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As I was sitting down to dinner on Thursday evening, my phone rang. I didn’t 

recognise the number but I answered the call anyway. Immediately, I knew I had made a 

mistake. “May I speak with Dr. Susan Trickett?” the caller asked. No one who knows me 

calls me “Dr. Trickett”. I cautiously replied, “This is she.” “I’m calling from George Mason 

University,” my caller announced, and my heart sank a little bit more. I knew what was 

coming. After we had established that both of us were quite well, he continued, “I see that 

you have 3 degrees from George Mason, and I find that very impressive. Could you tell me 

about your dissertation research?”  

Could I! I confess to having been tempted—very tempted! Nobody asks about one’s 

dissertation research. Even my mother didn’t care about my dissertation research! But 

instead, I said, “I could, but I think you’re actually calling to ask me for a financial 

contribution, and I’ll tell you truthfully that I’m not going to make one at this time.” Though 

taken aback by my directness, he valiantly but falsely assured me that he was really 

interested in my dissertation, and that though it was true that Mason was conducting its 

annual appeal, it was more important to the university to reach out and connect with its 

alums. “That’s nice,” I said, “but I am still not interested in making a gift. “I understand,” he 

persisted, “but would you be willing to give $100?” “No,” I said (thinking to myself, 

Apparently he hasn’t noticed that two of those degrees are in Psychology, and therefore I 

know exactly what his game is),  “I told you that I’m not going to make a gift.” “Ah,” he went 

on, “I really don’t mean to pester you, but I wonder if I can put you down for just $20?” “But 

you are pestering me,” I said, “I have told you three times now that I am not interested in 

making a gift.” I’ll spare you the rest of the story, but let’s just say it did not end well. 

I could easily have given $20, but I chose not to. This small incident has caused me 

to reflect on my giving; where and how much and most importantly why I give. Like most of 
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you, although I must seem wealthy in the eyes of the world, in the context in which I live I 

have modest means. Like most of you, each year I give to a number of causes that I like to 

support. Mostly, perhaps also like many of you, I give in small amounts, $50 here, $100 

there, a rather shameful $10 a month to Colorado Public Radio—just enough to get me a CD 

of the World’s Best Loved Christmas Carols. 

But when it comes to St. Andrew’s, I give a tithe, or 10% of what I have, and my 

recent reflections around my giving have caused me to dig deeper into why that is. My new 

friend at George Mason tried to forge a connection to lure me into giving, albeit by 

following a poor script. I have a very strong connection here.  Last week, for example, when 

my dog Sandy suddenly needed surgery, I received an outpouring of prayers, concern, and 

love. (I know we are a community of animal-lovers, but this is NOT the part of my talk that I 

hope you will remember!) My point is simply that I am deeply connected here, I am known, 

and I belong. But that is not why I give to St. Andrew’s.  

I reflect further. Do I give because I believe in our vision—and in our mission that 

guides the day-to-day activities of our ministries? I am firmly committed to them, it’s 

true—but I also believe in CPR’s mission—much more than my $10 a month suggests—and 

I am genuinely passionate about education and grateful for my time at George Mason. The 

St. Andrew’s vision and mission inspire me—but they are not what inspires me to give. 

I am completing my fifth year on the vestry, and my last year as Senior Warden. I am 

intimately, and sometimes painfully, aware of the financial needs of the parish. If you have 

served on the vestry here or anywhere else, you know what I mean. Vestries develop a 

deep understanding of a parish’s financial needs. We can make a positive Greek Chorus of 

Lament, beginning with the tag line “If only….” “If only the parish understood the cost of 

running this place!” “If only the parish would tithe!” “If only the parish would use King 
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Sooper’s gift cards!” “If only….” But that’s not it, either. In knowing the parish’s needs, to be 

honest, all I do is sign on for a lot of sleepless nights. As an individual, I can’t hope to make 

even a dent and my gift is tiny in comparison to our need. The financial value of my pledge 

is insignificant apart from the combined pledges of everyone in our community.  

Once I exhaust these and other possibilities, I’m left with this: The reason I give to St. 

Andrew’s is simple; I tithe because it is what I believe God asks of me. St. Andrew’s is the 

channel for that giving, because  I believe that in carrying out our mission, we at St. 

Andrew’s are doing God’s work. Like prayer and receiving the Eucharist, tithing is part of 

my spiritual practice. Like prayer and coming to church, I don’t always want to do it. But as 

with any discipline, I’ve found it gets easier with practice, and I now see increasing my 

pledge and learning to be joyful about it as outward and inward signs of my own spiritual 

growth. God gives me everything I have, and asks me to give a portion of it back to God. It’s 

not a requirement; it’s a request. Unlike George Mason, God doesn’t play games with me or 

try to trick me into giving by making me feel guilty. As with all God’s interactions with me, I 

have a free choice—and yet, when I deeply think about it, I have no choice at all. It’s one of 

those true paradoxes that we at St. Andrew’s seem to be able to hold so well: I have a free 

choice, and yet in having free choice, I have no choice. Now that’s a kind of psychology they 

don’t teach you in graduate school! 

Our stewardship theme this year is not, “Let’s try to make connections by expressing 

fake interest in each other.” We are already deeply connected; we are bound together as 

members of the body of Christ. No, our theme is “So We Today Our First Fruits Bring”: 

In gratitude and humble trust 
we bring our best today, 

to serve your cause and share your love 
with all humanity. 

O God, who gave yourself to us 
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in Jesus Christ your Son, 
teach us to give ourselves each day 

until life's work is done. 
 

We sometimes talk about “sacrificial giving”. The word sacrifice has two meanings—

its common use of “to give up something of value” and its etymological or root meaning “to 

make holy”. When we bring our first fruits to God, when we bring the cream of our crop, 

when we sacrifice by giving up the best that we have, what we offer is made holy, no matter 

how big or small the gift.  

Every year at this time, we invite each of you to consider what your financial gift will 

be and to commit to that gift in the form of a pledge. We invite reflection on deep and 

personally challenging questions: What does being generous mean to me? How is 

practicing radical generosity different from merely being generous? What does it mean to 

me to sacrifice? What inspires me to give? Could I give more? Do I want to give more? Do I 

feel “pestered” when I’m asked to give more? Who is asking? Am I responding to the 

vestry’s “ask” or God’s “ask”? What is God asking of me? How do we share God’s love with 

all humanity? What does it mean to say that the tree of life is growing here?  

I’ve tried to share with you some of the ways I’ve been thinking about these 

questions as I consider  my own pledge for next year, and without pestering you, I invite 

you to join me in a deeply prayerful conversation not only about what God is asking of each 

of us, but also about what God is inviting us into, individually and as a body, as, also 

individually and as a body, we respond to God’s request.  

 
Susan Trickett 
October 4, 2015 


