
The theme of this year’s pledge campaign is ‘God sets a table in the wilderness,’ and we’ve been asked 

to think about a series of questions, one each week.  This week’s question is ‘How am I fed at this table?’  

I will start with last week’s question – what brought me here.  I came in the fall of 2002.  Like, I suspect, 

many of you, I was drawn here by the quality and mystery of worship, the beauty of the music, the 

thoughtful preaching, and also what I knew of the passion for helping the vulnerable and working for 

justice.  And I am fed by all of that, but also by more:  

When I came the nave ended where the pews stop, and the back wall behind the altar was about at the 

front of the area where the chairs are.  Two capital campaigns, loans from parishioners, and a mortgage 

-- and the dedication, love and hard work of more than 100 parishioners -- have given us this space, the 

Delzell meeting room downstairs, the Godly Play space, and even the Common Room in the parish 

house.   I was and am fed by witnessing all of that love made real. 

You don’t have to just wear your ‘Sunday face’ here.  From the newcomer’s dinner I went to in 2002 

through the memorial services in the past few months to this past Sunday at Coffee Hour, I’ve heard 

people here share the most important parts of their lives – which might be unspoken in so many other 

environments – some for celebration, some to try to understand a good or tragic thing, some in trust 

that help will be offered or just that it’s better not to bear the burden alone.  This last Sunday I was 

struck with what a gift that is to me – letting me be part of that trusted community, and also opening it 

for me to trust.   

For me, worship and reaching out are two parts of one thing, one feeding the other and neither 

complete without the other. I am so lucky to sing with this choir.  One can hear its excellence – but 

everyone is also kind, which I depend on often as an amateur singer; and I am grateful for our clarity 

about being part of worship.   And I have been fed by the many ways we have tried to live out our care 

for the vulnerable, particularly the homeless.  That passion for the vulnerable is still very much alive -- in 

the hard, continuing and sometimes heartbreaking work of so many for the tiny house village and the 

partnership with MHCD; and in our continuing commitment to St. Francis day center for the homeless, 

Metro Caring’s support for families in need, and Family Promise, housing families in churches on a 

rotating basis; and in the work of our relatively new Social Justice Task Force.   

I have served as a member of the Vestry and for the last few years as Clerk, and have been privileged to 

listen in on its work.  Every year the group changes, but the quality of the conversations and the work 

remains.  However hard the question is, however passionately argued, they have always worked in trust 

with each other.  They work so hard on so many fronts, one of which is the budget – worrying for all of 

us about how to afford making our dreams real, growing the ministries so important to our common life, 

paying staff fairly, and whether the boiler is going to make it another year.  Watching their faithful work 

moves and feeds me. 

And I am fed, really and truly, by pledging and giving here.  When I first started going to church as an 

adult I felt pretty good about throwing about the price of a movie ticket into the plate every week – 

after all, I just occupied a pew for a couple of hours, so I was paying my way, right?   So although I very 

much appreciated and was grateful for what I received there, I was behaving primarily as audience 

rather than a member of the body, and wasn’t giving thought to how much it cost to keep the doors 

open, the heat on, the clergy and staff paid, and everything that made it possible for the place to 

welcome and feed me when I came.  When I started pledging, that changed me and my relationship to 

the church; I actually experienced what Jesus might have meant in saying “where your treasure is, there 



shall your heart be also.”   I had heard it as a passive statement; now I hear it as active – where you send 

your treasure, your heart will follow.   

I’m fed by knowing that this is OUR place, our community, our village – where we live together and no 

one is simply audience.  We see each other through all of the milestones from birth to earth -- celebrate 

births, baptisms, children growing up, confirmations, weddings, anniversaries, and the lives of those 

who have died.  We work together, sing together, argue and dream together, gather around each 

other’s griefs and joys.   St. Andrew’s is a wonderful place to invest one’s heart. I commend it to you.    

 

 


