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The Rector’s Address for the Annual Meeting 

Sunday, 27 January 2019 

In 1902 five businessmen from Minnesota set out to mine a mineral on the  
southern shore of Lake Superior. The name they eventually adopted fro their  
business was the Minnesota Mining and Manufacturing Corporation. Today, it’s 
known to us and to the world over as 3M. They’re the folk who have brought us 

scotch tape and post-it notes, among hundreds of other products.  
 
I have 3M’s for us today, a way to frame these remarks which I hope 
will set us on a course for the next 12-16 months.  
 

They don’t come from the 3M corporation, but from Holy Scripture. In the  
gospel today Jesus evokes the collective memory of his people in reading Isaiah, 
and then he identifies himself with this mission of God, articulated in that  
passage, and that sets in motion his whole ministry. So, never mind the  
multinational company based in Minnesota, and come along with me to think 
about these 3Ms: mission, motion, and memory.  
 
When we speak about mission, it’s essential for us to continually remind ourselves 
that it’s God’s mission, not ours. We engage in the mission God has given us. We 
might have a personal mission, but whatever we do in and from this faith  
community is God’s mission, insofar as we have heard it, and accepted it. 
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It is the parish church, in our Anglican tradition, which still fosters in me the most 
expansive sense of hope for God’s mission. There is nothing like a parish…for in 
it Jesus Christ gives us everything we need. Here we give praise and glory to God 
through worship, what some of us would describe as our primary purpose for  
being a church. Here we develop friendships and we encounter the Bible and we 
experiment with ideas. Some of us would describe our primary purpose for being 
a church is to form ourselves as disciples of Jesus Christ. And from this place, and 
after we have worshiped God, we partner with others to build a beloved  
community. The word we use is “outreach”—some of us would describe our  
primary purpose for being a church is to serve others. It takes passionate people—
that is you—to speak and ignite us for all of these three essential aspects of  
mission: worship, formation, and service. Yet in our passionate voice for one of 
these, we must always take care that they’re not set up as  
competitors. One might be more valuable to you personally, but 
the elected leaders ought to hold out for us an image of them fully 
united and combined, each one more central than the next.  
 
The worship of God, said St. Ignatius is “the reason God made us.” Ignatius also 
said, “few souls understand what God would accomplish in them if they were to 
abandon themselves unreservedly to God, and if they were to allow grace to mold 
them accordingly.” It takes many forms, and no form or ceremonial action—
whether it be plain or elaborate—will ever be complete to express our adoration, 
but we will continue to strive for beauty in holiness, and to use language that  
expands our thinking and feeling, as well as language that roots us in our history 
and tradition. This is an art, not a science, but it’s primary.  
 
It also means making music, and there too, we should want to hold on to our  
tradition, while simultaneously discovering new territory. This isn’t being all 
things to all people, but take as an example what we’re doing today: the parish 
choir will sing in Latin, and then we’ll sing a very modern hymn. When we plan 

for worship we think about space, as well as art and language. 
This space and the Chapel are the principal places where we give 
praise and glory to God, and so they should evoke a sense of God 
being both mystery and nearby. I am extremely grateful for the 
ways you supported the refurbishment of the Chapel this past  
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whole Episcopal Church, about which we care fiercely, and pray, too, not for a 
particular outcome on February 9th, but for a strong sense that God is doing more 
for the Episcopal Church, and for all of us, than we can ask or imagine.  
 
There you have it. 3Ms for 2019: Mission, Motion, and Memory.  
 
To God be the glory. 
 
 
 
 
Thomas James Brown, Rector 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Parish of  the Epiphany 
We are a welcoming Episcopal community, united in God,  

called to seek and serve Christ in all persons and  
to transform our world through love and generosity. 

   
                     
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Craig, who became the Bishop of Michigan in 1984, and served there until 1992. 
It was she who said to me, having applied for ordination, “I can’t ordain you” and 
it was she who said, “please consider the Episcopal Church.” And it was she 
who—after I left her office in Detroit to drive the 3 hours west to Kalamazoo, 
pretty much sobbing the whole way—it was she who immediately wrote a letter to 
her colleague, the episcopal bishop in Western Michigan, saying “if this young 
man makes himself known to you, please call me.” Four years later, just before the 
procession formed at my ordination, that Episcopal bishop, by then “my” bishop, 
pulled me aside to pray, and to show me Bishop Craig’s letter, the one she had 
written to him the day I left her office. She had paved the way. I will remember  
Judith Craig this Saturday. And because we love each other, and are committed to 
one another, I hope you will give thanks to God for Judith Craig. She never  
self-identified as a lesbian, but she certainly steered me in the direction of grace 
and affirmation, knowing full well the limits of her church and her own self. Let’s 
also be clear that the Episcopal Church is not perfect, and we are 
not yet all that we can be. So, if there’s one, single focus for 2019, 
it’s keeping up the ongoing work to make our church welcoming to 
ALL, and I’m not speaking necessarily about LGBTQ folk, I mean 
“all.” Whatever sort of person or mindset you would rather not encounter here, 
well, let’s say together to him or her, “you’re welcome here.”  
 
Finally, a word about your memory of bishop elections, and the crucial role this 
parish has played in the Episcopal Church. I am the 10th rector…and all but one 
of us spent a big or small chunk of his ministry, either before or after coming to 

the Epiphany, offering himself as a potential bishop. It’s a weird 
thing to do—and some of you are left wondering if it means I’m 
finished here, or if I’m simply chasing a purple shirt. Yet it’s al-
so a faithful thing to do. I am not finished here, and I am not 

chasing a purple shirt. I am  actively and lovingly engaged in our ministry. And, to 
be sure, I am listening to people, including our own bishop, saying, “Thomas, con-
sider the episcopacy, it’s the right time and place, and you have these gifts.” My 
ego is quieter this time around, and for that I give abundant thanks. Be assured of 
two things: 1) I will absolutely be okay if I am not elected, and 2) God is good, all 
the time, and all the time, God is good. Remain open to the possibility that it is 
God’s mission for us to proclaim that the Parish of the Epiphany is part of the  
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year, to the project leaders, Michael Schmidt and Mary Street, to Joseph Nazarro  
for constructing the cabinet, Richard Goldhor for engineering the sound, and to 
both the property committee and the gifts & memorials committee for funding this 
project. If you haven’t done so, please look at the rededication booklet which 
acknowledges several other people. $24,000 of the chapel refurbishment expenses 
came from one family, whose grief gave way to generosity and remembrance.  This 
past year we enhanced several places here in the church. The sanctuary lamp and 
tabernacle were memorial gifts—and they’re pieces of art for sure—and thanks to 
Barbara Cade, many vestments and hangings were repaired or refurbished; the 
amount of hours she spent sewing and constructing is literally beyond  
measurement. That too is worship.  
 
Mission also includes how we befriend each other, and how we learn. Our  
formation programs for children, youth, and adults continue to expand, and we 
continue to see challenge and opportunity in the unpredictability of attendance. I’m 
more and more convinced that average Sunday attendance is less and less an  
indicator of growth and vitality, but when people can only be here once a month, it 
means that sustaining friendships and planning programs will demand our best  
creativity and our deepest commitments. A word about a part-time youth minister, 
which is funded in the 2019 budget, but will require considerably more money to 
sustain it in 2020. We have not always had a youth minister, but our 
experience with Jacob Athyal was so positive, and the spirit among 
us was so elevated, that we want to continue. This isn’t easy. We had 
very few applicants in our most recent search, and of those who did 
apply, neither Carolyn nor I could envisage a fit. The idea of hiring a youth minis-
ter requires conversation among teens—first, as well as parents. We must express 
our greatest appreciation to Heather Keith-Lucas, Chris & Julia Deter, and the 
many moms and dads who keep YPF and Genesis strong.  
 
By any definition the Parish of the Epiphany is passionate about mission and  
outreach. In his past year, thanks to Rosalyn Nazzaro, Judy Cotton, Nelia Newell, 
and Pam Chester—among many others—we are focused on immigration justice in 
three ways: through our engagement with a Unitarian congregation in Bedford who 
are providing sanctuary to a person right now; we need more of us to be trained 
and to volunteer to take 2 hour shifts at the Bedford Church. The second is  
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through occasional witnesses outside of the immigration, customs, and enforce-
ment agency offices in Burlington; called Jericho Walks. The third—happening this  
afternoon—is prayer. We gather in Boston, usually once a month, to wave to the 
people who are detained, to sing, and to stand in solidarity outside of the facility, 
to figuratively be light. It’s action and showing up, and it’s every bit as prayerful as 
a silent retreat or a solemn Mass. Immigration Justice is by no means the only  
concern of ours, but it will continue to be a parish-wide focus in 2019.  
 

A final word about our mission to care for one another. I have been 
on the receiving-end of what we call Friends in Deed. It’s been  
wonderful, and I’m inspired to see how happy it makes people to 
deliver a meal, or a pan of brownies, or to drive somebody to an  

appointment. The fact is almost every household could participate in this ministry, 
thereby extending our capacity to give and to receive. Look for more information 
about how we will tailor-make Friends in Deed so it fits with your schedule and 
your interest and ability.  
 
Shift with me now to consider the second M on my made-up list, Motion. Think 
about it in two ways. As movement, getting ourselves in motion. And, as a  
decision, making plans to accomplish things. It’s been nearly 30 years of talking 
about an elevator, and for some of you, it’s been 30 years of giving money toward 
one. Thankfully we won’t spend another year having to say to folks such as the 
late Rick Marks, or a great-grandmother of a baptisand, “sorry, we don’t have an  
elevator, yet.” Last Wednesday night, thanks to the amazing  
leadership of the Accessibility Team, the vestry authorized the  
wardens to contract with a construction firm to build an elevator. 
It will cost us about a million dollars, and it’s absolutely necessary. Following that 
amazing motion, the vestry passed two additional motions to set-about  
fundraising the balance, about $200,000. The vestry did that after deciding to use 
money that we already have, plus the money you have already given, and to take 
some of our invested funds, now. The long term goal is to take care of this mag-
nificent building, and to make the new fund the object of our planned giving. If we 
had another two million dollars all of our pledged income could be directed to 
mission; the building’s maintenance costs would be paid for by the property fund. 
Another word about accessibility. It’s already so much better. You can get into the  
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kitchen, you can get into the nave in two places, and you can use a restroom. 
These are significant accomplishments from 2018, and without John McConnell, 
Kate Loosian, Darwin Keith-Lucas, Woody Cook, Frederick Spencer, and  
Matthew Hodges none of it would have happened. The motion of extending  
ourselves horizontally continues, and by the end of this year, we will be able to 
move vertically, getting access to the Myra Higgins Formation Wing, and to the 
Upper Parish Hall. You have to know that it will be disruptive. We will have to be 
patient with each other, and keep our eyes fixed on where true joy is to be found. 
On the other hand, the vestry is confident that our contractor’s sensitivity to and 
experience with faith communities puts them in great stead to shepherd this dream 
into a reality. We think they’ll break ground as soon as possible, probably in 
March, and we have our fingers crossed for completion by Rally Day.  
 

Let me end by saying something about memory. The  
writer of the Second Letter of Peter put it this way, “I 
consider it right, as long as I am in this earthly dwelling, 
to stir you up by way of reminder.” Memory is such a 

powerful instrument of God’s healing, and it can also be the bearer of pain. The 
sexual misconduct by a former staff person in the early 1970s is a memory we’d 
rather not claim. I know that. But since acknowledging it, last fall, 7 men have 
come forward, in some way, to say to us, “thank you…what I most needed was to 
make sure you knew about it, and to hear you say your sorry, and to see that your 
church is safe.” They have said it with different words, and with greater eloquence 
and vulnerability. I hope all of us will leave here today feeling grateful and proud 
that we’ve created a parish church who tells the truth and who says “I’m sorry.”  
 

Now, let me a share a personal memory. Last weekend while I was 
in Maine, in the midst of insomnia on Sunday night, I learned on 
Facebook that Bishop Judith Craig had died. Her funeral is this 
Saturday in Columbus, Ohio. Judith Craig is not somebody you 

likely knew, but she was a towering and immeasurably important person in my 
life. Eight years before Barbara Harris became the first woman bishop in the  
Anglican Communion, the United Methodists ordained Marjorie Swank Mat-
thews, a pastor from Grand Rapids, who became Bishop of Wisconsin. Then, four 
years later, two more women were made bishops, and one of them was Judith  
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