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During Easter season, three members of the St. Mark’s family died. 
Barbara Noonan passed away on Easter Sunday, followed by Ed Carlson 
a few weeks later, then Dottie Wheeler a few weeks after that. At each 
of their funerals we proclaimed the truth that the resurrection of Jesus 
Christ has swept them up; that death is not the end, but the gateway to 
new and superlative life in the fullness of God’s presence. We proclaimed 
the same thing each Sunday during Easter season when we began the 
service with the happy call: “Alleluia! Christ is risen! The Lord is risen 
indeed! Alleluia!”

But now that Easter season is over, how do we keep the promise of the 
resurrection at the forefront of our lives? When the risen-ness of Christ 
is no longer on the tips of our tongues, how do we continue to connect 
with the living God (and with those who are still alive to God, though not 
to us)? Simply put, how do we remember that nothing in all creation – 
not even death – can separate us from the love of God in Christ Jesus our 
Lord?

The answer is the power and presence of the Holy Spirit. During the last 
supper as narrated by the Gospel writer John, Jesus says: “The Advocate, 
the Holy Spirit, whom the Father will send in my name, will teach you 
everything, and remind you of all that I have said to you. Peace I leave 
with you; my peace I give to you” (14:26-27). This “Advocate” is present to 
announce to God’s people again and again throughout history the saving 
work of God. As the Church has adapted to new realities, the Holy Spirit 
has been present as a guiding force to help the Church pay attention to 
the better angels of its nature (to borrow a phrase from Abraham Lin-
coln).

In our own lives, this Advocate stirs our hearts to pay attention to God’s 
call. In John’s Gospel, Jesus also says, “The wind/Spirit blows where it 
chooses, and you hear the sound of it, but you do not know where it 
comes from or where it goes” (3:8). Wind and Spirit are same word in the 
original language of the Gospel. When we feel the wind of God blowing, 
it might send us on a course we weren’t expecting. Or it may simply ruffle 
our hair, reminding us that God is near. Indeed, the word “Advocate” can 
also be translated “Comforter”; as the constant presence of God in our 
daily untidiness, the Holy Spirit speaks peace and order to our souls.

The peace of the Comforter coupled with the call of the Advocate brings 
me back to those we have lost since Easter and especially to the image on 
the front of this magazine. If you have a paper copy, then the image is 
unfortunately in black and white, but if you are viewing this document 
online, you see brilliant splashes of deep red rose in the center of the 
picture. Ed Carlon’s family placed them in his grave when we interred his 
ashes in the Memorial Garden. I was so taken with the contrasting colors 
that I had to snap a picture. 

Red Roses and the Holy Spirit
A Reflection on the Front Cover Image

by the Rev. Adam Thomas



On Pentecost we remember the tongues of fire de-
scending on the disciples. This was the Holy Spirit 
empowering them to carry the message of the Gos-
pel to the ends of the earth. The red roses that rested 
atop Ed’s ashes remind me ever so much of those 
tongues of fire. They remind me that even in death, 
Ed’s love is still proclaiming the Gospel not just to 
the ends of the earth but beyond.

The Holy Spirit is God’s presence with us. Those we 
love but see no longer are present with God, fully 
and completely. Thus, the Holy Spirit continues to 
connect us with them. The wind that fills our sails 

blows towards them, so to speak, because they are at 
home with God. And so are we through the power 
and presence of the Holy Spirit.

Those red roses in Ed Carlson’s grave are a symbol 
to me of the Comforter and the Advocate whom we 
name Holy Spirit. As we celebrate the Spirit’s pres-
ence in our lives this Pentecost, never forget those 
whom we have lost but whom God has eternally 
found. The earthly journey is over, but in the vast 
ocean of God’s presence, their sails are trimmed per-
fectly to catch the wind.

New Parish Directory on the Horizon
Please help out by providing your up-to-date contact information

It has been many years since the most recent parish directory was published; so many, in fact, that 
much of the information in it is out-of-date. With this article, we are beginning the process of collecting 
current information for a brand new directory. We are exploring options right now for a hybrid direc-
tory that will be both in paper for those who like something they can put on their shelf AND in app form 
for those who like the information available on their smartphones. An app based directory will give us 
the flexibility of updating it without having to print out all new editions. (We are also conscious of the 
privacy implications of app based software, and it is high on our list of priorities as we look into this 
technology.)

The first step is information gathering. Even if you are pretty sure we have an accurate account of your 
contact information, we invite you to fill out a form just the same so all the information is in one place. 
The best way to capture your info is for you to head over to the following link and use the special form 
we set up (we also have paper copies to fill out, if you wish):

http://tinyurl.com/SMM-directory

In addition to the information, we hope you will send in your favorite picture of yourself or your family 
to use in the directory. You can email your pictures to the following address

directory@stmarksmystic.org

Or you can bring in a picture to be scanned, or we’ll take one here at the 
church. We hope that we can obtain information from everyone who 
attends St. Mark’s. Being able to contact each other is a great way to 
deepen the ties of this wonderful faith community.

Instead of typing in the link above, you can scan the QR code to the 
right to reach the contact information form.



Finding the 
Episcopal Church

by Robert Welt the Journey
Resources and Reflections on Living our Faith 

It took a while. In fact, it took quite a while! Chang-
ing one’s religious focus is not something that for 
most people happens suddenly. My conversion to 
Anglicanism was not a “road to Damascus” experi-
ence. It was more of a Route 117 experience.

We were living in the Highlands in Ledyard after my 
Navy discharge and the question came up of where 
to go to church. My response was that it didn’t mat-
ter too much to me as long as it professed a tradi-
tional theology and had a good Sunday School.

A newspaper article during the Bicentennial de-
scribed a re-enactment showing the hostility to-
wards Anglicans in Revolutionary era Connecticut. 
The Vicar of St. James in Poquetanuck was an active 
participant in the event. Since my wife was an Epis-
copalian and I was a history teacher, we decided to 
give St. James a try.

While I had visited liturgical churches in the past 
from time to time, now I started to pay more and 
more attention to the service, especially Commu-
nion. The debate over a new prayer book was intel-
lectually stimulating and a real learning experience! 
I gave a lot of study, thought, and prayer to the 
Eucharist as a central feature of worship, and the 
significance of a clergy standing in apostolic succes-
sion in administering the sacrament. I began to real-
ize more and more that Protestant theologians of 
the Reformation, while rightly objecting to some of 
the practices of the Church, had gone overboard in 
their condemnation of Church rituals and practices.

 I remember a scene in the movie Cromwell, in which 
the title character sweeps away candlesticks in his 
rage against all things Catholic. But, as I learned 
more and more, there is a theological rationale 
behind many of the practices to which Protestants 
object. Making the sign of the cross, for instance, is 
in itself a prayer. Stained glass hearkens back to the 
day when most people were illiterate. The windows 
helped them understand Christ’s story, much as 
children’s books are lavishly illustrated.

Even great cathedrals have a reason, one that was 
pointed out to me by my father. I was visiting him at 
his home in Florida shortly before he died. As both 
of us had always enjoyed photography, we were look-
ing over a coffee table book of black and white pho-
tographs. When I turned a page and saw a photo of a 
great Gothic church, I suspected my Congregation-
alist father’s reaction was going to be to the cost of 
such a structure. Instead, he said to me, “If a build-
ing that magnificent can help people understand the 
glory of God, then it is money well spent.”

After some time I decided to consider Confirmation. 
I attended a series of lessons, but I wasn’t ready yet 
to make the change. The next year I listened to the 
same lessons and, after discussion with the Vicar, I 
was confirmed.

Moving to Mystic a little later, and the price of gaso-
line, made a transfer to St. Mark’s a “no-brainer!”

Important Dates Coming Up
In June, we transition to our summer schedule. While the Sunday 
service times remain the same, our educational offerings go on 
hiatus for the summer and we shift our fellowship time outside.

June 5th: Youth/Cupcake Sunday
June 12th: Parish Picnic (Sutton Park)

June 19th: Lemonade on the Lawn and Volunteer Choir Begin

Sign up for a Sunday to bring goodies and prepare the Lemonade!



The Holy Spirit
by Alison C. Ives

I believe creativity is an invitation to 
engage with the Holy Spirit. Some-
thing else takes over during this 
process and says, “Go.” So a color is 
chosen, a line drawn, a movement 
dances, words fall onto a page, a 
melody bubbles up from within.

It’s as though in spite of ourselves, we 
let go and accept divine guidance. The 
most profound manifestation of this 
engagement from within took place 
when I was commissioned to create 
a piece in glass for Pentecost. All I 
knew was that it would be a mobile 
and glass forms would dance under a 
spiral. I had no pattern. Nothing was 
preconceived. I had some beautiful 
fiery colors of red, orange, yellow, and 
deep crimson. One at a time, I laid 
them on the cutting table and just let 
my hand flow with the glass cutter. 

The forms came into being with very 
little help from me and resembled 
flames.  Then I moved the different 
forms together so there were group-
ings of different colors together. One 
by one, these pieces were joined and 
leaded together. No thought process, 
just a “yes” when it felt right. From 
there, different heights, merging 
transparences came easily. During this 
whole process, I felt the presence of 
the Holy Spirit. In a way I was actu-
ally creating a likeness of the Holy 
Spirit as I innately understood it.  It 
wasn’t until the piece was hanging in 
the Sanctuary that I felt its impact. 
I am humbled by the experience and 
have come to try and let go of control, 
consciousness of self in creativity and 
in other aspects of my life as well.

I am grateful this piece has found a 
home at St. Mark’s. Thank you.



As I sit to write this article I 
am a scant eigh pages away 
from finishing up my final 
paper of the semester. This 
is an exciting moment for 
several reasons. I’m excited, 

as I’m sure all my fellow students are, about a few 
months away from papers, tests, and assignments. 
I’m excited because I’m now 2/3 of the way through 
my degree. I’m excited because I can now spend 
time reading books I want to read instead of books 
I have to read. And…I’m excited because I now have 
the time and space to truly focus on the St. Mark’s 
Library Project!

As you may remember as part of my internship at St. 
Mark’s I had the opportunity to take on a project, 
and that project is the library. However, as you also 
may recall, this isn’t just my project, but our proj-
ect. I invited everyone to join with me in exploring 
what we would like the library space to be. As part 
of this process, I invited everyone to take part in an 
online survey about the library – how you’ve used it 
in the past and how you’d like to see it be used in the 
future. 

My thanks to everyone who participated in the 
survey. It was wonderful to see the results and read 
your responses. The overwhelming consensus was a 
desire to see the library truly become a “mixed use” 
space, with room for meetings, quiet reflection, and 

resources. This is an exciting goal, and one I know 
we can accomplish together.

We will begin by having a short meeting on Sunday, 
May 15 after both the 8 a.m. and 10 a.m. services. At 
this meeting we will spend a few moments discuss-
ing the various aspects of the project and deciding 
on dates and times for more formal “planning and 
design” meetings. 

In addition to “planning and design” there will be 
lots of opportunities to pitch in and get your hands 
dirty. There will be cleaning days this summer as 
well as opportunities for the organizing gurus 
among us to lend a hand. We will also need help 
cataloging the books we have as well as developing 
an easy to use system for rotating out texts as we 
acquire new ones. Finally, we’ll need people who will 
assist in finding places to donate the books we aren’t 
keeping as well as people to transport them to the 
donation locations.

If you are interested in helping out with the project 
but aren’t able to make it to the meeting on May 
15, please email me at staceykohl09@gmail.com. In 
the email please include the best way to reach you 
and what aspects of the project you’re interested in 
helping with (planning/design, cleaning, organizing, 
donations, or all of the above).

Thank you all! I’m excited to see the space we all cre-
ate together!

The Library Project
By Stacey Kohl, Ministry Intern

Godly Play Stories
Here are the stories our children will be listening to this month in Godly 
Play. If you would like to help out as an adult volunteer or train as a story-
teller, please let Gretchen Barnes, Mike Meyer, or Connie Readett know.

5/15/16 Pentecost
5/22/16 Holy Trinity
5/29/16 Ark and the Tent
6/5/16 Ark and the Temple
  and Youth Sunday!
6/12/16 Exile and Return
  and Parish Picnic!

The Godly Play program will 
be on summer break from June 
19th through September 4th. 
Our first day back in class for the 
fall semester is Balloon Sunday, 
September 11th.



A Snapshot from Their Spring Project:
A Personal History of St. Mark’s

The 1877 Journal of 
Marianne Wydler’s Great-Grandmother

Marianne Wydler spoke to the God Squad middle school youth group recently for their spring project. 
They interviewed several people with long histories here at St. Mark’s and few have a longer one than 
Marianne. She brought in a show-and-tell for the God Squad to see: a tiny journal written by her great-
grandmother Mary Lee Denison in 1877. Mary Lee and her husband Will (as well as many generations of 
the family, including Marianne and sister Janith Clay) lived in a big house in downtown Mystic located 
where the Chelsea Groton Bank’s parking lot is now.

Below is the page of Mary’s journal that corresponds to the day of Pentecost for 2016. (Pentecost in 
1877 wasn’t as eventful, according to the journal.) The day before on May 14th, Mary purchased some 
cloth for her daughter sacque (a garment worn by children). Then on Tuesday, May 15th, she made 
another garment – a dolman (an open robe with long sleeves) – before going out with her two daugh-
ters, Miranda (“Min”) and Kate, to take in the “Amateur Orchestra” at the Hall. Kate was Marianne and 
Janith’s grandmother. At the bottom of the page is the accounting of what Mary Lee purchased that 
day: some accessories, tickets, and refreshments.

The God Squad is hearing all sorts of primary source history about St. Mark’s and Mystic this semester. 
On youth Sunday, June 5th, they will present some of their research to the parish!

DOGs Q UA D Middle School Youth Group

Monday, May 14, 1877
Pleasant. Washed. 
Will went 6am. 

Cloth 3 yd for Min’s 
sacque 1.75

Tuesday, May 15, 1877
Pleasant.
Went to M Es 
a.m. she cut my 
dolman. aft made 
Dolman. Eve at 
Hall. Entertainment 
“Amatuer Orchestra” 
M K & I went 

ribbon 8 ruffle 10 
Hall fee 30 cake 30 
Ice cream 15 Min 20



Hula for Haiti
The fundraiser for and celebration of our partnership 
with St. Luc’s School in Haiti was a rousing success! 

Here a few shots from the event on April 30th.

We raised...
over $2,000 in free will offerings to support 
the new lunch program, which we hope to 
unveil in the new school year! More info to 
come on that over the summer.



PoetryCorner

Ode to the Holy Spirit
by Bev Olsen

Pentecost, 2016

The words come on rolling tongues, foreign and odd.
Listen carefully; attend to the words on the wind,
Whistling through the shrouds. Creaking over the hull,
We sail close to the wind. The words breathe on me.
Hear. Listen to the words pour into the hollow
Of the sail, rippling. Head up. Adjust.
Reach and hear the wind cross the waters and breathe
Life into the boat, the body, the church;
Listen to the wind make known the words.
Listen to the rush of wind chart a new course.
Alleluia, Alleluia.

Open my lips and my mouth will proclaim the words,
Making the words known. Sing these words,
Over dry lands, across the waters. From the breath,
Espiritus: inhale and breathe with the wind.
The words push forward the spinnaker, full, wide.
Rushing with wind, the hull speaks to the waves.
Rushing with wind, the sails sing to the sky.
Running Downwind, joy resounds
From the boat, the body, the church.
Listen to us make known the words of the wind.
Alleluia, Alleluia.

And I will pour out my spirit upon them:
Inhale; Exhale – Breathe in; Breathe out:
Backwind out of irons into a reach,
From dry bones to living souls,
From Babel to The Word made known.
The Lord is Risen; The Lord is Risen, Indeed.
Alleluia, Alleluia.
Glory to the living God,
Glory to the Lord, the Giver of Life.
Alleluia, Alleluia.



“What a Friend We Have in Jesus”
by David Tubbs, Director of Music

Many of our best-loved 
hymns are results of trag-
edies that occurred during 
the lives of their authors. 
“What a Friend We Have in 
Jesus” by Irish preacher and 

poet Joseph Medlicott Scriven, is no exception.

Joseph was born on Sept. 10, 1819 in Northern 
Ireland into a respectable military family of some 
means. His father, John Scriven, was a Captain in 
the Royal Marines and warden of Seapatrick Par-
ish Church where Joseph was baptized. His parents 
clearly wanted him to lead a military life as did his 
grandfather. They were also very solid members of 
the Church of Ireland and expected Joseph to be the 
same. But he was not like his father and grandfather. 
He was a more sensitive and poetic individual.

Growing up, Joseph’s family moved quite often, al-
lowing Joseph to see a world where people were not 
living a privileged life. He saw Irish Catholic peas-
ants struggling to eke out a living on small farms, 
being pushed out by their protestant landlords, and 
ending up begging in the cities. This greatly affected 
Joseph, and he felt the ways of the Anglican Church 
did not follow Christ’s teachings concerning those 
in poverty. He was not alone. Others complained 
that the Anglican Church was cold and boring. 
Looking for alternatives, dissenting groups began to 
sprout up. One of those groups was the Plymouth 
Brethren. They wanted freedom to worship, and they 
found God’s love by loving each other and learn-
ing how to love each other more fully. They learned 
how the early Christians led their lives and how they 
acted out their faith.

After completing his education, Joseph had high 
ideals and was filled with hope and promise for the 
future. He established himself as a teacher in his 
hometown and was planning to marry his childhood 
sweetheart. But on the day before their wedding, his 
fiancé rode out with Joseph by the river Bond. When 
nearing the water her horse was startled and she 
was thrown headfirst into the water, knocking her 
unconscious. Scriven watched her drown, not able to 
help her. Apparently he did not know how to swim. 
Later he said, “the bottom of my world seemed to 

just disappear. …Wherever I looked after that in 
Ireland, I was always reminded of the wonderful day 
I looked forward to, but never experienced.”  He was 
devastated with grief by the death of his love, and 
felt guilty he was unable to save her. He turned to 
God for solace and guidance.

In 1845 Joseph decided to leave Ireland on the ship 
Perseverance to Montreal. His mother had given him 
a very expensive warm coat to endure the cold Ca-
nadian winter. But on the way to the ship, he came 
across a homeless man lying in the street. When he 
arrived in Canada he wrote, “Mother, I gave it to a 
man who needed it more than I.” He got a job in 
Ontario as a tutor with a Plymouth Brethren family, 
but lasted only two months. He could not withstand 
the cold Canadian winter and returned to Ireland. 

Soon after he took a trip to the Holy Land. On the 
road to Damascus, where St. Paul’s conversion took 
place, he experienced a revelation. It became the first 
line of his famous poem that reads, “What a friend 
we have in Jesus.” He wrote the words down on a 
scrap of paper and then put it out of his mind.

Scriven worked as a tutor, but in his heart he was a 
poet and a preacher.  His mother would send him 
money or clothes, and he would give it all away. In 
the 1850’s he seemed happier and was writing again, 
adding verses to the poem he had started on the 
road to Damascus and calling it “Pray Without Ceas-
ing.” He moved to Rice Lake, Central Ontario, where 
there was a Plymouth Brethren community. There 
he tutored the children of Emily and Commodore 
Robert Pengelley, a retired British sea captain. He 
tutored the children, but spent much time walking 
around the area talking to people about Jesus Christ. 
He preached in the main streets of Port Hope, Peter-
borough, and Milbrook and was often beaten, sworn 
at, and hit with mud balls. On one occasion he was 
beaten so badly that it took him two hours before he 
was even able to get up and return home.

A young woman, Eliza Roche, was Emily’s niece, and 
often visited the Pengelley’s. Eliza was attracted to 
Joseph’s passionate evangelical preaching. Eliza and 
Joseph fell in love, and even though she was eighteen 
years younger, she agreed to marry him. She also 



agreed to be baptized, but it was April and the ice 
had not completely disappeared from the lake. As a 
result, she came down with pneumonia followed by 
TB. He took care of her, but he was unable to save 
her, and she died at the age of 23. He wrote a poem 
about Eliza: “They’ve decked thee or’ with flowers 
and yet no longer thee, ‘tis but thy empty prison 
house from which thou now are free.”

After Eliza died in 1860, Scriven moved around the 
lake to Bewdley to live with James Sackville, who was 
a member of the Plymouth Brethren and a mill oper-
ator.  While at Sackville’s, Scriven received word that 
his mother in Ireland was very ill. To comfort her, he 
sent her a copy of his poem “Pray Without Ceasing.” 
Scriven had been suffering from depression ever 
since the death 
of his first fiancé 
and had got-
ten worse since 
Eliza’s death. But 
again he turned 
to God as his 
closest friend. He 
seemed to find 
not only solace 
but a mission. His 
faith seemed to 
strengthen and he 
began to resume 
preaching. Again 
he moved, this 
time to Port Hope 
on the shore of 
Lake Ontario.  It 
was said that he 
never once denied 
a request for help and that his greatest desire was to 
reflect the love of God through his life. For nearly 
forty years, Joseph Scriven lived a life of charity and 
faith in that small Canadian town. Although some 
thought he was a freak, many thought of him as 
a saint. And for his acts of kindness he came to be 
known as the Good Samaritan of Port Hope.

Scriven continued to write religious verses that were 
meant to be sung. In 1869 a collection of his poetry 
was published in Peterborough, Ontario, but “Pray 
Without Ceasing” was not included. But this is how 
“What a Friend We Have in Jesus” became one of the 
most famous hymns in the world: As a part of his 

mission Scriven would distribute poems and tracts 
wherever he went. In 1865, when 46, he happened 
to hand out a copy of his hymn to the people at the 
Port Hope Evening Guide Newspaper. It was meant 
only as a part of his missionary work, but they 
published it. Then, by a very strange series of coin-
cidences, a copy of the newspaper was used to wrap 
up a present and sent to New York City. The person 
who received the present saw the poem, read it, and 
thought it was so beautiful that she had it published 
in a New York newspaper. Then a salesman saw it 
and carried it around for quite a while until he end-
ed up at the Burdett Organ Company in Erie, Penn-
sylvania. There, he happened to run into Charles 
Converse who was a great composer. By accident, the 

salesman dropped 
the poem with his 
other papers onto 
the floor. Con-
verse, while help-
ing to pick up 
the papers, saw 
it and was taken 
by the poem. It 
was said that 
right on the spot 
Converse wrote 
the very famous 
melody to the text 
and changed the 
name to “What a 
Friend We have in 
Jesus.”

It was many years 
before Scriven’s 
name appeared 

on the hymn. A friend of his found a handwritten 
and signed copy in a drawer and asked him who 
wrote it: “The Lord and I wrote it between us,” was 
Scriven’s reply. It’s ironic that Scriven despaired at 
failing to accomplish what he saw as God’s work, 
but he gave to the world a poetic treasure that has 
and will continue to bring joy to the hearts of Chris-
tians everywhere, even though many have never 
heard of him. The tragic life of one virtually un-
known man has resulted in the uplifting of so many 
lives whenever the beautiful and comforting words 
of “What a Friend We Have in Jesus” has been sung.

What a Friend we have in Jesus, all our sins and griefs to bear!
What a privilege to carry everything to God in prayer!

O what peace we often forfeit, O what needless pain we bear,
All because we do not carry everything to God in prayer.

Have we trials and temptations? Is there trouble anywhere?
We should never be discouraged; take it to the Lord in prayer.
Can we find a friend so faithful who will all our sorrows share?
Jesus knows our every weakness; take it to the Lord in prayer.

Are we weak and heavy laden, cumbered with a load of care?
Precious Savior, still our refuge, take it to the Lord in prayer.

Do your friends despise, forsake you? Take it to the Lord in prayer!
In His arms He’ll take and shield you; you will find a solace there.

Blessed Savior, Thou hast promised Thou wilt all our burdens bear
May we ever, Lord, be bringing all to Thee in earnest prayer.

Soon in glory bright unclouded there will be no need for prayer
Rapture, praise and endless worship will be our sweet portion there. 



The Lion’s Tale
St. Mark’s Episcopal Church
15 Pearl Street
Mystic, CT 06355

First Class Mail
The Back to School issue of The Lion’s Tale ships Wednesday, August 31st. 

Please send all articles to thelionstale@stmarksmystic.org by Monday, August 22nd.

Annual Parish Picnic
Sunday June 12th after the 10 a.m. Service

At Sutton Park (Route 1 in Groton, near Grasso Tech)


