
Good morning! 
 
When I retired from teaching high school music for 42 years 
in Connecticut, I made a vow to never attend another 
meeting or engage in public speaking as long as I lived. 
Well, you can see how successful I was at keeping my 
promise. 
 I just happened to have encountered a little church in 
Denver called St. Andrew’s that changed my expectations for 
retirement in a rather dramatic fashion. 
When Lynne and I contemplated our move to Denver in 
2010, I asked a good friend where we might find the best 
church music in town. He without hesitation exclaimed, 
“Why that would be St. Andrew’s, of course.”  So on our next 
visit to Denver, we went to see if he was correct. As we had 
our first look at the beautiful sanctuary and approached our 
pew, parishioner Henry Jesse instantly turned around in his 
seat in front of us and warmly welcomed us. Then the 
heavenly music began, and I was totally hooked. After the 
service I met Kappellemeister Krueger and organist Frank 
Nowell, who kindly asked me if I wanted to try out the 
impressive Buzard organ. Of course, I did. And we definitely 
wanted to experience Coffee Hour where we happily 
discovered that every parishioner we met made us feel 
totally at home. We quickly realized that this was where we 
belonged. 
And both of us found so many things to love about St. 
Andrew’s that made us want to be involved, whether it was 
some painting projects, flower arranging, outreach 



committee, organ tuning, Friends of music planning or just 
doing my job, which I adore. 
This is an important moment in St. Andrew’s history. We are 
beginning to emerge from a dark period of a serious 
pandemic, of critical environmental concerns,  challenges to 
our democracy, and a homeless and drug epidemic that 
seems to defy any solution. 
 
St. Andrew’s has always faced significant financial 
challenges. If you don’t think so, read Phyllis Kester’s book 
“Small Church serves big city” and see how this place has 
continually struggled over the years. And yet, in the 
grimmest of times, this little parish has always found a way 
to stay relevant and  essential. 
  
When I arrived twelve years ago, I  had never experienced a 
church that was able to so much with such a limited plant. 
When I took on the job of organist, I discovered that my 
office would be a gray Rubbermaid storage tub next to the 
organ console. OK, I said, I can make that work, but wait?  no 
choir rehearsal room? No problem. However, there are some 
issues that over time cannot be easily ignored. Most of our 
choir robes are at least a dozen years old and have exceeded 
their life expectancy. Our wonderful pipe organ Is now 
entering its 22nd year and beginning  to misbehave and give 
us some frustrating mechanical issues that need serious 
attention. Mind you, I am only talking about musical 
concerns here. Most of you are well aware of other parts of 
our building that desperately need repair such as the 
undercroft floor, the deteriorating parking lot surfaces, the 



church walls and ceilings damaged by leaks, and certain 
embarrassing areas in the parish house that I will not specify 
at this time. Many of us are homeowners, and we realize how 
much of our financial resources we have to devote to our 
failing furnaces and air conditioners, worn-out appliances, 
leaking roofs, crumbling siding, overgrown lawns, dead 
trees, peeling paint, etc. . The church is no different. We 
might assume that God will keep our splendid building 
standing forever, but I suspect that He already has more 
than He can handle. 

Think about it. Are we willing to support this church home 
that we all love? And make it possible for the staff to do their 
jobs effectively, expand our vitally important outreach 
mission, give our children and grandchildren a quality 
religious education and preserve our exquisite sanctuary 
and parish house, initiating the maintenance and 
improvements that they need. I ask you to please join me in 
prayerfully considering your financial support of this special 
place in the coming year, our spiritual home where we can 
feel safe and loved and surrounded by beauty. Whatever you 
decide, remember the words of Winston Churchill when he 
said, 

“We make a living by what we get. We make a life by what 
we give.” 
 
 

 

 



 


