
I am a planner. I'm good at details, and I’m good at getting things done. I like to make a plan 
and stick to it. I like to feel that I'm in control. The theme of our stewardship campaign, “God 
sets a table for us in the wilderness,” got me to thinking about how I like to be the one to set the 
table, and led me to recognize instances in my life when I had done just that, and was led to a 
different feast than the one I planned. 
 
From 7th grade on, I knew I was going to be a high school choir director. I sang in and/or 
accompanied every choral ensemble available to me in my little community in the Upper 
Peninsula of Michigan. I went to Michigan State University and, with careful planning, graduated 
in exactly four years. I then went straight to Miami of Ohio for my masters degree and by 
maximising summer classes, finished my coursework in just over a year, ready to dive into my 
dream job. The dream, however, did not last long. I was miserable in my work, and struggled to 
understand how my years of planning, of setting the table, had failed me. I abandoned my 
career as a high school choir director, feeling like an utter failure, and accidentally discovered 
my niche when I fell into the position of choir director at Lansing Community College. I had been 
at the wrong table, and had finally allowed myself to be led, gratefully, to the banquet prepared 
for me.  
 
Life now back on track, I set a new table. I saw my life in Lansing stretching out before me - the 
community college, the Lutheran church choir I was directing, the little condo I was about to buy, 
and variously, either a miraculously happy marriage to the on-again, off-again boyfriend/fiance 
or a contentedly single life filled with friends and purpose. And then I took the opportunity to 
spend a couple of summer months singing in the Santa Fe Desert Chorale. There was a 
completely different feast waiting for me in the desert, the best one of my life. By the end of that 
summer, I knew it was time to clear the table in Michigan and start a new life in Denver with 
Tim. The icing on the cake was that St. Andrew's became my spiritual home. The congregation 
was a lot smaller back then, and on a good day there were 6 to 8 in the choir; but the love felt 
just as big as it does now. 
 
Tim and I were both brought up by parents who tithed, and for the first few years of our 
marriage, we talked about it, but never felt we could afford to actually do it. When I was asked to 
be a co-chair of the massive, three-year capital campaign here at St. Andrew's in 2006, Tim and 
I discussed our plan for giving, and came up with a figure that we felt stretched us a bit, but that 
we knew we could handle. So the table was set. Then came the actual campaign - the 
involvement and energy of the people we love here in our beloved community, the excitement of 
what we were all doing together, and the inspiration of the Holy Spirit who felt nearly tangible in 
this place. Tim and I both felt compelled and privileged to triple the pledge we had originally 
decided upon, and were surprised to realize we were now actually tithing. We felt like we had 
been moved up from the kids’ table to the grown ups’! The whole congregation was similarly 
divinely inspired, and we flew past our goal of $650,000 - the campaign raised over $900,000, 
and resulted in the beautiful sanctuary that we worship in today. 
 
Similarly miraculous things both large and small have transpired over and over during my 21 
years as a member of the family of St. Andrew's. This is a place of relationship, of sanctuary, of 



beauty; a “thin place,” where we feel our hearts and minds opened to the Divine, and where we 
trustingly accept the invitation to the feast. The table is set before us. What will we offer to 
express our gratitude? 
 


