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     So here’s what I did today.  After 
pulverizing (yes I am bragging about it) my 
racquetball partner again today, in walks 
this 18 year old kid who asked “mind if I 
play”?  Sure…why not.  Now I could tell by 
looking at his very expensive racquet that 
he was an “A” level player…me?  Not so 
much.  You are probably expecting me to 
describe some miraculous shots that 
propelled me to victory over someone more 
than half my age…not so much.  I did score 
7 points; although the more I think about it 
the more I tend to believe that they were 
given to me.  I haven’t enjoyed playing 
racquetball that much in a very long time.  
See…Rodney (my regular guy) and I play 
together so much that I find myself able to 
guess what he’s gonna do most of the time.  
If he’s closer to the wall than me he’s gonna 
hit it to my right…if I hit a high shot off the 
ceiling then he’s gonna return it with 
another high shot off the ceiling.  If he 
“faults” on his first serve then I know that 
his second serve will be “easy pickings” for 
me.  But this new young skinny guy?  Man 
he had me on my toes…I had to think in a 
whole new way…I had no idea what he’d 
do so I just tried my best to play my best…
no guessing with this guy…gotta think in a 
whole new way. 
     In my Easter Sunday sermon I said that 
we were standing at the empty tomb…what 
would we do now?  Run away in fear (like 
the 2 women at the tomb)…put our hands in 
our pockets and just “go back home” (as the 
Gospel of Luke tells it)?  Or do we dare take 
a look inside of that tomb and know that we 
can never be the same once we’ve looked?  
Well we all took a peak didn’t we?  By my 
calendar it’s been approximately 11 days 
since we looked…are we transformed?  Are 
we changed?  Is life different?  Am I 
thinking in a whole new way or have I 

returned to business as usual?  Sad to say I 
find myself in the business as usual camp.  
Oh sure my office is purple now but that’s 
about the only change I see in my life right 
now.  This is not what God intends for us.  
Life with Jesus Christ is never a “stagnant 
thing”…it is always moving forward…it 
changes us every day (sometimes in ways 
that we don’t even understand).  Life with 
Jesus Christ is about living in the world of 
the impossible and the improbable.  Life 
with Jesus Christ demands that we think in 
entirely different ways about ourselves and 
our world.  Life with Jesus Christ most 
definitely keeps us “on our toes”…we may 
have no idea what’s waiting for us around 
the corner so every day is lived as an 
attempt to live it all out as best we can.  I 
think that’s what God expects. 
     I was listening to a sermon the other day 
that started out like this; “I am about to 
preach way beyond how I live…there is a 
significant gap between what I proclaim and 
how I live”.  His very honest words make 
my point…living life with Jesus moves us 
to close the gap between the lives we are 
living and the lives that Jesus calls us to 
live…it moves us to live life differently 
than we did yesterday.  We are called to 
close the gap…some days it might move an 
inch, other days less than that.  So I pray 
that the empty tomb has transformed us 
once and for all.  I pray that what turned out 
to be an extraordinarily special Lent, Holy 
Week, and Easter will leave a lasting 
impression on us.  I pray that it will move 
us to think in a brand new way…that we 
will begin to KNOW that we can live the 
Gospel to the best of our ability…every 
day…no matter what. 
 

God bless you… 
 

Father Mike+ 
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 We are continuing with the next in a series of 
articles about words/customs/ services in the Episcopal 
church.  This month I’d like to tell you a little about St. 
John’s church building.    

 St. John’s Episcopal Church of LaPorte, Texas is 
a church of Old English country village design.  There 
are three areas of note:  First, is the Chancel  which 
encompasses the area around the altar and choir.  Second, 
the “Nave” which comes from the Latin word “Navis”, 
meaning ship, noting the large space running between the 

chancel and the narthex.  In St. John’s case this is 
reminiscent of a ship turned over.   Third, the Narthex is 
a vestibule or room between the main door to the outside 
and the main door to the Nave.  It is traditional church 
architecture and is usually a space where those coming to 
worship gather to remove coats, be greeted by ushers and 
chat with other parishioners.   

Your Brother in Christ 

Bob Blakeway 
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 The St. John's Music Team out shown itself 
for Lent, Holy Week, and Easter this year!  We had 
special works by the choir, the brass and string 
ensembles, vocal and instrumental solos, and it was 
topped off by the junior choir and handbells on 
Easter!  Thank you to all who worked so hard to 
make it possible!  And special thanks to Clint Brown 
for being so generous with his time and talent even 
before he takes over as Music Director - he made it 

possible to raise our music to the next level!     

 Members of the Music Team will be 
rehearsing in the church every Wednesday evening at 
7 from now on, right after the 6 p.m. service.  
Rehearsals may be for the choir, instruments, or 
sectionals, so everyone will not be attending every 
week.  We'll keep you posted, Music Team Members.  
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In lieu of gifts, please consider a donation to St. 
John’s Episcopal Church to one of the following 

programs: 
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 Ladies, our next meeting will be May 9th.  
Join us for coffee and fellowship at 1:30 Saturday 
afternoon. We will begin our meeting at 2:00 pm.  
Since the next day is Sunday, “Mother’s Day” let us 
share something special about our mothers and bring 
a favorite picture.  If your Mom is visiting, please 
bring her along as well. 

 Dorothy Alban, our Daughter in San Antonio 
is celebrating her 90th birthday this weekend and 
Helen Crowder and Linda Robertson have gone to 
celebrate with her.  I have sent greetings  from our 
chapter to Dorothy. 

 Carol Ford had a birthday April 12th and 
Frances and Gordon’s 40th wedding anniversary 
was April 26th. 

 

For His Sake, 

Alice Sparks 
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 For hundreds of years, it has been the church’s 
obligation to serve its congregation from baptism to death.  
We should never forget that the church is the center of our 
spiritual life Including death and burial. 

  Establishing a columbarium will provide St. 
John’s the rare opportunity to revive the church burial 
tradition which has been long respected throughout history 
by many of the world’s great churches.  It further provides 
for an ongoing feeling of togetherness with friends and 
family who have gone before us to be with Our Lord.  It 
also gives families a much less expensive alternative to the 
traditional funeral and burial expense.  A columbarium is 
a group of niches which contain the cremated remains of 
the deceased. It can be designed in many different ways 
and installed in any location as best suits the church’s 

congregation.   

 Our St. John’s vestry has done an exhaustive 
feasibility study and has since voted, with the generous 
gift from the Lester Hamblin family, to proceed with this 
very special project.  It has been further decided that our 
columbarium will be located in the Narthex of our church.   

 We should be ever mindful that St. John’s  is the 
center of our spiritual life beginning with baptism, 
confirmation, Eucharist and marriage.  So then it follows 
that death and burial be part of this life in Christ at our 
beloved St. John’s.   
 

Your brother in Christ, 

Bob Blakeway 

St. John’s Vestry 

 Well once again I have positive news, although 
we are a tiny bit ($600) behind in our pledges, over all 
income is in line with budget and expenses are below 
(although we’ve not seen our summer electric bills yet. 
 I did want to point out one area of concern that 
needs our prayerful attention.  The financial reserves of 
our After School Program and Kids Count continue to 
trend downward.  As much of the funding comes from 
charitable foundations, and these same foundations have 
been impacted significantly by the flux in the financial 
markets – giving is way down.  Kathy works diligently in 
seeking funds – but in spite of those efforts current 
balances are just over $80,000 while in March of 2007 
they were almost $130,000.  Please keep the program in 
your thoughts and prayers.  If your employer participates 
in United Way matching – that could be a direct help – 
we have several of those contributing.  Also if you hear 
of grants or opportunities, please let us know.  I do not 
doubt that God will continue to provide for this program, 

but we need to be eyes and ears too! 
 And on another totally random note – I wanted to 
share some information I’ve recently discussed on auto 
insurance (I’m not an agent – so please ask yours).  As 
you many know Alex drives my old Buick wagon – he’s 
an under 25 male driver – so insurance is not cheap.  I do 
not carry collision on that car.  Basically he’s got the car 
but if he wrecks it – his fault – he has to pay for the 
repairs – they are not covered.  However, if he’s hit by 
someone else – either our “uninsured motorist” covers it, 
or the at fault driver.  I also carry comprehensive on that 
car – at less than $10 per month.  This does not cover a 
wreck, but would cover the car if it was stolen, flooded, 
had a tree fall on it, burned up, pretty much anything else 
that is outside of his control.  If high water keeps 
recurring – this is a coverage you might want to keep in 
mind. 
 
Thanks for your faithfulness 
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 What a great job all of our Acolytes did this past 
month with Holy Week and Easter!  We could not have 
done it without you! Acolyte schedules are sent via the 
newsletter and are also posted in the lay ministry 
schedule on St. John's website.   This time around we 
have put the schedule together for May and June. Look 
closely at the schedule and let me know as soon as 
possible if it seems you have been left out of the rotation. 
We are a rapidly growing ministry and there will be some 
hiccups on the schedules early on.  
 Very important: Remember to find a 
replacement for yourself if you know you cannot be there 
for your scheduled Sunday! This will be especially 
important as we head into the summer months and more 
family activities take you out of town or off to mission 
trips and the schedule grows to two months at a time.  If 
you have any other Acolyte related questions please call 
me at  832-212-1217 or  emai l  me at 
lsborkowski@hotmail .com.   Anyone contemplating 
joining our core of Acolytes or any current Acolyte that 
wishes to be trained as a Crucifer should contact me and I 
could provide individual or small group trainings 
immediately following a 10:30 service of their 
choice. Just let me know.  
 All current Acolytes:  I’ve been tasked with 
finding which size robes we need for our Acolytes.  
Please email me to let me know your height and build 
dimensions so that we can order new ones. Some of our 
current ones are shabby, and need to be replaced.     
Fr. Mike has also asked for the acolytes to please have 
less communication and fidgeting during the service, 
especially during communion since this can be a 
distraction to him and to those worshipping in the 
congregation. Our Vergers have asked me to remind the 

Acolytes to please refrain from wearing open toed-shoes 
and sandals while serving.  
As always the following items of note for Acolytes or 
the parents of Acolytes still apply:    
1) If you are interested in becoming an Acolyte (or 

becoming a Crucifer) do not hesitate to call me at 
832-212-1217.  

2) If you need a different size robe than is available 
currently in the Acolyte preparation room, let me 
know (again at the above number if you can’t get a 
hold of me in church) so that I can order more and 
get the matter resolved. This month we are putting an 
order out for new robes. Please email with your 
height and dimensions!  

3) Normally you should let me know before the 10th of a 
given month if you are unavailable to serve in the 
subsequent month so that I can include your absence 
on the schedule. However, May through June will be 
scheduled already by the time you are reading this! 
Summer will continue with two months scheduled at 
a time. This means you should let me know before 
the 10th of a given month if you are unavailable to 
serve in the subsequent two months. So that would 
mean before June 10th for the July – August schedule.  

4) Remember, it is your responsibility to find your 
replacement if you are not able to serve on your 
scheduled Sunday. Acolyte trainees at an 8:00 
service will not need to find a replacement but should 
still let me know if you cannot serve so that they may 
be placed at another 8:00 service to finish their 
training.    

5) You have all been doing a great job!      
Your Acolyte Master, 
Nick Borkowski  

� � � � � +�������#�!	� � � #������	������!	���

�

�

�

�

���������
� �������"���B������������"����C������!�� ��������� ����������"����
����	�� �������	���"��������6���D	��

��
��	�!�������������� ����������"����	��	��	�� ��� �������������5�����!��	��2�	������5�����
����	����	�������"��� ������������������!��������2� �����2�������  



PAGE 7 THE EAGLE MAY 2009 

$ 10 tickets  *on sale Sundays now until the festival* 

Volunteers needed !!! 
(sign-ups in Faith Hall) 

*1 hour increments (for working at a booth) 

*you can also sign-up to sponsor a booth 
 

*if you can sell tickets 

 contact Steve Gallington 
 

This is a great time for fellowship 

 & the profits benefit 

 The Camp Allen Scholarship Fund 

 to send our kids to camp 
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 "St. John's had made it possible for me and my 
dad to live together without help.  It has also made me 
new friends and helps me with my homework.  St. John's 
i s  a  v e r y  h e l p f u l  o r g a n i z a t i o n . " 
 
 
 
 
 "St. John's has helped me by giving me the 
knowledge of Christ.  They give me shelter so that my 
parents can go to work.  When I get hurt they use aid and 
comfort.  We get to do our homework so we don't have to 
do it at home.  And after we finish our homework you get 
to go outside.  Before you go do your homework we read 
for about 20 minutes, but if you act up, they add more 
time (5 minutes each time you act up!)  The teachers 
there...no need to worry.  They are awesome.  They play 
with you, they help you with your homework, and if they 
don't have anything to do and you ask them if they could 
catch you up on some work they might as well do it.  They 

don't have anything else to do.  Everyone there is nice to 
you no matter what you do.  I'm not saying they aren't 
strict, but there not like "Oh, you can do whatever you 
want".  No they aren't anything like that.  They are in the 
middle you know...not too strict but not too nice either.  
Oh, well, back to what I was saying.  One of our teachers 
there left last Friday.  It was sad but it didn't feel like it.  
His name was Mr. Michael.  He was the one who was my 
leader. No worries.  Now we have Miss Dalesha.  But can 
you guess who my favorite was.  No you can't because 
he's gone.  But my favorite-favorite is Mrs. Kathy.  
Although she isn't a teacher she still is my favorite.  She is 
like the boss.  Everyone answers to her..  I like that.  And 
plus she is nicer to us than any other teacher.  She 
disciplines when she needs to, but when she don't need to 
discipline then she is really nice and peaceful.  And since 
St. John's After School Program is so popular, there are 
sometime people in your class or people you know going 
there too.  When you get to 6th grade you can't go there 
anymore, but you can volunteer there.  Next year I won't 
be going there, but I would wish to volunteer to help 
there.  I heard it would be fun.  St. John's has helped me 
out in the past and I hope it will help me out in the future."  

(��2����	������	��2�������	�

 

 Terri Hemingway and Mike Clawson have started 
a "gardening club" with children from the After School 
Program.  They come (weather permitting) two days a 
week and work with the children.  You can see their 
"green thumbs" by looking at the beds in front                 
of Faith Hall.  They are immaculate!! 
 
 Terri works with at-risk teens in Dickenson.  She 
is also on the board of the After School Program.  When 
Terri first came on the board she said, "If we could get the 
teens BEFORE they are in high school, and teach them 
responsibility, I think the chance of change would be so 
much greater!"  So, Terri put her money where her    
mouth was.  She started a gardening club with        
children in the after school program.  You cannot teach 
responsibility overnight, but the "seeds" are being 
planted.  You can   see the pride on their faces every    
t i m e  t h e y  w a l k  p a s t  t h e  g a r d e n s . 
 
 Kudo's to Mike and Terri for their work with our 
children.  We love and appreciate you very much. 
 
Ms. Kathy and staff  
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This letter is from a 5th grader. 

This was written by a 4th grade child.  It is short, 
but says volumes in content. 
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I stared out of the sunny window of a Greyhound 
bus, watching shoppers rush in and out of the Quinsey 
Mall. A Saturday mall trip was normally rather pleasant, 
but today it didn’t seem like enough. Another weekend at 
the same mall. I checked my watch. Four o’ clock. I had 
just enough time to get home and to my art lesson. 
Another boring, same old art lesson. And I was going 
home on a boring, same old bus to my boring, same old 
bedroom in the boring, same old house. As I reflected on 
how tremendously boring my life was, someone in 
particular caught my eye. I pulled my forehead up off the 
window to get a better look. 
 A girl about my age was walking out of the mall, 
looking a bit rushed. In her left hand was a dirty-looking 
backpack, in the right a large shopping bag. She carried a 
chocolate-chip cookie (from the Nestle` Toll House 
booth, I suspected) in between her teeth, and I couldn’t 
help but notice that her shoes didn’t match. 
 The girl half-skipped, half-ran towards the bus, 
panting and grumbling from behind the cookie. The 
driver, who had been about to take off, pulled a face and 
opened the door. The girl stumbled inside, muttering to 
herself, and stood up front for a few moments. In that few 
moments, I took time to really look her over. 
 She had long and messy sandy-blonde hair that 
reached her lower back. Her eyes were bright blue and a 
bit large, contrasting a small, pale nose. The plain gray t-
shirt and faded blue jeans made it obvious- this girl 
wasn’t a rich snob like most people on the bus. Because 
of her obviously disheveled looks, many people denied 
her a seat. Soon she got to me. 
 “Hey,” she said happily through her full mouth, 
perking up at once. This girl, I concluded then and there, 
was some kind of different. Not in a bad way, as a matter 
of fact she seemed like quite a nice person, but she was 
just… different. Most people in the town on Quinsey are 
irritable and high-class (Even the thirteen-year-olds like 

us)- you wouldn’t expect to see a girl like this in our 
town. Which, I’m pretty sure, is the exact reason I let her 
sit down. 
 “Id dis seat-” she began, but I cut her off. 
 “No, go ahead.” 
 She gave me a grateful sort of smile and sat 
down, throwing her things down by our feet. This 
allowed her to take the cookie out of her mouth and 
speak properly. I decided to strike up a conversation. 
 “My name’s Heather,” I said after a few seconds 
had passed. The bus gave a lurch and we started moving. 
I held out a hand for her to shake, which is what we do 
around here. We shake hands.  
 The girl smiled. “I’m Ellie.” Instead of shaking 
my hand, however, she grasped it the opposite way and 
pushed it up and down two times. At least it’s some kind 
of greeting, I told myself. 
 She let go of my hand and reached into her 
backpack. After a few moments she came back up and 
opened a small orange tin. “Ice Breaker?” she offered, 
popping one into her own mouth. 
 I hesitated. For a moment I could hear Mom: 
Don’t accept candy or treats from anyone you don’t 
know, Heather. But who was I kidding? I was perfectly 
safe. This was another kid, not a freaky tattoo-faced 
punk. 
 My apprehensiveness must have played on my 
face, though, because Ellie said, “Don’t worry, I didn’t 
poison ‘em or anything. I had one, didn’t I?” She rattled 
the tin in my direction. 
 Without thinking any more about it I selected a 
Tangerine Passion and dropped it into my mouth. I let it 
hang there on my tongue while I glanced out the window 
at the pristine rows of houses that lined the streets. They 
were different colors and shapes, but in my mind they all 
sort of seemed the same. Each one had a neat lawn, a 
fancy car parked in the driveway, and a door with a 
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Our very own Christine Harris received a National Gold Medal for her short story “Ellie”!  

Christine and Sandi will be going to New York where Christine will receive her Gold Medal at Carnegie Hall, on 
June 4th.  During the trip, Christine will have the opportunity to attend workshops with writers and publishers and 
have a public reading of her story in Bryant Park.  Congratulations, Christine!  We are so proud of you!   

'��
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The Alliance for Young Artists & Writers is pleased to announce the winners of The Scholastic Art & Writing 
Awards of 2009.  This year 140,000 works were submitted to 81 Regional Affiliates. 
 

*10,000 students were honored as regional Gold Key winners 
*1,000 students earned National awards—Gold & silver medals and American Visions and Voices Medals 
 

In its 86 year history, The Awards have bestowed honors on some of America’s most celebrated creative leaders 
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strangely shaped knocker. Not much variety, if you ask 
me. 
 “So, Heather, how’s your day been so far?” came 
the voice of my new acquaintance, shaking me out of my 
thoughts. I was glad that she had said something. I knew I 
would be too shy to actually think of anything to say. 
 “It’s been-“ I was about to say fine, but for some 
reason I didn’t feel like lying to this girl. “-boring,” I 
finished finally. “I have an art lesson in about an hour, but 
other than that nothing very eventful ’s happened.” 
 “What did you get at the mall?” She asked, 
sounding mildly interested, like she was asking me 
something that wasn’t a big deal but was still interesting. 
She took a quick bite of her cookie. 
 “A pair of earrings and a few outfits. Getting 
ready for summer, y’ know? Oh, and I got a new 
paintbrush. Gotta have those art supplies.” 

“I’m assuming you’re an artist.” Ellie put sort of a 
mock French accent on the word ‘artist’, which made me 
smile. 

“Yeah, I guess I am. I like drawing and painting, 
mostly. And chalk. Chalk is fun to draw with, especially if 
you’re working with scenes like sunsets or foggy roads…” 

Ellie must have listened to me talk about art for 
quite a while before I asked her what kind of stuff she 
liked to do. She explained that her sort of passion was 
climbing. When I asked her to elaborate, she talked about 
how much she loved to climb pretty much anything- trees, 
hills, cliffs, rock walls, sides of houses, etc. As she 
explained this I came to notice that she did have muscular 
arms and fairly large shoulders. I could see why she was a 
good climber. 

I barely noticed when the bus came to a halt on 
my street. Oddly enough, Ellie seemed to realize where we 
were just as I did, and we rose simultaneously from our 
seats. “Oh, this is your stop, too?” I asked her. 

My new friend simply nodded and reached down 
to pick up her things. We gathered our bags and were 
jostled out of the bus with a couple other passengers, who 
paid me little attention and Ellie even less. As we stepped 
off the crowded Greyhound and onto the sidewalk, Ellie 
gave me a look. It was an interesting look- it seemed full 
of gratitude, like she was just thanking me for existing. 
After a moment she broke the gaze and strode up to a stop 
sign. She dropped her things, leaned against it and crossed 
her arms. 

“Sooo…” she said slowly, scuffing one of her 
sneakers in the grass. “You live right on this street?” 

I nodded. “Yep. The blue house at the very end. 
You?” 

“A couple blocks down that way,” she told me 
casually, shaking her head in the direction of the road 
behind her. “I’d better get going. Val is probably starting 

to wonder where I am.” 
I gave her an understanding smile. “Yeah. I don’t 

wanna be late for my art lesson. But…” I considered the 
situation for a moment. “Here,” I said finally, reaching 
into my small purse and pulling out a pen. I dug around 
for a moment and found a piece of scratch paper. I hastily 
scribbled down my phone number on it and handed it to 
her. 

“Call me sometime,” I said cheerfully as she took 
the slip of ripped notebook paper. “We could go do 
something fun.” 

Ellie gave me another one of those grateful looks. 
“Thanks, Heather. I will.” 

There was a moment of silence. 
“Heather?” my new friend said abruptly. 
“Hm?” 
“How do you feel about-“ she paused for a 

second, as if gathering her wits to ask the question, “-
wolves?” 

“Wolves?” I asked, a bit confused. 
“Yeah. Do you like wolves? Are you scared of 

them?” 
I though about this for a moment, chewing on my 

tongue a bit. “I like them okay, yeah. I mean, I’ve never 
petted one or anything, but I think they’re cool. I like to 
draw wolves.” 

“But you wouldn’t be scared if one, say, jumped 
on you and licked your face?” 

“Well, maybe a little. Why?” 
“Oh, I was just…” Ellie didn’t finish, but she 

brought her hand up to play with a lock of her long, sandy 
hair. 

“What?” I asked, my voice tinged with both 
concern and confusion. 

“Oh, never mind,” she said, waving a hand as if to 
brush the subject of wolves aside. “We can always hang 
out at your house.” 

“Well, if you have one as a pet or something-“ I 
began, hoping to get around her defensive speech. She 
stopped me. 

“No, no, that’s not it. Just drop it. I’ll see you 
later, Heather. Thanks for keeping me company.” 

With that Ellie turned, picked up her bags, and 
began to head down the street. She walked away quickly, 
as if she was afraid of further conversation. I spent a 
moment watching her go, but then turned the opposite way 
and headed for my own house. I checked my watch again, 
which made me realize just how much time I had wasted 
at the corner. I sprang into a run, knowing full well that 
my parents would be disappointed by my lateness. I didn’t 
really care, though. There was just one thing on my mind 
right now: 

Wolves. 
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   Almighty God, we entrust all who are dear to us to Thy never failing care and love, for this life 
and the life to come, knowing that Thou art doing for them better things than we can desire or pray 
for, through Jesus Christ our Lord Amen. 
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O God, our times are in Thy hand.  Look with favor, we pray, on your servants as they begin another 
year.  Grant that they may grow in wisdom and grace, and strengthen their trust in Thy goodness all 
the days of their life, through Jesus Christ our Lord.  Amen. 

May   1 Litha Murray 
May   2 Dorothy Alban 
May   3 Christine Harris 
May   4 Clint Brown 
May   4 Catherine Whitehead 
May   5 Mae Pinkham 
May   6 Donn Leva 
May   6 Sharon Mazariegos 
May   6 Jake Stamps 
May   8 Chase Davis 
May  10 Steve Gallington 
May  10 Gary Hakemack 
May  10 Terri Hemingway 
May  13 Joy Hall 

May  13 Sam Permenter 
May  13 Haleigh Wilson 
May  20 Fred Cloud 
May  20 Joshua Hoffman 
May  23 Rev. Mike Besson 
May  24 Lois Blakeway 
May  24 Don Hill 
May  27 Angel Furin 
May  27 Robert Plant 
May  28 Fran Barrington 
May  28 Alice Sparks 
May  28 Elizabeth Whitehead 
May  30 Angela Marshall 

Editor’s Note:  If your birthday or anniversary is not listed or is listed incorrectly, please notify the Church Office. 

Rector    
The Rev. Michael Besson 

 
 
 

Senior Warden  
Teri Hemingway 

 
 
 

Junior Warden  
Wes Sallee 

 
 
 

After School Director  
Kathy Buskirk 

 
 
 

Teen Parent Director     
Kathy Buskirk 

 
 
 

Music Director 
 Brenda McNenny 

 
 

Assistant Music Director 
Clint Brown 

 
 
 

Office Administrator  
Sherry Burns 

  
 
 

Lay Assistant to Rector 
&  Ministry Coordinator 

Sandi Harris 
 
 

Youth Pastors 
Ellen Besson 

 
 

Christian Education 
Sharon Hill 

 
 
 

Vestry Members  
Charles Ashford  
Bob Blakeway 
Dan Blanchard                        

Ed Buskirk 
Barbara Cloud 

Maura Free 
Steve Gallington 
Desmond Lang 
Debra Morris 
John Morris 
Myra Wilson 
 Tricia Wilson 

 
 
 

Finance Committee 
Virginia Pierson-Turner 

 Paul Berner 
Robin Vest 

John Cardenas 
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��	���������5�	����!���������		3 333  Ed, Rodney, Jennifer, David, Marion, Bill, Maura, DJ, 
Ross, Mary Ann, Mary Jo, Cindy, Hector, Ada, Bob, Savannah, Dorothy, Debbie, Helen, Franca, 
Carol, Ken, Sam, Richard, Sharon, Kim, Sharon, Ferdinand, Lee, Virginia, Al, Nichole, Debi, Jody, 
Chris, Jim, Mike, Charlie, Jayden, Jim, Warren, Christina 
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Karen Bryant, Alex Burdick, Christopher Compton, Dennis Cox, Justin Craggs, George Dick, Scott 
Dorand, Austin Hall, Patrick Hall, Marcus Hamilton, Josh Hardy, Matthew Hemingway, Alexandria 
Horton, Evan Knight, Jeff Latham, Bobby Lay, Chris Cooke Mahre, Jorge Mazariegos II, Donnie 
McCoy, Jason Parramore, Brent Roberts, Alex Segura, Benjamin Stilwell, Josh Theroux, Garry 
Tossing,  Jacob Troutman, Michael Windham, Josh Yoemans, Cary Coughlin, and Combat Main, 
PT1 Able Co. 1st Battalion 26th Light Infantry Regiment 1st Infantry Div.  (The Big Red One) 

 
 
Welcome to all our newcomers!!! 

 
May   2 Michael & Audra Mazariegos 
May   3 Bill & Maggie Stout 
May  17 J.D. & Katrina Bordelon 
May  20 John & Lacey Blakeway 
 

 
May  25 John & Melody Kilpatrick 
May  26 Bob & Carroll Blakeway 
May  29 John & Patty Hall 




 ( - � -+*7- �

NEWSLETTER DEADLINE 

If you have an article or notice you would 
like published in the next issue, please 
submit it via e-mail  by the 10th of the month  
to: 

elpwhitehead@yahoo.com 

If you cannot email your document, call 
Elizabeth Whitehead at home 281-839-1321 
or the church office at 281-471-0383. 
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