mary McDavid during coffee hour at Epiphany, confided his love of 

theater---as a means of instruction as well as entertainment. His homily highlighted the dramatic scenes from 

Second Kings in which “Naaman, great man, a mighty warrior,” afflicted with leprosy, is counseled by the 

prophet Elisha and later by a servant. In a powerful scene, Naaman is cured of leprosy, ego and bad temper 

and, in a  triumphant finale, “he and all his company,” stand center stage before the Man of God, the prophet 

Elisha, and declare, “There is no God in all the earth except in Israel.” Curtain, applause. The moral of the 

drama, dear reader, is that not only the ordained, but we disciples can effectively preach the Gospel, the good 

news which cleanses and heals.   

     Some may recollect, as I do, when teams of clergy and/or deacons, fortified by an after-worship lunch 

Some may recollect, as I do, when teams of church deacons made formal calls at our farm homes on a cold 

Sunday afternoon under the auspices of the Every-Member Canvass. The family, still dressed in Sunday best, 

invited the callers into the parlor and all somewhat self-consciously arranged themselves. A few words about 

weather and crop harvests broke the silence and a deacon, assigned to convey the painful truth as quickly and 

congenially as possible, stated the obvious---that they were calling on behalf of the annual stewardship cam-

paign.  

     Hearing his cue, another gentleman retrieved papers from a pocket, and spoke gravely about the always-

limited church resources. The literature, with pledge card hopefully affixed, was handed over to the “man of 

the house”.  Women and children were mainly ornamental on such occasions despite the fact that most wives 

were full partners in farm businesses. 

     Accompanied by a respectful silence, the “Mister” produced a fountain pen and filled out the pledge card, 

inking in the amount that could be expected from this household for the coming year. Inserting the card into 

the envelope, he offered it to the nearest of the visitation team.  

     Amid muffled thanks and the sorting and donning of overcoats, guests moved as one to the door. Women 

and children restored to life and the stewardship team now recognizable as neighbors, all parted in genial rural 

vernacular, bringing down the curtain on a successful Stewardship Sunday.  



              

 Nov. 3     Regular service schedule, Rev. Melody Williams, presiding 

 Nov. 9     Browse winter coat collection, Our Saviour, 11 a.m.-2 p.m. 

 Nov. 10   Regular service schedule, Rev. Jason Leo, presiding 

        Vestry Meeting, Our Saviour following the service 

 Nov. 12   Worship Committee Meeting, Our Saviour, 5:30 p.m. 

 Nov. 16   Browse winter coat collection, Our Saviour, 11 a.m.-2 p.m. 

 Nov. 17   Regular service schedule, Rev. Melody Williams, presiding 

 Nov. 20   Community Meal, Epiphany, 5-6 p.m. 

 Nov. 25   Cluster Council Meeting, Epiphany, 5:30 p.m. 

                     Nov. 27    Community Meal, Our Saviour, 6 p.m. 

                     Nov. 28    Happy Thanksgiving  

   Nov. 29   Browse winter coat collection, Our Saviour,12 noon-3 p.m. 
     

       
   

  Sunday Worship Services: Our Saviour, 9:15 a.m., Epiphany, 11 a.m. 

 

 

   

Mark your calendars for November 
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