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On three occasions over the last couple years, I have left Home Depot 
laden with weather-treated boards and decking screws. I brought the ma-
terials home, lugged them to the backyard, and set about shaping them 
into rudimentary boxes. I’m not much of a carpenter, so “rudimentary” is 
actual quite a compliment. Thankfully, all these boxes have to do is sit in 
the sun and rain, full of soil and compost and manure.

You see, my wife Leah has become quite the gardener since we moved to 
Mystic. There was a single three foot by six foot box in the yard when we 
arrived, a remnant from a previous occupant. I built another the same 
size, and, let me tell you, the tomatoes Leah grew that first year were...
mwah...delicioso! I put in a 4 x 8 bed last fall, which now has little stalks 
of garlic reaching through the soil. And a few weeks ago, I knocked to-
gether the last box, a long narrow one, 12 x 2, for peas. Needless to say, 
the surface area for gardening at the rectory has tripled in the last year, 
and I am looking forward to eating the results.

There’s something right about having a garden on church property, and 
now we have two: the memorial garden and my family’s vegetable garden, 
a few dozen feet away. The first holds the ashes of those who have died, 
and their ashes nurture the grass and flowers that are growing even now 
on this Easter morning. It is a garden that recalls to us the Resurrection: 
new and beautiful life on the far side of death. The second garden holds 
the seeds of sustenance for my family. This summer it will sustain us, in 
part, day in and day out. 

Both the memorial and the vegetable gardens have something to teach 
us as to why we’re here this morning celebrating the Resurrection of 
Jesus Christ. We are people of the Resurrection, as the memorial garden 
reminds us. And we are people of the Way, disciples of Jesus Christ, who 
walk daily with our Lord, as the daily nutrition of the vegetable garden 
reminds us. We must take these two identities together or neither makes 
sense. Without the power of the Resurrection, which we proclaim this 
morning, the Way we follow is a road to nowhere. And without the daily 
activity of our following, the Resurrection is reduced to a vague mecha-
nism that matters only in the distant hereafter.

As he so often does, Jesus desires both for us, both the reality of the 
Resurrection and the dailiness of discipleship. As we follow Christ, day in 
and day out, we will begin to discover the Resurrection is operative now, 
right now, here on earth as it is in heaven. The power of God that makes 
Resurrection real is the same power of God that spurs us to work for heal-
ing and reconciliation in this broken world of ours.

This broken world of ours…

Where the priorities of the powerful are often far from God’s dream for 

Two GARDENS
A Sermon Preached on Easter Sunday

by the Rev. Adam Thomas



creation; where chemicals maliciously delivered 
poison children to death; where there is enough food 
but not enough justice to distribute that food fairly; 
where differences among people lead to hate and 
separation instead of discovery and appreciation; 
this broken world of ours…

The story of scripture tells us the brokenness began 
in another garden called Eden. This story doesn’t 
need to be factually accurate to be true; indeed, as 
one scholar says, the story of Adam – “person of 
earth” – and his partner Eve “never was, but always 
is.” These two had it all and they didn’t even know it. 
They were blessed with abundance and the notion of 
scarcity never entered their minds. They lived in tune 
with the God who created them; they resonated with 
God’s movement like mellifluous notes of the same 
chord.

Then something happened. They did the one thing 
God asked them not to do. In all the world, there was 
but one rule, and they broke it. In the breaking, they 
created their own punishment, for by their own do-
ing they had separated themselves from God. They 
no longer played notes of the same chord; they no 
longer resonated with God’s movement. The punish-
ment was called sin; that is, all we do and don’t do 
that leads us to separate ourselves from God. Over 
time, sin became institutionalized; sin became part 
of the structure of the world, part of the machinery. 

The machinery of sin, as symbolized by an empire 
of domination and death and fear, killed the one per-
son in all the world who was not tainted by the stain 
of sin; the one person in all the world who knew 
what it was like in that garden called Eden before the 
brokenness bent the backs of Adam and Eve; the one 
person in all the world who was there in the begin-
ning with God and who was God.

And so it’s no surprise that our story this morning 
takes place in another garden, a garden in which a 
tomb stands empty. In this garden the brokenness of 
Eden would be mended, and the consonant chords 
of communion with God would ring out once again. 
Our friend Mary Magdalene is there, slumped over 
by the empty tomb, weeping. She doesn’t know 
where the body of her Lord has gone; she even ac-
cuses the gardener of taking it.

But of course, he’s not the gardener at all. He’s the 
Risen Christ. He calls her name, and she hears the 

two precious syllables resonate within her: “Mary.” 
And she knows his promises are true; they’re all true. 
She leaps into his arms, and they have their moment 
of recognition, of resonance. And then he says, in ef-
fect, “We still have work to do.”

The garlic stalks in the rudimentary box garden at the rectory 
overlooking the roof of the education wing and church beyond.



We still have work to do because Jesus did not break 
the machinery of sin. His death on the cross showed 
that it had always been broken. And his resurrec-
tion shows that brokenness is not the only mode of 
creation. The garden of the empty tomb is a chance 
for a new start, a new Eden, a place of new wholeness 
and abundant, eternal life. 

The two gardens on these church grounds point to 
our participation in the work that is still to be done, 
this mission of God that we are blessed to be a part 
of. The memorial garden points to the power of the 
Resurrection, the ultimate reconciliation of God 
with God’s creation. We resonate with this mis-
sion by being agents of healing and reconciliation 
in our own lives. This is hard work. All worthwhile 
work is hard. And so we have the other garden, 

the vegetables, the daily nutrition of discipleship, 
of relationship with Jesus, of following our Lord 
where he leads. With his nourishment in the word of 
scripture, in the community of God’s people, and in 
sharing the bread and wine of Holy Communion, we 
find the sustenance to resist the broken machinery 
and to proclaim the reconciling love of God.

The garden of Resurrection and the garden of 
cultivation: taken together they form the trajectory 
of our lives of faith, our lives following the Risen 
Christ. So come this morning. Come for sustenance, 
for the nourishment of new life. Then go and help 
that new life grow, bringing wholeness to this bro-
ken world. You know what? I suppose Jesus is the 
gardener after all.

A young, enthuastic candidate for holy orders, John 
Cavalry Siddleton, a student at Yale Divinity School, 
organized a mission which commenced services in 
Washington Hall on the Stonington side of Mystic 
Bridge on July 10,1859. Thus began our tradition of 
sharing God’s abundance with our community. A 
tradition that continues today. 

In nine years’ time, the mission raised enough funds 
to purchase land on Pearl Street, erected a chapel 
and opened the creaking red doors, on December 24, 
1867, to residents of Mystic for the first time.

The chapel has been our responsibility for 150 years 
now. I can only imagine how many times the front 
door key has been passed from priest to priest for 
preservation of our mission to the community. The 
doors have been opened almost 8,000 Sundays and 
many more week days. The church has been a source 
of strength through WWI, the depression, WWII, 
The Korean War, The Vietnam War, September 11th, 
and of course many personal tragedies.

This year, we are going to demonstrate to ourselves 
and hence the Mystic Community by sharing God’s 
Abundance.

On Sunday, April 30th after the 10 a.m. service, we 
will have a gathering in in the undercroft to raise the 

curtain on our plans for the year.

Marianne Wydler has organized a team to provide 
a nice array of edibles for the event. Deb Adam will 
display our 150th Anniversary sign, which will reside 
in the front of the church. Terry Stefanski will pres-
ent his PowerPoint presentation on the history of 
the church.

We will also be announcing two 150th related 
projects for the community. Dave Cruthers is coor-
dinating with the Coogan Farm, to arrange for us 
to donate150 hours of work to the farm. Mike Myer 
is also organizing a campaign to deliver 150 jars of 
peanut butter, 150 jars of Jelly, and 150 boxes of 
juice to the WARM Center in Westerly.

Finally, our Junior Warden, Bruce, is getting esti-
mates to paint the church and to fix or replace some 
of the missing shingles. Details on this project will 
be available later. It seems to me that if we are hon-
oring the chapel, it should get a new coat of paint.

St. Mark’s Celebrates 150 Years
Providing God’s Abundance from Pearl Street

by Ken Knott, Senior Warden

You’re Invited...
...to the 150th Anniversary kickoff event on Sun-
day, April 30th after the 10 a.m. service. Celebrate 
our special place on Pearl Street, learn the history 
of the church, and share lunch with your friends!



the Journey
Resources and Reflections on Living our Faith 

My daughter, age four, came up from her father’s 
basement office with a piece of typewriter paper 
clutched in her hand. She poured into the kitchen, a 
smile spread across her face, and rushed at me. I had 
to turn from the refrigerator where I’d been pulling 
out some food for dinner. I returned her smile as 
she bubbled, “This is for you.” With that she pressed 
the paper into my hand. I could see she’d been at 
the typewriter (you all remember typewriters, right?) 
as a string of letters, seemingly random, filled a row 
across the page.

“Oh, what’s this?” I asked. Without missing a beat, 
she replied, “I wrote it for you.” I gushed, “Thank 
you! What does it say?” For the first time her smile 
hesitated in its execution as she replied, “Doesn’t it 
say, ‘I love you’?” Tears sprang to my eyes as my own 
smile took over my face. “Yes, it does! Thank you!”

Satisfied, she gave me a hug and I cemented that 
memory into my brain. It had already burned itself 
into my heart. I love you. Those celebrated “three 
little words.”  When we hear them from our children 
or from our spouse, they mean so much. Parents say 
them often, but perhaps the children only hear them 
flit by. They’re too busy to take such “corny senti-
ments” seriously.

God tells his children he loves them. Often. In fact, 
as I approached this topic I took my granddaugh-
ter’s advice (when I once told her she’d have to learn 
how to do a lot of things in life) – I went to “The 
Google.” I fed in the question: How many times does 
the word “love” appear in the bible? 

Here’s the QUICK ANSWER:

The word “love” appears 310 times in the King James 
Bible, 348 times in the New American Standard 
Bible, 551 times in the New International Version 
and 538 times in the New Revised Standard Version. 

(The extremely varied numbers for the usage of the 
word “love” are due in part to translation.)

Varying counts aside, I’ve heard a summary of God’s 
love described this way: In response to the question, 
“How much do you love me?” a child might extend 
her arms out and say, “This much!” If that same 
question is put to Jesus, his response is to stretch 
his arms out on the cross and say, “This much.” 
All that’s required then is for us to “get it” – to see 
in our hearts what that means. My young daugh-
ter knew what she had written, but my eyes were 
blinded by adult sensibility. Once I heard her say the 
words, I knew the truth of them and felt the depth 
of them. And I never forgot the moment when that 
love was revealed to me. 

Another memory comes to mind as I see my dad 
some forty years ago, singing “He is the Vine.” It 
was back in our prayer meeting days when peppy 
songs and abandonment of self-consciousness were 
commonplace.  Arms flailing as the wooden cross 
around his neck went swinging, he belted out the 
main verse: “He is the vine and we are the branches. 
His mantle over me is love . . . his mantle over me is 
love.” My two young children giggled while my mom 
and I sang it out too: “His mantle over me is love!” 

The vastness of God’s love can almost be beyond 
comprehension, but if we are blinded to the personal 
message, we miss the truth God’s love is meant to 
convey. That love is like a blanket covering us protec-
tively. Who wouldn’t want to accept that immense 
gift? God loves me. Personally. And he loves you. 
Does he need to spell it out? He did, on the cross: 
This is for you. Our response? A teary, “Thank you, 
Lord.” 

Abide in Love
By Teresa Norris
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“Take my Life and Let it Be”
by David Tubbs, Director of Music

One cannot think of many 
people who have been a 
sweeter or holier influence 
than that of Frances Ridley 
Havergal, author of many 
popular hymns, including  

“Take My Life, And Let It Be Consecrated, Lord, To 
Thee.” Her hymns – simple, unaffected, genuine, 
and true – all proceed from the heart, and when 
you experience them, you know she has lived every 
line. That’s why they touch so many people’s lives 
so deeply, and countless numbers of God’s children 
have been blessed and their spiritual lives deep-
ened by her hymns and devotional works. For even 
through her suffering from pain 
and loss, she was able to “rejoice in 
the Lord, and joy in the God of her 
salvation” (Habakkuk 3:18).

Frances Ridley Havergal, called 
Fanny, was born December 14, 
1836 into an Anglican family at her 
father’s rectory at Astley, Worces-
tershire, England. She was the 
youngest of the six children of Wil-
liam Henry Havergal (1793–1870) 
and his first wife Jane. Her father 
– a clergyman, writer, composer, 
and hymnwriter – was well known 
for his many chants, hymn tunes, 
sacred songs and cathedral services. 
Fanny was bright, happy, and so full of life that her 
father used to call her his “Little Quicksilver.” Preco-
cious, she read simple books at three years old and 
could read the Bible, write, and sing hymns at four. 
She loved music and started singing as soon as she 
could talk. Her grandmother said, “I believe Fanny 
will die singing.” (She actually did). 

Despite displaying great intellect, Fanny did not 
attend school because not only was she of delicate 
health but also she was far advanced of other chil-
dren her age. However, at fourteen in 1850, she went 
to a girls’ school with Mrs. Teed, who was filled with 
the Holy Spirit. Many of her students were converted 
to Christ there and “their contenances shone with a 
heavenly radiance.” This experience deepened Fan-
ny’s religious desires, and she began praying harder 

than ever to be forgiven for her sins. However, not 
until a year later did she first experienced real faith 
in Jesus as her Savior. While visiting Okehampton in 
February 1851, she told a Miss Cooke: 

…how I longed to know that I was forgiven. She said 
‘Do you desire it above everything else?’ I said I do. …
Then she said … “If you saw Jesus coming in the clouds 
of Heaven, and heard Him call you, could not you trust 
Him then?” … I could, surely, was my reply, and run-
ning to my room, I fell on my knees and committed my 
soul to Jesus. … I did trust myself to the Savior for all 
eternity, and peace and joy flowed in.” 

Surrendering herself assured her that her sins were 
forgiven. As time went by, this assurance deepened. 

Everywhere she went she took a 
bold stand for Christ. “I must walk 
worthy of my calling,” she said. 
Miss Havergal became a good He-
brew and Greek scholar, and knew 
several modern languages. She was 
a talented musician, a gifted singer 
and pianist. A shining career was 
open to her. But she considered her 
talents to be on loan from the Lord 
and to be used in His service. 

In 1854, she was confirmed in 
Worcester Cathedral. When the 
bishop laid hands on her and 
prayed, “Defend, O Lord, this Thy 
child with Thy heavenly grace, that 

she may continue Thine, forever, …” she wrote:

Oh! Thine forever, what a blessed thing
To be forever His Who died for me!
My Savior, all my life Thy praise I’ll sing,
Nor cease my song throughout eternity.

Miss Havergal lived a devoted Christian life, and 
tried diligently to glorify and serve God. But she still 
longed for a deeper Christian experience. She cried 
out “Oh, why cannot I trust Him fully?” There must 
be full surrender before there can be full blessedness 
was the answer. After that, her life was full of service 
and her words had new spiritual power. It was dur-
ing this time she wrote her great consecration hymn, 
“Take my life and let it be.” According to her autobi-
ography:



Perhaps you will be interested to know the origin of the Consecration hymn “Take my 
life.” I went for a little visit of five days [to Areley House]. There were ten persons in the 
house, some unconverted and long prayed for, some converted, but not rejoicing Chris-
tians. He gave me the prayer “Lord, give me all in this house!” And He just did! Before I 
left the house everyone had got a blessing. The last night of my visit after I had retired, the 
governess asked me to go to the two daughters. They were crying, &c; then and there both 
of them trusted and rejoiced; it was nearly midnight. I was too happy to sleep, and passed 
most of the night in praise and renewal of my own consecration; and these little couplets 
formed themselves, and chimed in my heart one after another till they finished with ‘ever 
only, ALL FOR THEE!

Afterword, Miss Havergal refused to sing anything except sacred songs and 
hymns. Her voice, like her pen, was “always, only, for her King,” and many hearts 
were touched by her consecrated singing and writing. She considered every mo-
ment of her time as belonging to the Lord, and sought to use it to His glory. Her 
time then spent writing, giving Bible readings and addresses, visiting the poor, 
working for missions, leading consecration meetings, and temperance work. 
Every day from morning to night she served the Master. “I am always happy, and 
it is such peace,” she said. She never claimed notoriety as a poet. She simply and 
sweetly sang the love of God and His way of salvation. Her whole life was conse-
crated to this purpose. She lives and speaks of her passionate love of Jesus in every 
line of her poems.

Consecration
Take my life and let it be

Consecrated, Lord, to Thee.
Take my moments and my days,
Let them flow in ceaseless praise.

Take my hands and let them move
At the impulse of Thy love.

Take my feet and let them be
Swift and beautiful for Thee.

Take my voice and let me sing
Always, only, for my King.

Take my lips and let them be
Filled with messages for Thee.

Take my silver and my gold,
Not a mite would I withhold.

Take my intellect and use
Every power as Thou shalt choose.

Take my will and make it Thine,
It shall be no longer mine.

Take my heart—it is Thine own,
It shall be Thy royal throne.

Take my love: my Lord, I pour
At Thy feet its treasure-store.

Take myself, and I will be 
Ever, only, all for Thee.

The passing of the peace, a liturgical exchange of greeting through word and gesture, is a sign of recon-
ciliation, love, and renewed relationships in the Christian community. Sandwiched between the liturgy of 
the Word and the liturgy of Holy Communion, these few moments look different in every church, maybe 
even every service. For highly formal churches and cathedrals, this time is brief, with people greeting those 
around them with a handshake and the simple words “peace be with you.” In more informal churches, 
this time may take 5 minutes (or more), with each person making sure that they greet everyone in the con-
gregation with hugs, kisses on the cheeks, as well as a handshake and words of peace. 

Whatever this time looks like though, the theme of peace is central. In the Jewish understanding, this no-
tion of peace, shalom, has the nuance of wholeness, completion and rest. It is not merely the absence of 
conflict, or the cessation of hostilities. It is a life that is full of goodness and completely free from anxiety. 
This is the peace Christ shares with the disciples during at the Last Supper:  “Peace I leave with you; my 
peace I give to you. Not as the world gives do I give to you. Let not your hearts be troubled, neither let 
them be afraid.”(John 14:27)

Having made peace with God, the congregation is now instructed to reconcile – to restore and affirm right 
relationships -- with each other before taking communion together. Jesus said, “If you are offering your 
gift at the altar, and there remember that your brother has something against you, leave your gift there 
before the altar and go; first be reconciled to your brother, and then come and offer your gift,” (Matthew 
5:23-24). It is an opportunity to begin reconciling, making peace, with anyone in the church with whom 
we are not right. It is an opportunity to affirm that we are a community of love and fellowship.  And each 
time we make peace with each other, we point to that triumph of love. 

EPISCOPAL
101______

Passing the Peace
Celebrant: The peace of the Lord be always with you.
People:  And also with you.

Then the Ministers and People may greet one another in the 
name of the Lord.BY BEV OLSEN
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First Class Mail
The Pentecost issue of The Lion’s Tale ships Wednesday, June 7th. 

Please send all articles to thelionstale@stmarksmystic.org by Wednesday, May 31st.

CONVOCATION 
April 29th, 8:30 a.m. – 3 p.m.

Grace Church, 336 Main Street, Old Saybrook

What is a Convocation?
A gathering, an assembly…it shares the same root word as church. 

What will we do? We will have time to gather around scripture, as well as with 
others who share our ministry passions: Addiction recovery, Advocacy, Food ministries, Gardens, Home-
lessness, Refugees, Youth, Prison ministry, and you can suggest others. We will have some time to talk 
about working and living together as a region. And we’ll eat, thanks to the hospitality of Grace Church, 
Old Saybrook! 

Who is invited? Everyone affiliated with an Episcopal parish in the SE region. 

How do I sign up? The link for the Eventbrite registration is https://tinyurl.com/ECCT-SE

If you have trouble, please contact: Rachel Thomas at rwthomas55@att.net, 
Ron Steed at ronaldsteed@gmail.com, or Joan Phelps at revflips@gmail.com

SOUTHEAST REGION
EPISCOPAL CHURCH IN CONNECTICUT

PARTICIPATING IN GOD’S MISSION


