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September 6, 2015
The Fifteenth 
Sunday after 

Pentecost

8:00 a.m.
Holy Communion

8:45 a.m.
Parish Breakfast*

8:50 a.m.
Prayer Troop Service*

9:15 a.m.
Christian Education*

for all ages

10:30 a.m.
Holy Communion*

10:30 a.m.
Preschool Chapel*

10:50 a.m.
Second Hour Sunday 
School for preschool*

11:15 a.m.
Optional Elementary 
Children’s Program 

during sermon*

11:45 a.m.
Fellowship Celebration*

5:00 p.m.
Evening Prayer

discussion and light 
refreshments following in 

Koslow Library

*Nursery

Lectionary
Sunday, September 6

Isaiah 35:4-7a
James 1:17-27
Mark 7:31-37

Psalm 146 or 146:4-9

Many of you reading this article 
will already have received this 
heartbreaking news, while some 
of you may be learning of it for 
the first time. William Henry 
Cuppett, the son of Ginger and 
Bill Dickson, died at the tragically 
young age of twenty-six. William’s 
death at his own hand came as a 
horrendous shock to Ginger, then 
to Dr. Dickson, and then to all of 
us in the moments and hours that 
followed.
William was a kindhearted, handsome, smart, 
athletic young man with a tremendous love for 
his family. Not only was his life cut short, but his 
family’s life with him and the anticipated years to 
come were also brought to an abrupt end. William’s 
death was a death out of order. Parents are not 
supposed to bury their children. I weep as I write 
those words. You, our parish community and I are 
grieving with Ginger and Bill who are struggling 
and hurting so deeply.
So many questions flood into our minds. “Why, 
William?” presses relentlessly on our minds. Why 
suicide? From hearts broken for the Dicksons and 
filled with love for them, we want to know what 
we can do to help Ginger and Bill. What can we 
possibly say? We struggle to comprehend what has 
happened and to understand why.
God-breathed words from Scripture whisper in our 
ears. A bruised reed he will not break, and a dimly 
burning wick he will not quench. Jesus was a man of 
sorrows and acquainted with grief. Jesus wept at the 
death of his dear friend, Lazarus. 
The tragedy of William’s death also brings to the 
surface our own grief not yet finished; our own 
wounds reappear from deep within. Many of us 
have family or close friends who committed suicide. 
We grieve for people whom death has taken from 
us; even children. Some grieve for the loss of health 
or the strong body they once had but will never have 
again. Some grieve for the death of a marriage; a 
death with a stigma forever attached. Others grieve 
for the loss of a dream; a hope-for life that will never 
be realized. Even the death of a much-loved pet is 
not too trivial for God to notice.

God has an amazing track record 
of providing to us what we need at 
the moment we need it. One sign 
of God’s constant provision for us 
came last Sunday in the Scripture 
readings appointed for us in the 
prescribed lectionary reading 
from Ephesians 6:10-20. That 
single passage cannot provide the 
complete answer to our questions, 
but clearly reveals to us the big 
picture and cosmic context for 
understanding the tragedy and 
sorrow that visit our lives.

God reveals reality to us through Ephesians 6:10-
20; he discloses the way things really are, which 
we could never discover without God’s special 
revelation. This passage declares that we are living 
in a cosmic spiritual battle. A war is raging around 
us in the unseen spiritual realm; a war between God 
and Satan and his army of rebellious and wicked 
angels.
God has already won the war through Jesus’ 
victorious death on the Cross, which was confirmed 
by his glorious rising from the dead. The outcome 
of the spiritual war is certain. As the Invasion of 
Normandy on D-Day made certain the outcome of 
World War II, so also Jesus’ victorious death on the 
Cross has won the cosmic battle. All that is left is a 
series of mopping up operations. In the meantime, 
the only way that Satan can get back at God is to 
attack humanity. Satan wants to destroy you. He 
attacks us primarily at the level of our ideas and 
distorted patterns of thought. Satan and his enemy 
forces will exploit our vulnerabilities. 
But, remember that Satan is not God’s equal and 
opposite adversary. God alone is sovereign. And 
God is eager to provide us with exactly what we 
need to stand firm against the adversary’s assaults 
and attempts to ruin us. Hope rings loudly in 
Ephesians 6:10-20, showing God’s brilliant way to 
provide for us and protect us in this spiritual battle. 
(If you would like to explore what Ephesians shows 
us about living hopefully and victoriously, please 
visit our church’s website, and under  “Sermons 
Online”, my sermon from this past Sunday is 
available for listening.)

Receiving a Strength and Protection That Are Not Our Own
by Canon Ron McCrary
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Returning Home
by Peggy Rush

August is a time when the sunlight begins to slant, giving the heat a different intensity, announcing it is time to prepare for a new 
pace of life, a time to return home. Our bodies move in response to this circadian rhythm of day and night that traces our lives in 
endless circles of dark and light. The trees begin to think of letting go of this year’s leaves. The goose preens in preparation for flight. 
The season’s tilting whispers to my soul that it is time to return home. I feel the autumnal pull to find stasis. I can’t help but wonder 
what will home look like when I return to my final destination? I know some imagine pearly gates and golden mansions with many 
rooms.
I realize my memory of home is not of a palace. When the yearning tugs at my heart, I see a vision described in a song by one of 
my favorite songwriters, Carrie Newcomer, “A long dirt road, an all white house and a faithful dog.” When I hear the words, a place 
deep inside resonates, stirring memories of a place my mind does not know, but my heart remembers as if it was yesterday. 
A tall, white clapboard house old and welcoming like the arms of a loving grandparent stands at the end of a dirt lane bordered by 
blue stem and wildflowers. The house stands in a clump of large, ancient oaks and mesquite, with a swing waiting beneath their 
branches. A stand of cottonwoods runs behind the house announcing a cool, dark creek. The dog on the porch is every dog I have 
ever owned, waiting for me with smiling eyes. This is my heavenly home, as my earthly senses can perceive it.
It is the place where loving arms await to enfold me. And when I have rested, I will want nothing more but to stand in everlasting 
praise for my Creator. Morning will break open into a heavenly light, and my yearning shall cease because I am home. 
No matter how different the ideal of home may be to each of us, I believe we all have a yearning within us, a yearning we cannot 
identify. We spend our lives either consciously or unconsciously trying to answer this yearning, to satisfy it, to fill it, to find it, to 
rest in it. I believe it is the yearning to be home, the place that we left behind and carry in our DNA, the way the monarch carries 
her mother’s memory of the Mexican rainforests. It is the place where we fit, where we know whose we are and why we were 
created. 
My Lord asks me not to let my heart be troubled. He reminds me to believe in the One who created this world and believe also in 
Him, my Shepherd, my Savior.
In His house there are many rooms, and there is one that He has prepared just for me and for each of my loved ones. He will come 
again and take me to Himself, that where He is, I may also be. 

Martin Luther captures the heart of the Ephesians passage in his 
great hymn, 

A mighty fortress is our God,
a bulwark never failing;
our helper he, amid the flood
of mortal ills prevailing.
For still our ancient foe
does seek to work us woe;
his craft and power are great,
and armed with cruel hate,
on earth is not his equal.
Did we in our own strength confide,
our striving would be losing,
were not the right Man on our side,
the Man of God’s own choosing.
You ask who that may be?
Christ Jesus, it is he;
Lord Sabaoth his name,
from age to age the same;
and he must win the battle.

What can we do to help Ginger and Bill? Offer prayer, which 
is the most powerful force on earth. The Dicksons have said 
repeatedly that they distinctly sense being buoyed by the prayers 
of the saints and by the Lord himself. St. Andrew’s can continue 
to embody that glorious vision of the New Testament church 

as a “one another community”. The New Testament directs us 
to love one another, care for one another, pray for one another, 
encourage one another, bear one another’s burdens, and twenty-
one more “one anothers”. You know that the doors of the clergy 
— Dean McKeachie’s, Deacon Lormand’s and mine — are open 
to you and anyone who wants to talk during these important 
days. We are also a community where our hearts are open to one 
another, clergy and laity alike. 
Remember that God weaves all things together for good for 
those who love him and are called according to his purpose. 
God does not cause the terrible tragedies that afflict humankind. 
But he alone can weave it all together into a beautiful whole. 
Resources to help us through the struggle:
Dr. Dickson and Ginger have found two resources to be 
especially helpful to them, which they commend to you.
•	 Pastor Rick and Kay Warren’s talk about the death of 

their own twenty-seven year old son, Matthew, who 
committed suicide, “How We’re Getting Through - How to 
Get Through What You’re Going Through” Intro.

 https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=gaQoTp7tKY&featu 
 re=youtu.be
•	 A book by the Christian author Albert Y. Hsu,  

Grieving a Suicide: A Loved One’s Search for Comfort, 
Answers & Hope
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 ANOTHER’S SORROW: OUR SORROW: CHRIST’S SORROW                                         
Four resources commended by Dean William McKeachie  

Can I see another's woe, 
And not be in sorrow too? 
Can I see another's grief, 
And not seek for kind relief? 

Can I see a falling tear, 
And not feel my sorrow's share? 
Can a father see his child 
Weep, nor be with sorrow filled? 

Can a mother sit and hear 
An infant groan, an infant fear? 
No, no! never can it be! 
Never, never can it be! 

And can He who smiles on all 
Hear the wren with sorrows small, 
Hear the small bird's grief and care, 
Hear the woes that infants bear - 

And not sit beside the nest, 
Pouring pity in their breast, 
And not sit the cradle near, 
Weeping tear on infant's tear? 

And not sit both night and day, 
Wiping all our tears away? 
O no! never can it be! 
Never, never can it be! 

He doth give His joy to all: 
He becomes an infant small, 
He becomes a man of woe, 
He doth feel the sorrow too. 

Think not thou canst sigh a sigh, 
And thy Maker is not by: 
Think not thou canst weep a tear, 
And thy Maker is not near. 

O He gives to us His joy, 
That our grief He may destroy: 
Till our grief is fled and gone 
He doth sit by us and moan. 
Can I see another's woe, 
And not be in sorrow too? 
Can I see another's grief, 
And not seek for kind relief? 

Can I see a falling tear, 
And not feel my sorrow's share? 
Can a father see his child 
Weep, nor be with sorrow filled? 

Can a mother sit and hear 
An infant groan, an infant fear? 
No, no! never can it be! 
Never, never can it be! 

And can He who smiles on all 
Hear the wren with sorrows small, 
Hear the small bird's grief and care, 
Hear the woes that infants bear 

And not sit beside the nest, 
Pouring pity in their breast, 
And not sit the cradle near, 
Weeping tear on infant's tear? 

And not sit both night and day, 
Wiping all our tears away? 
O no! never can it be! 
Never, never can it be! 

He doth give His joy to all: 
He becomes an infant small, 
He becomes a man of woe, 
He doth feel the sorrow too. 

Think not thou canst sigh a sigh, 
And thy Maker is not by: 
Think not thou canst weep a tear, 
And thy Maker is not near. 

O He gives to us His joy, 
That our grief He may destroy: 
Till our grief is fled and gone 
He doth sit by us and moan.

“[Nothing]… can make a true Christian man afraid to die, but plainly contrary, he conceives great and many causes 
undoubtedly grounded upon the infallible and everlasting truth of the Word of God which moves him not only to put away 
the fear of bodily death, but also to wish, desire, and long…for it. For death shall be to him no death at all, but a very 
deliverance from death, from all pains, cares and sorrows, miseries, and wretchedness of this world, and the very entry into 
rest, and a beginning of everlasting joy… And we ought to believe that, death being slain by Christ, cannot keep any man that 
steadfastly trust[s] in Christ under [death’s] perpetual tyranny and subjection…” 

From Thomas Cranmer’s Exhortation Against the Fear of Death 

    Daniel Bonnell’s "Jesus wept"                                 Michelangelo’s Pietà

William Blake’s "On Another’s Sorrow" (from Songs of Innocence)
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Rescheduled Sunday School Recognition, Celebration, and Awards Day!
Sunday, September 20, 11:45 a.m., Moncrief Hall 

Recognition of all children & youth in our parish;
Thanks to Sunday School and VBS teachers & leaders;

Highlighting of the parish VBS team & the youth mission team;
Presentation of attendance and Bible Olympics awards, and more!

Come applaud all our children and youth!
Lunch provided | Nursery open

Children’s Ministry: God’s Words in Our Hearts
by Judy Mayo

Training Up Children in God’s Ways
Many of us have doubtless memorized the 
beautiful, well quoted verse, “Train up a child in 
the way he should go, and when he is old, he will 
not depart from it.” (Proverbs 22:6) 
This verse is a godly admonition and challenge to 
parents, godparents, Christian teachers, and dear 

friends who care deeply about the upbringing of children. Much 
of a child’s mindset and heartset about God and the faith are set 
at a very early age. Thankfully, by the grace and mercy of God, we 
can come to the Lord at any age and stage in life (and many do), 
but it is true that the hearts and minds of children are unusually 
receptive to Christian teaching at a young age. What a fertile 
field for planting seeds of the faith, which can then be watered 
faithfully and prayerfully through many years ahead! 
Training up a child in God’s ways is an awesome privilege and 
responsibility, and the church and the home must work together 
in this all-important calling. Neither can do it sufficiently alone. 
Ideally, it is teamwork all the way. I have run the following letter 
in The Messenger a couple of times before. It is said to be a true 
letter which a young lady wrote to her Sunday School teachers, a 

number of years ago. It bears printing and reprinting. 
The influence which godly teachers can have upon children is 
huge, really immeasurable. (I still vividly remember the wonderful 
scriptural instruction of some of my childhood teachers.) As we 
look ahead to a new year of Christian education, let us give thanks 
for those who have joyfully answered the call to teach the children 
of our parish, and let us faithfully pray for them. There is no 
higher or more important task.
Teaching Sunday School is a wonderful ministry. It is a “call” 
God places upon men’s and women’s hearts. A good teacher 
sows “seeds of eternity” in children’s lives by pointing children to 
the truths of God’s Word. Sometimes teachers see the results and 
rewards of their labors almost instantaneously, and sometimes it 
takes years for these seeds to sprout into plants of blessings. That 
part is in the Lord’s hands. A teacher’s call is simply to prayer, 
study, hard work, and faithfulness. 
The following piece is a letter which I read many years ago in 
The Church Herald and clipped and saved. For any and all of 
you who have had joyous days as well as some challenging and 
frustrating days teaching Sunday School (and haven’t we all ?), 
this letter is for you. I hope it touches you as it did me.

Dear Sunday School teachers: 

You probably don’t remember me. I was one of many little girls who graced your Sunday School class. I came to you dressed up in dotted 
swiss and patent leather, looking like somebody’s darling, but sincerely wishing I were somewhere else. I squirmed and fidgeted during your 
story of Noah and said I didn’t care why God sent the flood; I wanted my daddy! In junior high I was the one who passed notes to Tommy 
under the table, the one who tricked Paula into reading the 7th chapter of the Song of Solomon for a Sunday School devotional; the one who 
insisted you explain whom Jesus would decide to save if two people were drowning. 

I was the one in the college class (just before I dropped out entirely) who asked you, as you spoke of God’s unconditional love, if it really 
mattered anyway, since rumor had it God was dead.

But one dreadful night, dear teachers, my world crashed in around me. Fear and bitterness and depression threatened to push me across 
that fine line that separates the rational from the irrational. 

In my utter desperation I cried out to the God you had assured me existed. I begged Him to rescue me from myself, to save me, to show me 
the way to Him. Jesus responded to me, dear teachers, through a verse you patiently prodded me to memorize one Sunday as I squirmed 
and fidgeted in my dotted swiss dress. “I am the way, the truth, and the life. No man cometh unto the Father, except by Me.” 

He comforted me during that long, lonely night as I repeated that precious verse and others you taught me year after year. The truth and 
strength of those passages provided a lifeline at the end of my rope, a footbridge across that terrifying chasm between darkness and light.

You probably don’t remember me, dear Sunday School teachers, but I remember you. How eternally grateful I will be for your patience, your 
persistence, and your love. How sorry I am that I have lost track of you, and can’t come to you and hug you, and share with you my glorious 
(though belated) discovery that He lives! And He loves me, just as you said all along.”  

- Arlene Creswell 
Copyright, The Church Herald, 1981. Used by permission.
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Women’s Ministry: Summer 2015 — Fantasy or Reality?
by Marsland Moncrief

Fantasy or reality? Was summer 2015 everything you had 
imagined (fantasized) or not imagined (reality)? So often one 
does have fantasies on just how their summer will be. Carefully 
made plans for children’s activities, vacations or stay-cations, 
project completions and of course all of those books one desires 
to read are put into play long before summer arrives hoping all 
these fantasies will come true. And so often one does discover 
the reality that despite carefully made plans, our fantasies 
sometimes remain just fantasies. God does have HIS plans too. I 
suppose fantasies could include anticipations and expectations, 
and when these are not met, then perhaps that is when reality 
sets in.
June was to be the month to complete those house projects and 
other loose ends so the rest of the summer could be smooth 
sailing. Grandchildren off to camp and life slowing down a bit 
with no schedules. Never did I anticipate the phone call in early 
June telling me that a dear friend had unexpectedly died while 
on vacation. Nor did I anticipate that a few weeks later I would 
be standing before a crowded church eulogizing her. These were 
not the summer plans I had fantasized about. This was not in my 
date book, but it was in HIS. In a blink of an eye reality had set 
in. In a blink of an eye lives were changed. In a blink of an eye 
those summer plans were not so important any more. In a blink 
of an eye I found myself traveling to a place I had not intended 
to go. Summer 2015 was going to be different. Summer 2015 was 
no longer what I had fantasized. 
The Fourth of July found my husband and me traveling to 
Jackson Hole, Wyoming for our annual visit with close friends. 
The entire town comes to life, and as one local shared “The 
month of July probably has as many tourists as the entire 
population of Wyoming.” I believe it and especially on this 
holiday. But who would not want to enjoy the majesty of the 

Grand Tetons and pleasant temperatures. This 
is what one fantasizes about when enduring 

the three digit Texas temperatures. 
July was the family month together, and 
all it takes is a family vacation to dispel 
any fantasies one might have about the 

perfect, non-eventful summer. Birthdays 
were celebrated, and as the norm the 

grandchildren and I turned the dining room 
into a theme based birthday room. This year in celebration of 
my daughter’s 40th the theme was “Follow the Yellow Brick 
Road” à la The Wizard of Oz. Photos capturing her from birth 
to 40 adorned the yellow brick road. These fantasies came to 
be as some willing costumed family members escorted her 
down the yellow brick road to the end of the rainbow! While 
this was a planned and happy event, there were moments that 
were not in the play bill. Would you ever imagine that a seven 
year old would swallow a Lego or that your niece’s vacation 
rental would flood leaving one temporarily homeless? Nor did I 
expect a black bear alert to alter the long walks and hikes I had 
fantasized about every day. And there were the moments when 

an unexpected St. Andrew’s email would share the loss of one of 
our beloved parishioners, again reminding me that my plans are 
not always God’s plans. 
It is now the end of August as I find myself once again enjoying 
the splendor of the Grand Tetons 
while visiting our friends for one 
last fishing expedition. A herd 
of elk have just walked across 
the lawn and are rubbing their 
furry horns against the Aspen 
trees. Apparently they have come down from the mountains in 
anticipation of the coming winter or perhaps they are fleeing the 
smoky haze from the surrounding fires. One could barely see the 
outlining mountains a few days ago due to the smoky haze. In all 
of my wildest fantasies who would have thought in a blink of an 
eye one would not be able to see THE GRAND TETONS! 
There is something rather bittersweet about the end of the 
summer. You can feel it. Despite all of our fantasies there is a bit 
of reluctance to let it go. But there will be another season, and 
there will be another summer. Summer 2015 was not necessarily 
what I had fantasized about, but in reality it was a good summer. 
Maybe I did not read all the books I had planned, but I did learn 
how to play “Heads Up” with the grandchildren. And yes, there 
was a game or two of “Old Maid” and monopoly. The Lego was 
never found, but the unexpected event will never be forgotten. It 
was a summer where the term “politically correct” left everyone 
or at least almost everyone speechless, and it was the summer 
of a blue moon. Sadly, I find that it was a summer that ended as 
it began, with that unexpected phone call informing me of the 
sudden loss of a young man. Again lives changed, and hearts 
broken. Oh, how one would wish this was a fantasy and not 
a reality. Is this what Peggy Rush prepared us for in her June 
Messenger article, “Happy Traveling-God is in Our Midst,” 
when she stated: “It is good also to be the traveler, to be a guest, 
to be reminded that these earthy bodies are but tents that we 
will someday trade for our permanent homes, for a room in the 
mansion. We cannot fathom how spectacular and awe-inspiring 
this new dwelling will be.”
Summer 2015 will be remembered as a summer where God 
showed me that despite all the planning and all the fantasizing, 
His plans take precedence, and to be prepared for a change of 
plans, in the blink of an eye. Through the unexpected I have 
seen the importance, the necessity of having God in the midst. 
His presence is essential for our survival. This is a reality.

Women’s Thursday Morning Bible Study
Slightly Bad Girls of the Bible: 

Flawed Women Loved by a Flawless God
by Liz Curtis Higgs

September 17th  |  9:30-11:30 a.m.
In Moncrief Hall. Child care provided.
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Fort Worth’s Forty Days for Life Campaign
The 40 Days for Life is a peaceful, prayer campaign focused on bringing about an end to abortion through three key 
components: prayer and fasting, community outreach, and a constant, peaceful Prayer Vigil.  For 40 days this fall, from 
September 23th thru November 1st, we will be praying and fasting (which can be done at home) for an end to abortion and 
reaching out to our community.  The largest and most important component of the 40 Days for Life is the constant, 40 day, 
round-the-clock Prayer Vigil that we will be keeping outside of the Planned Parenthood abortion clinic at 6464 John Ryan 
Drive in Fort Worth.  Please join us in prayer as we pray for an end to abortion.
There will be a table in the parish hall by the ministry bulletin boards after services today and the next several Sundays in order 
to sign-up.  For more information or to sign up click here.  You may also contact Molly Bryant at 817.727.5200 or
 mbryant@st-andrew.com for more details.
Thank you for your time and may God bless you!

Many Members…One Body
Finding your place in the body of Christ at St. Andrew’s

by Laura Anderson

Romans 12: 4-5 – For as in one body we have many members, and the members do not all have the same function, so we, though 
many, are one body in Christ, and individually members one of another.

Our family is big. If you haven’t met us yet, we’re that family that takes up an entire 
pew on Sunday mornings. There are two grown-ups and six children – after the 
arrival of our fifth child, we began calling ourselves “Team Anderson,” or more 
affectionately, “Team A.” A catchy name, yes, but also a meaningful one, because 
we wanted to instill in our children the importance of being a team. I often tell 
them, “We’re a team, and teams stick together.” Teams support and love each other, 
no matter what, and work together using the unique gifts God has given them.

I Cor. 12: 4-7– Now there are varieties of gifts, but the same Spirit; and there are 
varieties of service, but the same Lord; and there are varieties of activities, but it is 
the same God who empowers them all in everyone. To each is given the manifestation 
of the Spirit for the common good.

In Paul’s letter to the Corinthians, he reminds them that God, the same God, 
gives everyone different gifts and different service opportunities, for the common 
purpose of glorifying and serving the Lord. As believers, we are all on the same 
Team, and we can (and should!) make our Team better by actively using our gifts 
to serve God. Can you imagine a baseball team with nine pitchers, but no fielders? 
Or a marching band with only tubas? Nothing personal if your gift is your 95-
mile/hour fastball, or if you are a tuba prodigy, but thank God for different gifts! 
Different gifts make a team stronger. Even within our own Team A, it’s exciting 
to see the diversity with which God has blessed us. For example, we have a child 
who is a musician with a heart for sharing the Gospel. Another of our children is 
soft-spoken, but is extremely observant of the needs of others, and prays for them 
daily. A third child is affectionate, outspoken, and constantly asks me how we can 
help “people who don’t have homes.” I share this not to boast about our kids, but 
to stress that God gives us wonderful and varied abilities, even within the same 
family. In the short time we’ve been at St. Andrew’s, it’s clear that the Lord has 
blessed our church family with amazing, unique gifts as well.

Rally Day 2015 is Sunday, September 13. This is a great time to become familiar 
with the ministry opportunities at St. Andrew’s, and to prayerfully consider where 
you can use the unique gifts God has given you. Whatever your gift is, there is a 

ministry where you can put it to use, and make our “team” that much stronger. Come and find your place as a member of the body 
at St. Andrew’s, share your gifts, and be a part of an incredible team of believers working together to glorify and serve the Lord.

Rally Day 2015
Sunday, September 13 

at 11:45 a.m. in Moncrief Hall

Having gifts that differ according to the grace 
given to us let us use them...Come find where 
your gift from the Lord will enrich your life 

and the Body of  Christ



The flowers for Sunday, September 6, 
is/are given to the glory of God
at the Church & Chapel altars
in humble thanksgiving for His 
steadfast love and daily mercies,

and at the Children’s Chapel altar
by Susan & B.J. Lewis 

in thanksgiving for 
our Elsey & Bishop grandchildren 

and their parents, schools, and 
teachers.

•

September 6
Ken Sudderth

Libby Aughinbaugh

September 7
Gene Buck

Michael Elsey
Jason DeMott
Sadie Johnson
Isabella Lange

September 8
Mark Doyle

Grace Waters

September 9
Pat Massad

Stephen Mitchell

September 10
B.J. Lewis

Christy Diver
Bryan Naradovy

September 11
Suzanne Hearn

Emily McLaughlin 
Matt McLaughlin
Patrick Timmons

September 12
Garlyn Mayo

Altar FlowersBirthdays
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Our Deepest Sympathy

on the death of

William Henry Cuppett
son of 

Bill & Ginger Dickson
and Tim Cuppett

brother of
Dane Cuppett (Erin)

uncle of
Cash Cuppett

August 24, 2015

•

Our Deepest Sympathy

on the death of

Florence Evelyn (Lyn) 
Smith Dulaney

widow of
Richard Key Dulaney

mother of 
Mary Duke (Jason), 

Paul Dulaney (Danielle),
& Sally Stanton (John)

sister of
Martha Wessels (Robert)

and J. Grey Smith II (Sawnie)
niece of

Judy Mayo (Ted)
cousin of

Marian DeMott (Jason)
& Jennifer Frey (Tom)

beloved grandmother of two

August 21, 2015

•

Our Deepest Sympathy

on the death of

Karen May Cowley Rubel
mother of 

Laura Davis, Robert Rubel (Diane),
Brian Rubel (Karen), 

Sarah Howorth,
& Patty Wallace (Walt)

and beloved grandmother, and 
great-grandmother of many

August 13, 2015

•

What is Alpha?
Alpha is a series of interactive sessions that 
gives you the opportunity to explore the 
questions of life and discuss the Christian faith 
in an informal, fun, and friendly environment. 

Alpha has ten talks — looking at topics 
including ‘Who is Jesus?’ and ‘Why and how 
do I pray?’— and the option of a weekend 
retreat. 

At Alpha we meet for dinner and a main talk, 
followed by time for you to say what you think 
and ask anything you like.

You’re Invited!
Alpha BBQ Party and Fun Kids’ Event
Wednesday, September 16 , 6 - 8 pm
Come get a taste of Alpha and see what you 
think

Alpha starts September 23, 2015
Wednesdays, free dinner at 6:00 p.m.
Evening ends at 8:00 pm
Free nursery and special program for kids

St. Andrew’s Church
917 Lamar St. 
Fort Worth, TX 76102

817-332-3191  Ron McCrary
alpha@st-andrew.com

Register for Alpha | More Information
http://st-andrew.com/connect/alpha
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Weekday Worship Schedule
Tuesday
12:00 p.m. Holy Communion
  (The first Tuesday of the month,  
  Holy Unction will be offered.)
Thursday
7:00 a.m. Holy Communion
Daily Schedule
Monday, September 7
Labor Day - Office Closed 
Tuesday, September 8
6:45 a.m. Men’s Devotion & Bible Study,  
  Chapel & Koslow 
8:30 a.m. Morning Prayer, Chapel
12:00 p.m. Holy Communion, Chapel
1:30  p.m. Staff Meeting, Koslow
5:30 p.m. Evening Prayer, Chapel
Wednesday, September 9
8:30 a.m. Morning Prayer, Chapel
12:00 p.m. Rector’s Bible Study, Koslow
6:00 p.m. Alpha Team Training, Koslow
5:30 p.m. Evening Prayer, Chapel
6:00 p.m. Alpha Training, Koslow
7:00 p.m. Choir Practice,* Choir Room
Thursday, September 10
7:00 a.m. Holy Communion, Chapel
8:30 a.m. Morning Prayer, Chapel
11:00 a.m. Texas 42, Youth Room 1
5:30 p.m. Evening Prayer, Chapel
7:00 p.m. Greek Class, McFarland
11:30 p.m. Messenger Deadline

Friday, September 11
12:00 p.m. Office Closes
7:00 p.m. Clapham Fellowship, Offsite
Saturday, September 12
9:00 a.m. Rally Day Set-up, Moncrief
Sunday, September 13
The Sixteenth Sunday after Pentecost
Rally Day
8:00 a.m. Holy Communion, Chapel
8:45 a.m. Parish Breakfast,* Koslow
8:50 a.m. Prayers for the Church,* Chapel
9:15 a.m. Christian Education for all ages,* 
  Koslow & Sunday School areas
10:30 a.m. Preschool & K Chapel,* 
  Children’s Chapel
10:30 a.m. Morning Prayer,* Church
10:50 a.m. Preschool Second Hour of  
  Sunday School,* Preschool Rooms
11:15 a.m. Optional Elementary Children’s 
  Program during sermon,* 
  Youth Room 3
11:45 a.m. Rally Day,* Moncrief
5:00 p.m. Evening Prayer, Chapel
  Discussion & light refreshments  
  following, Koslow

* Nursery available
Prayer Chain Requests
Names may be submitted to Carrie 

Brent at 817-738-6496 
and/or Patti Parrish 

at parrishuc@mac.com 

Visit our website
www.st-andrew.com 

for more on Calendar & Events.

Saint Andrew’s Episcopal Church
917 Lamar Street Ft. Worth, Texas 76102 
817-332-3191, Fax: 817-332-9724 
Email: church@st-andrew.com

SAINT ANDREW’S MESSENGER is published weekly, 
except bi-weekly during the summer and the week after 
Christmas, by St. Andrew’s Parish. Periodical postage is paid 
at Fort Worth, TX. USPS 5898-90.

POSTMASTER: Send address changes to 
917 Lamar Street Fort Worth TX 76102.

The Rt. Rev’d Jack L. Iker, D.D. 
 Bishop 
The Rev’d Dr. R. William Dickson 
 Rector
The Very Rev’d William N. McKeachie 
 Vicar for Parish Ministry
The Rev’d Canon Ronald L. McCrary 
 Dir. of Pastoral Care & Spiritual Formation
The Rev’d Lance Lormand 
 Deacon and Curate 

Kendall Felton   Dir. of Student 
   Ministries
Jason Runnels, PhD  Choirmaster
Glenda Robinson   Organist
Elisabeth Gray McKeachie  Harpist in Residence
Judy Mayo   Dir. of Children’s 
   Ministries
Marsland Moncrief  Liaison to Women’s 
   Ministries
Peggy Rush   Editor/Publications

Mission Statement
St. Andrew’s Episcopal Church exists to worship God in the 
beauty of holiness and in Spirit and truth; to win the lost to 
Jesus Christ and disciple every believer; to equip and empower 
every member for ministry; and to spread God’s kingdom 
through charitable, righteous works locally and globally.

Adult Education: 
“Postcards from Patmos”

led by Jeff Anderson
Jeff writes: “Somewhere beyond 

sensationalism and speculation lies the 
real meaning of St. John’s “Revelation”. 

The Lord intends to inform us, not 
confuse us. This series will examine 
particular sections of the Bible’s final 

book with an eye toward developing a 
sensible, contextual understanding of 
one of history’s most famous texts.”

Sunday, September 6, at 9:15 a.m.

X-Connect Clapham Fellowship
Evening Prayer Service

Friday, September 11 at 7:00 p.m. 
at the home of Deacon Lormand and his wife Danielle 

We will meet in members’ homes from month to month and celebrate a 
simple Evening Prayer service. Afterward  we will enjoy life together with 
prayer, food, beer, wine and fellowship. This will be a time of refreshment for 
body and soul, a time to close the week in worship, and thanksgiving to the 
Lord. Young adults and young families are welcome.

The name of Clapham originated from a group formed by Wilber 
Wilberforce  and his closest friend, Henry Thornton, when Wilberforce’s 
motion for abolition in 1789 was defeated. The group’s name originated 
from the upscale London suburb, Clapham, where many of the 
members of the group lived. In many ways their life centered around 
their homes with family and friendships as priorities. The group had no 
exclusive membership requirements. They gathered together by virtue of 
their faith in Jesus Christ, love for one another, and out of concern for a 
variety of moral, social and religious causes.
Their faith was integral to all of life...family, career, friendship and 
more. It was faith that the younger generation calls, “24/7”. They talked 
together of a faith that impacted every part of their lives. There were no 
“compartments”. The love of God was at the very center of the group’s 
reason for being together and what became their legacy. From this love 
sprang a group that changed history.
Excerpted & adapted from William Wilberforce and His Circle of Friends by Richard Gathro
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