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The Association for Episcopal Deacons, in 
coordination with the deacons from the Do-
minican Republic, recently organized a Latin 
Experience trip and invited deacons and 
deacons in formation to attend. There were 

A Latin
Experience
By Dr. Richard Rasner, a 
parishioner at the Cathedral 
Church of St. Luke in Portland, 
Maine and a postulant in the 
Diocesan Deacon Formation 
Program.

ten of us in our group: seven deacons, two 
deacons in formation and one bishop. We 
came from dioceses across North America, 
from Vancouver Island to Portland, Maine. 
Quoting from the trip brochure, “The focus 
is one of simply being in community and 
ministering in community, not knowing 
great details, but experiencing, feeling, and 
listening to God’s call through the people 
and through prayer.”  

We went with open minds and open 
hearts. I think I speak for everyone in the 
group when I say that each of us returned 
home with minds and hearts overflowing 
with the joy, the love and the enthusiasm 
of our Dominican deacons as well as our 
Dominican brothers and sisters. 

Upon arrival, our three-day orientation 
was led by Deacon Bob Snow and his wife, 
Ellen, missionaries. Bob and Ellen became 
our teachers, mentors and friends. They were 
joined in our orientation by Bishop Hol-
guín other assisting bishops, the deacons of 
the diocese, the deacons in formation and 

many of the seminarians. Some of the topics 
covered were the history of the diaconate in 
Latin America, spirituality in Latin America, 
the Latin American family and the Roman 
Catholic Church’s influence on Latinos. We 
learned that…

The Diocese of the Dominican Repub-
lic is one of the fastest growing dioceses in 
TEC, consecrating two new churches a year. 

80 – 90% of the parishioners are married 
women with children or single mothers. We 
discussed “the culture of poverty.”

In a 10 year period the number of Episco-
pal schools has gone from 7 to 26.

Also in this 10 year period the number of 
missions has gone from 23 to 70, the num-
ber of clergy from 15 to 34, and the number 
of medical clinics has gone from 1 to 3. 

After the comprehensive orientation we 
spent two full days travelling around the 
diocese visiting churches, schools and clinics 
as well as getting a first-hand view of the 
culture. We were reminded that you cannot 

(See “Experience” on Page Three)

Latin Experience Participants, including Dominicans: Seated in front: Bp. Telesforo 
Isaac, Bp Julio Holguín, Deacon Pamela Nesbit, Deacon Bette Kauffman (kneeling), 
Deacon Sister Priscilla Wright. Standing from left to right: Deacon-in-training 
Magdalena Asencio Mendoza,  Deacon Maureen Hagen, Deacon Kate Salinaro, 
Deacon-in-training Richard Rasner, Deacon-in-training Shelagh Huston, Dean 
Ashton Brooks (Dean of the Cathedral), Dean Napoleon Brito (Dean of the diocesan 
seminary), Deacon Sue Gahagan, Bp. Michael Garrison,  Deacon Gail Chandler, 
Deacon-in-training Margaret Dyer-Chamberlain, Deacon Lourdes Zaya,  Deacon-in-
training Elsa Lopez, Deacon Bob Snow, Deacon Michael Kingsley.



       DIAKONEO              Volume 33, Number 2      20112

" Where 
would we be. 
. . .Without 
AED?"  For 
many of us 
who have 
been seek-
ing to raise 
awareness of 
the impor-
tance of the 
diaconate, 
the answer is 
obvious.  We 
are immense-
ly grateful 

for the mutual encouragement, resources, 
training, fellowship, networking, and all-

Bishops Endorse the Work and Mission of AED

around support the AED has made possible 
for our deacons over the years.  I am particu-
larly pleased about the new initiative to let 
younger members know about the possibility 
of this vocation in their own lives.

 One of the gifts deacons bring us is 
the realization that we cannot truly be the 
Church unless we are actively engaged in 
responding to the needs of the world around 
us.  We are blessed to have a growing num-
ber of deacons, and as they call us to prayer, 
action and advocacy they offer us a vision 
of our ability to make the kingdom Jesus 
preached a reality.

 As the diaconate grows in numbers and 
influence, the need for the resources and 
support of the AED will become even more 
important.  Where would we be without it?  
I'm not sure we want to find out!  I'm more 
than happy to send my check and encourage 
others to do the same!
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The Rt. Rev. Catherine M. Waynick
Bishop of Indianapolis

The connection between bishops and deacons is an important part of our identity in the church.  As we 
celebrate our 25th anniversary with our fundraising campaign, "Where Would We Be... Without AED?" we are 
grateful to our bishops for their support and encouragement.  Three of them have taken the time to endorse 
our mission and to urge us all, bishops, deacons, priests and lay ministers to support the Association by our 
donations to the fundraising campaign.   We thank these bishops for their passion for the ministry of deacons 
and for their financial and moral support.  

Deacon Pam Nesbit, President, AED

I am happy to endorse and support the 
“Where would we be…Without AED” 
campaign.

The Association for Episcopal Deacons 
has been a wonderful support to our growing 
community of  deacons by encouraging our 
work and by providing a forum to discuss and 
discover ways to confirm diaconal work.

In turn, our community of  deacons is 
playing a crucial role in the resurrectional 
transformation of  the Diocese of  Montana.  
We are becoming more and more a church 
engaged in praying for, caring for and serving 
the people of  this state, especially those who 
inhabit the fringe of  society.

The deacons have sharpened and 
strengthened the ministry of  all of  us in 
this diocese.  They have not only modeled 
diakonia, but also prompted us all to step more 

The Rt. Rev. Franklin Brookhart
Bishop of Montana

(See”Bishops” on Page Five)
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become a missionary and be judgmental. It 
was suggested that we turn off our North 
American attitude and open our hearts to 
people, and that is exactly what we did. By 
doing so we brought back home with us a 
different sense of spirituality. It also became 
very clear to all of us how much the diocese, 
and really the 
whole Domini-
can Republic, 
benefit from 
the work of the 
diaconate. 

We took off 
in the Diocesan 
van and vis-
ited churches, 
schools and 
clinics in the 
Santo Do-
mingo area as 
well as in rural 
towns, villages 
and barrios. 
Every single 
place we went 
we were greeted 
by happy, 
enthusiastic, joyful people. The services we 
attended were not like anything I had ever 
experienced. Being an Episcopalian and from 
New England I realized how solemn, cold 
and impersonal so many of our services can 
be. I experienced for the first time proces-
sionals greeted with tambourines, drums 
and enthusiastic singing, deacons and priests 
who literally jump up and down with joy, 
a peace that can last 10 – 15 minutes when 
everyone wants to give everyone else in the 
congregation a hug or at the very least a 
warm handshake. How wonderful it was to 
hear the Doxology and “Stand Up, Stand Up 
for Jesus” sung so enthusiastically in Span-
ish. I realized more than ever the universality 
of the Episcopal church and I thanked God 
for the Anglican Communion. For Domini-
cans, the church is about love, celebrating, 
relationships and community. 

Our travels also took us to the medical 
clinic run by the Diocese and directed by 
Michael Dohn, MD, infectious disease/HIV 
expert who moved to the DR twelve years 
ago with his wife and children. At several of 
the schools, the children had practiced skits 
and we were treated to dozens of smiling 
kids, all in uniform, and all wanting to be 
close to us (and have their pictures taken!) 
We also visited a nursing home that was 
recently opened by the diocese. What great 
experiences to be a deacon in formation 
learning much about a diocese whose main 

thrust is on growth, education and outreach.
In many of the towns and villages that 

we visited we saw cement foundations with 
rebar rods sticking up everywhere. We were 
told that the Bishop will often give $5,000. 
to lay the foundation for a new church, 
school, clinic, etc. The foundation sits until 
materials become available, workers become 
available and construction is able to begin. 

The rebars 
sticking up are 
referred to as 
“rods of hope.” 
How wonderful 
is that!

Deacon Bob 
Snow organizes 
and supervises 
50 – 60 mis-
sion groups a 
year coming to 
the Dominican 
Republic from 
the US. There 
are 12 – 15 
people in each 
mission group. 
Not only are 
these people 
doing good 

work in the Dominican missions, schools 
and churches but they are returning to the 
US as ambassadors for the continuing mis-
sion work that is so badly needed. I cannot 
think of a better example for deacons than 
doing this work in the world and then bring-
ing clear messages back home. The mission 
groups are quite diverse. Some of these are 
medical groups, some high schoolers with 
their deacons and priests, who come back 
year after year to build, paint and add onto 
the buildings that house all the wonderful 
work of the diocese. 

The third portion of our stay was prob-
ably the most meaningful. Each of us was 
assigned to a local priest or deacon. We left 
on our last Friday with our assigned clergy 
person, to spend the weekend with them and 
to accompany them as they went about their 
work. I was assigned to Fr. Vicente Peña 
from the town of Bonao. Fr. Vicente took 
me to his home and I spent the weekend 
living with him, his wife and their three chil-
dren. Fr. Vicente has eight mission churches. 
On Saturday we visited four of them. Most 
of them were located off narrow dirt roads at 
the end of a rural barrio. Most of them con-
sisted of a small building, maybe 20’ x 20’ 
with cement floor, three walls and tin roof. 
Everyone in the barrio knew Fr. Vicente and 
we were greeted very warmly wherever we 
went. In all of the villages he met with his 
Sr. Wardens, all of whom were women. They 

brought him up to speed on what was going 
on, who was sick, who needed help of some 
kind and what he was especially needed for 
that day. Fr. Vicente said to me often how 
much he would give to have deacons work-
ing with him. It became obvious to me that 
Fr. Vicente was the glue that helped these 
people stay connected to each other and to 
God, but working alone he could only do so 
much.

I have to share one really great story about 
Fr. Vicente. In Bonao there was a volunteer 
fire department that did not have a fire 
truck. Fr. Vicente found a 1979 fire truck 
off the island and arranged in some way to 
have it brought to this town. He gave it to 
the volunteer firemen. They immediately 
all converted to the Episcopal Church and 
gave a lot of money to Fr. Vicente for him to 
build a church. That is what I call using your 
connections to advance the Kingdom!

Sunday was an absolutely wonderful 
day for me. We vested and left Fr. Vicente’s 
house at approximately 6:30 a.m. to cel-
ebrate four masses at four of the mission 
churches between 7:30 a.m. and noon. At 
each of the rural barrios, we drove down 
narrower and narrower roads until we would 
eventually see a group of people standing 

(“Experience” from Page One)

Children from the school, processing into 
the Iglesia del Buen Pastor (Church of the 
Good Shepherd).  The school was started 
by the Sisters of the Annunciation and is 
attached to the church.  Sister Priscilla 
Wright - a deacon - is shown with the 
children.

(See “Experience” on Page Four)

Members of the Latin Experience visiting with the 
children in the school of San Gabriel, attached to the 
Church of San Gabriel in the town of Consuelo.
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around one of the free-standing tin-roofed 
buildings that was the church. The parish-
ioners, most carrying white molded plastic 
chairs, greeted us warmly as we proceeded 
to the table against the back wall and set up 
the altar. As I stood at the altar next to Fr. 
Vicente as he celebrated the mass, I looked 
at a room full of people who were obviously 
so happy to be with their family and friends 
and so filled with joy being with Fr. Vicente 
as he helped them understand God’s love 

for them. During the peace, each person in 
the room greeted me with a hug or a warm 
handshake and a big smile and I certainly 
reciprocated. At the end of each service, Fr. 
Vicente would explain to the parishioners 
who I was and where I came from and why 
I was there. (Just about everyone knew what 
a deacon was.) After he spoke, everyone ap-
plauded. I then made some comments of my 
own which Fr. Vicente translated for me. At 
one mission after I finished my comments, 
a woman stood up and said something in 
Spanish. Fr. Vicente told me that she wanted 
me to know that their house was my house. 
I asked myself whether I should start crying 
then or wait until I got back into the car.

Late Sunday afternoon we all returned 
to the Diocesan Headquarters and shared 
great stories of what each of us experienced 
with our host clergy. We ended the day with 
a banquet hosted by Bishop Holguín and 
attended by all ten of us, our host families, 
most deacons, deacons in formation and 
seminarians and the staff of the diocese. It 
was a bittersweet evening. I really hated to 

(“Experience from Page Three)

Deacons Bob Snow and Lourdes Zaya 
teaching Experience participants to sing 

say goodbye to my group partners and to 
Bob, Ellen and others who had all become 
very close to me in a short period of time. 
However, I was also eager to continue dis-

cerning what it was that I could bring back 
from this phenomenal experience to my 
home church and diocese. 

Several weeks earlier as I was getting 
packed for this trip, I must confess that I 
was not clear as to the purpose of the trip. 
Why was I going?  What did I hope to find? 
As I met the DR deacons, other clergy and 
as I got out into the rural churches, schools 
and clinics, and saw the Spirit alive and 
well all around me, it became clearer and 
clearer what I was taking back home from 
this “Latin Experience.”  I certainly heard 
the message that we needed to make sure 
that our individual dioceses were serving the 
growing Latino population. I also heard (and 
saw) the message that mission groups from 
the US are doing much good but that twice 
as many groups could do so much more that 
is so needed. I also learned to appreciate and 
better understand the Latin culture. 

But for me it was not just a “cultural 
learning experience.” The thoughts and feel-
ings that were stirred up in me were com-
pletely unexpected. I learned that joy and 
enthusiasm are contagious. I learned that 
people want to be part and have the need to 
be part of a community of people who care 
about them and love them. I learned what 
it is like to be a minority. I also realized that 
no matter how good our intentions are, a 
Latino church community in North America 
will only be successful if it is led by Latinos, 
and with a real sense of connection with the 
supporting parish or diocese. 

The enormous amount of angst I expe-
rienced when I first returned came from 
wanting to know,  ideally by the end of the 
week at the latest, what God wanted me 
to do with all I saw, learned and felt. My 
impatience was getting the best of me until 

The altar at Eglesia Episcopal San Mateo.

someone said, “Are you using your time or 
are you at all considering God’s time?” I real-
ized that my friend was right. For me to say 
that I was profoundly affected by this trip is 
to put it mildly. I am learning that all of my 
feelings and thoughts are very fluid and very 
dynamic and that it will become clearer and 
clearer how these new experiences will mold 
me, my diaconal work, and my relationship 
with God. All ten of us were blessed in ways 
that will be revealed to us in God’s time, not 
ours. 

I would highly recommend this trip to 
deacons and deacons in formation. Not only 
did all of us see so many needs, close-up, 
but to complete the circle, we came home 
describing the needs we saw and also sharing 
with those back home the joy, the happi-
ness, the peace that the church helps to bring 
out in the Dominicans. One of our jobs, as 
deacons, is to see how, trans-culturally, we 
can use what we learned for the betterment 
of our parishes and dioceses here in North 
America. Thanks be to God for blessing each 
of us with these incredible experiences and 
helping each of us refine our own diaconal 
work in the world. 

Ed. Note:  Two additional participants 
in The Latin Experience added their 
comments, which follow:

Dn. Gail Chandler

The trip to the Dominican Republic was 
far more important than I ever imagined it 
would be.  There were so many meaningful 
experiences that it is difficult to narrow it 
down, but there is one impression that I’d 
like to share. As a cradle Episcopalian of the 
“high church” persuasion, I was completely 
disarmed by my first church experience on 
the day after we arrived. 

We attended La Iglesia de San Esteban..all 
of us deacons and our one Bishop!  We were 
all vested and assembled outside in front of 
the church, waiting to process in. The service 
began and we processed down the aisle of 
this rather large church.  The people were 
welcoming, smiling and singing…I mean 
REALLY  singing…with JOY!  El Libro 
de Oracion Comun is the same, of course, 
as our BCP.  There is comfort in knowing 
that we are united by common liturgy.  The 
preacher, Fr. Alvaro, preached with gusto. He 
preached about the love of Christ and then, 
at the peace, was when I was completely 
disarmed!! EVERYONE in that building ex-
changed the peace with EVERYONE else…
it took as long as it needed to take.
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There was plenty of time.  No hurry. No 
impatience to get the show moving again. 
There was the evidence of what is important. 
Parishioners hugged me, kissed me, and chil-
dren hugged my leg.  Wow! The love flowed 
and the joy was evident.  There was a leader 
of the singing who was the son of Deacon 
Emilio. With drums and tambourines and 
clapping, the people belted out the hymns 
in loud, joyful voices. The Holy Spirit was 
there.  No question about it.  I was asked 
to administer the chalice at this service and 
it was so moving to be able to administer 
the blood of Christ in another language and 
know that we all are united through the 
Eucharist.

The church is alive and well in Latin 
America.  The Diocese of The Dominican 
Republic is growing fast.  I can certainly 
understand why.  It’s simple.  They get it!  
They/we are all part of the body of Christ 
and they take great joy in that.  That joy is 
infectious. Demos gracias a Iglesia Episcopal 
en La Republica Dominicana.

Amen!

Shelagh Huston, deacon postulant, 
Diocese of British Columbia.

People thrive in community. I know this, 
and yet it came home to me in a deeper way 
in the Dominican Republic. Community is 
on the streets, in the schools, in the homes, 
in the churches. People genuinely celebrate 
together, make much of every blessing, 
and are used to living without so many of 
the separations that sometimes enrich, but 
mostly plague our culture. I’m fond of peace 
and quiet, but I loved being away from 
the mostly unnoticed but pervasive separa-
tions of our culture: the age-apartheid that 
keeps me from easily accessing the joys of 
little children, the isolation of our nuclear 
families in our too-big homes, the cultural 
‘cool’ that keeps teenagers in North America 
from speaking openly with adults, the self-
conscious fear mentality that stops us from 
singing loudly, con gusto, together. Although 
I was in a place I’ve been before, I had a 
sense of coming home. Ahh! this is what it’s 
supposed to feel like! 

vigorously into our ministry of  serving in the 
name of  the Risen Lord.

Go AED!  We would be poorer without 
you.

(”Bishops” from Page Two)

The Rt. Rev. Franklin Brookhart
Bishop of Montana

In the Diocese of Olympia we have a 
community of over 40 active deacons and 
a vibrant and growing formation program 
as more feel the call to the Order.   The As-
sociation for Episcopal Deacons is a crucial 
partner in that development and formation.  
Our deacons have been active in the Associa-
tion for many years and the knowledge and 
connection we have gained have brought 
immense value to our community of deacons 
and our diocese.   

We are regular givers to the Association, 
and considering the value we have gained 
from our partnership, we plan to continue 
that!  

The Rt. Rev. Gregory H. Rickel
Bishop of Olympia

Ed. Note:

Planning for the next Latin 
Experience has already begun.

If you would like to receive 
planning information as it 
becomes available, please 
contact the AED executive 
director at skwatsonepting@
aol.com.
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Reyelda James of Wadsworth, Nevada 
is an institution in Native Ministries. At 
Winter Talk, Paths Crossing, Mountains and 
Deserts, or the Oklahoma Consultations, 
health and circumstances permitting, she has 
been there. When time is set aside for the 
elders to take the lead, she is there.  Far too 
few Indigenous people have been ordained in 
our Church, but for many of them, deacons, 

priests, and yes bishops, Reynelda has been a 
mentor and a guide. She, herself, was in the 
discernment process but her process stalled 
out for years. Why was that?

It was not that she did not feel the call to 
ordination. It was not that she did not enjoy 
widespread support within the Diocese of 
Nevada. It was not that the Commission on 
Ministry or three successive bishops did not 
want to see her ordained. It was a cultural 
disconnect between “the process” and Native 
culture. The prescribed steps of papers filed 
in sequence is just not the Paiute way of be-
ing in the world.

So Reynelda smudged the naves of 
churches, cathedrals, and convention halls 

for the ordinations of deacons, priests, 
bishops, and even one primate – for years 
– before her day finally came: Easter Sat-
urday, April 30, 2011. It finally happened 
because the Rev. Canon Bob Nelson of the 
Diocese of Nevada and the Rev. Canon 
Ginny Doctor of the Diocese of Alaska said, 
“Enough.” They agreed it was time to get 
the show on the road. Reynelda got a few 

papers filed to clear the way. 
After that the Commission on 
Ministry decided we would let 
Canon Doctor be our guide to 
how to do a discernment process 
in the Native context. With her 
sound advice, the process moved 
forward.

The canons were followed. 
Their spirit was fulfilled. Deacon 
James did not receive the same 
training as non-native deacons, 
but it was not a watered down 
course. Her training was dif-
ferent, not less.  So this Easter 
Season was an occasion of special 
joy in the High Desert as we 

ordained our first Paiute Deacon.
The Rt. Rev. Mark MacDonald, National 

Indigenous Bishop of the Anglican Church 
in Canada, ordained her, assisted by the Rt. 
Rev. Dan Edwards, Bishop of Nevada. The 
Rev. Canon Ginny Doctor preached. Indig-
enous guests, including Sarah Eagle Heart, 
Native Missioner for the Episcopal Church, 
filled the various liturgical roles. The service 
was blessed by the presence and participation 
of numerous deacons, native and non-native, 
from near and far, active and retired. It was 
a long time coming, but a change has surely 
come to the people of the Pyramid Lake 
Reservation, the Diocese of Nevada, and in a 
real way for the diaconate in our Church. 

      
     

by The Rt. Rev. Dan Edwards, Bishop of Nevada

PAIUTE ELDER, REYNELDA JAMES, 
ORDAINED DEACON IN NEVADA 
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Intro: what am I doing here?
It has been a few years since I’ve written 

for Diakoneo. For those of you who remem-
ber, I last wrote as I was leaving Cameroon 
after two years working there as a VSO 
volunteer. From there, I spent eight months 
in the Solomon Islands as a UN Volunteer. 
I chose the posting in the Solomon Islands 
because I thought perhaps I was ready to 
move on from Africa and I thought I might 
be interested in working for the UN. It took 
me only a few months to realize that I really 
wanted to be in Africa and I did not want to 
work for the UN! I then spent 1 ½ years in 
the DR Congo working for the International 
Rescue Committee, first in Bukavu as the Part-
nership Coordinator and then in Lubum-
bashi as Operations Coordinator. One of the 
biggest things I missed while working for the 
IRC was working “on the ground,” directly 
with local people who were working for 
change in their communities. So, I applied 
again to volunteer with VSO (now CUSO-
VSO, www.cuso-vso.org) and was offered a 

post in Namibia building the capacity of a 
local organization working on HIV & AIDS 
in Katima Mulilo. 

Katima Mulilo is in the far northeast 
corner of Namibia, in a region known as 
the Caprivi strip. Caprivi is that piece of 
Namibia that sticks out in the north east, 
carving out a strip between Angola, Zambia 
and Botswana and reaching to the Zambezi 
River. When Namibia was a German colony, 
the Germans traded Zanzibar for this strip 
of land in order to have access to the trade 
route from the Zambezi.

I am here working to build the capacity 
of Caprivi Hope for Life, a local organiza-
tion that is working to educate people about 
HIV & AIDS. Their current work is focused 
on having people understand their personal 
risk of infection because, as is true through-
out much of Africa, most people know and 
understand the basic information about HIV 
& AIDS – how it is spread, how to prevent 
it – but they firmly believe that none of that 
applies to them. 

Background on Namibia
I imagine that most of you are no more 

familiar with Namibia than I was when I 
first heard of this possible posting. It is one 
of the newest nations in the world, having 
won its independence from South Africa in 
1990. Because it was part of South Africa 
for several decades (since the end of the First 
World War), it was also under the apartheid 
regime, whose effects are still plainly visible. 

Geographically, Namibia is in south-
western Africa (and was called South West 
Africa when it was a German colony in the 

late 1800s and early 1900s). It 
is bordered by South Africa to 
the south, Angola  and Zambia 
to the north and Botswana to 
the east. It is a large, dry and 
sparsely populated country, 
with a population of 2.5 mil-
lion people spread over about 
512,000 square miles. There are 
two major deserts in Namibia, 
the Namib on the west coast 
(famous for the many breath-
taking photos of its rust-colored 
dunes) and the Kalahari to the 
east. In the south of the country 
is Fish River Canyon, second 
only to the Grand Canyon in 
size and stature. Only 1% of the 

land is arable and there is very little agricul-
ture. Virtually all food is imported, predomi-
nantly from South Africa.

The capital, Windhoek, found in the cen-
ter of the country, is a little piece of Europe 
in Africa. If you spend much time there, you 
are sure to believe the statistics that say that 
Namibia is a “middle income” country. 

Of course, those statistics ignore the other 
statistic that shows Namibia has the wid-
est gap between the very few rich and the 
majority poor in the world. Windhoek is 
filled with shops and malls and grocery stores 

selling the latest and greatest and shiny SUVs 
which have never been off-road. It is a city of 
great contrasts. During my orientation, we 
took a tour “from Beverly Hills to Soweto” 
the VSO driver called it—from Ludwigsdorf, 
a posh neighborhood of large houses behind 
high walls to Katatura, the black township 
(called “location” in Namibian) and the 
“informal” location, where people live in 
huts they have constructed from iron sheets 
with no running water, electricity or sanita-
tion services.

Different areas of town, what we might 
call “neighborhoods” and what in South 
Africa are typically called “townships” are 
here called “locations.” Locations were used 
during apartheid to separate people. It was 
clearly defined who was allowed to live in 
which location – blacks, coloreds or whites. 
Originally, the locations were developments 
built by the government. The houses in the 
originally black locations are shockingly 
small. This is one thing that really struck me 
when I first came here – everyone’s expecta-
tions of the size of a house, room or apart-
ment that is “adequate” are very small by 
the standards of other places I have lived in 
Africa. And I believe this comes from these 
locations. The typical house in the black 
locations, built for a normal family (typi-
cally 2 adults and 6-8 children), is two small 
bedrooms (a size that could fit a double-sized 
bed and perhaps a wardrobe) and a galley 
kitchen with an open area that could fit a 
table with 4-6 chairs. Bathrooms were out-
door latrines. So it would seem that people 
became used to living in very cramped 
quarters. 

Here in Katima, as in Windhoek, there 
are also “informal” locations where the hous-
es are built by the residents and are predomi-
nantly either mud huts (here in Katima) or 
made from iron sheets (in Windhoek). In 
Windhoek, the “informal” location is nearly 
half the size of the entire rest of the city and 
I’ve been told that there are many people 
arriving each day from the villages. These 
“informal” locations, since they are not sanc-
tioned or built by the government, also do 
not have basic services like electricity (unless 
stolen from a line running by) or water.

Everyone believes that their fortunes will 
be better in town, actual evidence to the con-
trary notwithstanding. The unemployment 
rate in Namibia is 51%. And though they 

A Deacon at Work in the World:
the Caprivi Strip of Namibia
by Dn. Tracy Longacre, Diocese of California

Fisherman on Zambezi River

(See “Longacre” on Page Eight)
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say it is very difficult to get a work permit, 
so many of the people I have met with jobs – 
particularly working in government min-
istries – are foreigners. The problem is the 

education system. Until 1992, blacks were 
not allowed to attend the University. The 
man I am working with, Victor Munsu, was 
part of the very first class of 20 students to 
attend the University of Namibia (UNam). 
I’ve been told that when they opened up the 
previously “white” schools to everyone, the 
majority of white families sent their children 
to school in South Africa or elsewhere. And 
many have mentioned that the standards 
at UNam have been repeatedly lowered to 
accept students with very poor preparation. 
On the other side, virtually all businesses are 
owned by whites who are both well-educated 
and sophisticated, and expect/desire high 
quality employees, which they are not find-
ing among the local population. A friend of 
mine was working for a company that was 
looking for entry-level engineers to basically 
be his apprentice and they could not find 
a single graduate that met their minimum 
qualifications.

In addition, there are serious issues of 
land ownership which interfere with the 
government’s ability to invest in agriculture. 
Hence there are very few people employed in 
the agriculture sector, there is very little food 
grown, and no encouragement for young 
people to choose this as a career. However, 
the nation is completely dependent upon 
others to feed its population which is becom-
ing increasingly expensive and so it is begin-
ning to see severe malnutrition, particularly 
in northern villages. Also, lack of adequate 
food hinders compliance with anti-retroviral 
drug therapies because people need to take 
the drugs with food and this is often not 
available.

As one would expect in a post-apartheid 
nation, race is a very prominent issue. People 
are very aware of race and speak of “whites” 
and “coloreds”. Among the black population, 
tribal divisions are significant. Each group 

has its own geographic area and 
aside from Windhoek and those 
few employed by the police and 
the Ministry of Health, people 
live in the area where their ances-
tors have lived forever (with one 
sad exception). The groups are: 
the Ovambo from the north cen-
tral region, who make up about 
50% of the population and have 
commensurate political power, 
causing some resentment among 
others; the Kavango are 9% of 
the population and come from 
the area around the Kavango 
River—at the junction where the 
Caprivi strip meets the rest of 
the country; the Herero, Damara 
and Nama are each about 5-7%; 
Caprivians (which are actually a 

mix of at least 4 different tribes who inhabit 
the Caprivi strip) are 4% of the population, 
the San (aka “bushmen”) make up 3%; the 
Baster 2% and the Tswana .5%. 

The San were the original inhabitants 
of Namibia. There are two major groups in 
Namibia, one inhabiting the Kalahari desert 
and the other previously occupying what is 
now Etosha National Park. After indepen-
dence, when Etosha was made into a nation-
al park, the San were moved out of there and 
put into towns. This group of San are known 
as Hei/Om, which means “tree sleepers” in 
their language, because when they were out 
hunting, they would sleep up in trees to stay 
safe from lions and other animals. When the 
government moved them out of Etosha, it 
built the typical small houses in a develop-
ment for them and gave each family 2 cows. 
However, most San do not feel comfortable 
in these little concrete boxes and so do not 
live in them, but have moved to the edge of 
these towns and built mud huts with much 
more space. Now they have lost their way of 
life and their culture is very quickly disap-
pearing.

You may have seen photos of the Himba, 
technically a sub-tribe of the Herero. They 
are the most traditional of all the tribes, 
and the women use a red ochre paste as 
makeup covering their entire body which 
also serves as sun protection. There are only 
about 7,000 Himba remaining and most are 
isolated from the rest of the world, living 
nomadic lives centered around cattle grazing. 
A few have sent a child off for education 
who now provides a link for them with the 

rest of the world. (If you ever have a chance 
to see the movie “Babies” – I think it was 
produced by the BBC – I highly recommend 
it. It shows the first year or so in the lives of 
a baby from San Francisco, Mongolia, Japan 
and the Himba.)

As I mentioned, Namibia was a German 
colony until Germany lost WWI and it was 
turned over to South Africa. One of the 
darkest hours of Namibian history was the 

period under the 2nd Reich when Germany 
set out to exterminate the Hereros in Na-
mibia. The Herero come from the northern 
part of Namibia, inland from the Namib 
desert, which is some of the rare arable land 
in the country. The Germans wanted the 
land, but the Herero refused to give it to 
them. There was a war, and when the Herero 
were ready to lay down their arms and 
negotiate a peaceful settlement, the Germans 
trapped them, pushed them into the desert 
and starved them. Finally, those who were 
left were taken away as slaves or worse. It 
was here that they came up with the idea of 
concentration camps providing slave labor to 
develop industry and methods of mass exter-
mination. In the later years, the Nama and 
Damara were also engulfed in this scheme. 
(Another BBC production, “Namibia, Geno-
cide & the 2nd Reich” is recommended, as 
well as the book The Kaiser’s Holocaust, by 
David Olusoga and Casper Erichsen.) 

The Caprivi strip, where I am living and 
working, is very far from the rest of Namibia 
(a 17+ hour bus ride from Windhoek, for 
example, but only 8 hours from Lusaka 
in Zambia) and, because of that, it is less 
developed and pretty much out of the sight 
and interest of any international organiza-
tions operating in Namibia. Its other claim 
to fame (or infamy) is that it has the high-
est rate of HIV infection in the country, 
and one of the highest in the world. These 
days, authorities are using the infection rate 
of pregnant women (because it is relatively 
common practice throughout the world, 
regardless of the circumstances, to invol-
untarily test pregnant women either before 

Typical Caprivian home

(“Longacre” from Page Seven)
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or when they come to the hospital to give 
birth). In Caprivi in 2010, 30.5% of preg-
nant women tested HIV+.

Work of Caprivi Hope for Life
And that is why I am here in Katima 

Mulilo working to build the capacity of 
Caprivi Hope for Life (CHFL). They are 
one of a handful of organizations that are 
working here in Caprivi to mitigate the HIV 
& AIDS epidemic. There are two religious 
organizations (one Catholic, one Protestant) 
which are focused on providing/supporting 
Home-based Care. CHFL and one other 
organization are doing education & sensiti-
zation activities and the Ministry of Health 
is providing medical care. There used to be 
a rather large project, funded by Bristol-
Meyers Squibb, to address HIV & AIDS. 
But with the financial crisis, BMS stopped 
the funding and left. Since then, USAID 
has tried to step in a bit, but they are quite 
hampered by their policies and procedures, 
nearly impossible for a local organization to 
meet, which then require an intermediary 

organization to administer their projects. 
Some of those are much more effective than 
others. Currently Caprivi Hope for Life 
(CHFL) is being funded by USAID via 
PACT for a project on “behavior change 
communication” (that’s the current lingo). 
Hopefully in July, we will start up a second 
project funded by USAID through Society 
for Family Health that will focus on MARPS 
(most at-risk populations) – in this case sex 
workers and their truck driver clientele and 
somewhat peripherally men who have sex 
with men, commonly referred to as MSM). 
Don’t you just love the lingo?

My role at CHFL is to strengthen them 
as an organization and help them get to the 
point, eventually, where they could work 
directly with USAID—submitting proposals 
to them directly and administering their own 
projects. Programmatically, CHFL has great 
strengths. It is very well-connected through-
out the area and can mobilize people for a 
project very quickly. They have a wide net-
work of “promoters” who are fairly well-edu-

cated (at least year 7, but most have finished 
year 10). Their weakness is in management. 
Because all of their funding is project-based, 
so is their staff. Mr. Munsu, the Managing 
Director, is the only long-term staff member. 
So there has not been consistent attention 
to program strategy, financial systems, data 
management or administrative procedures.

A bit about what Caprivi Hope for Life is 
currently doing. We have the “Community 
Led Action Against HIV & AIDS” program 
which is aimed at helping people realize their 
personal risk of HIV & AIDS. We work with 
four target groups in three communities: 
Liselo, Mahohoma and Masokatwani. Liselo 
and Mahohoma could be called “suburbs” of 
Katima Mulilo – they are the closest villages 
just outside of town – while Masokatwani is 
about 40km away. In each village, we have 
a supervisor and a team of promoters. The 
promoters meet with the target groups to 
hold educational sessions. The target groups 
are: Households—a collection of what we 
would consider families. That is, 4-5 adult 
couples (brothers and their wives, sisters and 
their husbands). Youth—groups of 25 young 
people, 15-24 years old. PLWHA—groups 
of 25 people living with HIV & AIDS. 
Fishermen—chosen as a most “at-risk” 
population because they tend to stay away 
from their families for weeks at a time in the 
fishing camps. 

You might be wondering about what 
factors contribute to Caprivi having such a 
high HIV+ rate. There are a couple of major 
factors. One is geographic/environmental, 
for exactly the reason why the Germans 
negotiated to have this piece of land as part 
of South West Africa – it is a major transit 
route. The Zambian border is 2 ½ miles 
from Katima town and hundreds of trucks 
cross over each day moving to and from fur-
ther inland (the DR Congo, Zambia, Tanza-
nia, Zimbabwe, etc.) Lots of trucks mean a 
lot of men with well-paying jobs spending a 
lot of time far away from their wives. Hence, 
there is a thriving sex work industry around 
all of the truck stop areas and it is very com-
petitive. “Professionals” are competing with 
schoolgirls looking for a sugar daddy as well 
as desperate single mothers wanting to feed 
their families. So the women have very little 
negotiating power when it comes to things 
like wearing condoms.

The second major factor in the spread of 
HIV & AIDS here is local cultural practices 
around sex. Not only is there the common 
tacit acceptance of men being unfaithful, 
this extends to women as well. In our target 
groups, we have had discussions, with wives 
and husbands sitting in the same group at 
the same time, about how the men “only get 

lucky the one time I don’t have a condom in 
my pocket,” etc. When I’ve asked if this is 
exclusively or primarily male behavior, the 
response I always get is basically, “what one 
does, you must assume the other does also.” 
One thing that contributes to this is that 
many couples, particularly young couples, 
are not married. It is common here for 
people not to marry until their late 20s or 
even later. However, they are sexually active 
in their late teens and many, many young 

women want, and get, babies. Usually, they 
are in a relationship, even “in love” and may 
live with their partner for several years,but 
don’t marry. Then they split up and she is 
a single mother without any structures to 
ensure their child gets any support from his 
father. Because of this cycle, there is little 
space to tell people to “be faithful” because 
they are not married and never made that 
promise to each other. Even encouraging 
people to reduce their number of partners is 
difficult because it is so counter-cultural.

Condom use is heavily promoted, includ-
ing the female condom or “Femidom,” and 
condoms are provided for free by the govern-
ment, but we hear all the excuses. There is 
more prestige in using the “Cool Ryder” 
brand, but it costs money. “Sex won’t be as 
good with a condom,” or “If I carry them 
around, my partner will think (know) I’m 
cheating,” and my favorite, “I don’t like the 
smell of this brand.” Underneath all this is, 
of course, the clear belief that “it won’t hap-
pen to me,” which is astounding given the 
number of people infected. But there is also 
the “well, if I get it, I’ll just go the hospital 

Cordelia leading session on condom use 

Participant demonstrating Femidom

(See “Longacre” on Page Ten)
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and get the drugs” argument. Anti-retroviral 
therapy is readily available and provided for 
free by the government (except when the 
supply runs out). Those working in the US 
face the same excuses and beliefs.

Of course, taking powerful drugs for 
the rest of your life is really not as pleas-
ant or easy in reality as it might seem to a 
young person who seems invincible. Because 
women are involuntarily tested when they 
are pregnant, 90+% of those in our support 
groups are women and HIV & AIDS are 

frequently viewed as “women’s diseases.” Not 
only are they constantly bombarded with 
conflicting information (should I breastfeed? 
Or not? For 6 months? No, now for 12 
months? Etc.), but they spend a lot of time 
and money just going to the hospital to get 
checked up, to pick up their meds, etc. The 
medicines are very strong, so if they do not 
have enough food to eat, they cannot take 
their medicine. If the hospital is running 
low, it will give them only a week’s worth, 
which means they need to either walk a 
couple of hours or pay for transport to come 
back again in a week. And of course, they are 
constantly worried about what impact this is 
or will have on their children.

Clearly it is a very challenging situation 

and it is not helped by the fact that Caprivi 
is so far from the capital and suffers from the 
“out of sight, out of mind” phenomenon. 

Similarly, the statistical “wealth” of Na-
mibia has caused most international NGOs 
(non-governmental organizations) to leave 
the country and focus their efforts in “more 
needy” countries. Consequently, an area 
with one of the highest infection rates in the 
world is essentially left to fend for itself.

There is so much more I could say, but I 
will end here and hope you have enjoyed this 
little glimpse into life in a forgotten corner 
of the world. Feel free to write to me at: tel@
telphoto.com if you have any questions or 
comments.

Watching Femidom demo

PLWHA support group discussing issues

(“Longacre” from Page Nine)
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Carrying a duffel bag and another small 
bag, a middle-aged man smiles broadly as 
he walks down the ramp of  a freight ship 
docked at the Port of  Palm Beach. 

His name is Virgilio, the chief  cook, and 
he’s been on board for the past nine 
months ... 266 days to be exact. 

Virgilio, 59, is happy because he’s 
heading home to the Philippines to be 
with his wife, children and grandchil-
dren. 

At the bottom of  the ramp, Virgilio 
is met by Clay Waddell, a deacon from 
The Episcopal Church of  Bethesda-
by-the-Sea. Waddell is part of  the 
port ministry, which takes care of  the 
seafarers on the freighters.  Waddell 
carries a basket filled with colorful 
ceramic crosses made by the Parish 
Potters at Bethesda. He gives a cross 
to Virgilio and strikes up a conversation. 

Virgilio tells Waddell that before get-
ting a job on the ship, he worked in the 
mess facility at the former U.S. Naval 
Base Subic Bay in Zambales, Philippines. 

“I’m happy to go home with the help 
of  God, always,” Virgilio said. “He’s my 
protector.” 

Then Waddell puts his hand on Virgilio’s 
shoulder and the two men bow their heads 
in prayer. Waddell sends Virgilio off  to the 
airport with a prayer for safe travel. 

“We’re here to be welcoming, because 
that’s what we do,” Waddell said of  the port 
ministry. “A priest once said, ‘What is wor-
ship? Worship is hospitality.’” 

Most of  the time, Waddell, 50, boards the 
ship to minister to the international seafar-
ers, many of  whom come from modest or 
poor backgrounds, and put in long hours of  
physically hard work. 

Sometimes he is turned away. Sometimes 
he goes onto the ship to conduct religious 
services. Sometimes he brings the sailors 
reading materials, phone cards or a router to 
communicate with their families via Skype. 
And sometimes he goes on board just to talk 
with them. 

“You never know what’s going to happen 
with ship ministry,” Waddell said. “Some of  
them sign on to the ship and the ship is old 
and cabins are nasty, and they can’t say this 
to anyone except us. We listen to them. 

“We distribute Bibles and sometimes even 
Spanish Bibles,” Waddell said. “Once a guy 

wanted a Quran, so I went to Barnes and 
Noble and got him a Quran. 

“Sometimes we deal with justice issues,” 
he said. “A ship may not have any food. The 
big thing is, are they getting paid? We make 

sure the people are being paid. Sometimes a 
ship is going bankrupt and will say, ‘the pay 
is coming.’ We call the Center for Seafarers 
Rights in New York. 

“I’ve even been to court with someone 
who was caught driving without a license,” 
Waddell said. “He was desperate to get a 
phone card to call home, so he drove off  
and got pulled over. He got a court date and 
he was scared.” 
‘It’s a hard life’ 

Dr. Pamela Rogers, a pediatrician who 
sings in the choir at Bethesda, has seen the 
harsh living conditions on the freighters. 
One afternoon, Rogers received a call from 
Waddell, asking if  she would come on board 
that night to look at a sailor who had a prob-
lem with his leg. She agreed. But getting to 
the man’s cabin was no small task, especially 
in the dark. 

Rogers described having to climb 50-100 
stairs, similar to ladders on a fire escape, 
straight up the side of  the ship, on both the 
inside and the outside. She also had to wind 
her way around dilapidated cars and trucks 
— the ship’s cargo. Rogers, 60, said she had 
to pull herself  up the ladder with her arms. 

It turned out the man’s leg wasn’t an 
emergency situation. 

“The light source in his cabin was so din-
gy, it would be enough to read but not much 
more,” Rogers said. “It was a tiny room. I 
don’t recall even a window. I thought to my-
self, ‘Here’s this man, about my age, and he 
has to climb up and down those crazy stairs 
all day long.’ It’s a hard life. Just climbing up 

once was enough for me. 
“Clay brings them Bibles, toiletries, 

whatever they need,” Rogers said. “He 
gives them communion. If somebody’s 
upset, he’s there in a heartbeat. It’s 
sort of a sad place to live. I’m glad that 
Bethesda has this ministry and that 
Clay is there for them.” 
Christmas project 

Laura Warner, the children’s and 
youth coordinator at Bethesda, led a 
parishwide project for the seafarers at 
Christmas. She asked parishioners to 
collect toiletries during their travels in 
the fall. On the first Sunday in Advent, 
congregants of all ages helped put to-
gether more than 100 gift bags to hand 
out to seafarers arriving at the Port 
of Palm Beach during the Christmas 
season. 

“These men are responsible for bringing 
goods and services to us,” Warner said. “This 
brings Christ’s love to them. Many of them 
can’t get off the ship and these are supplies 
they don’t have a chance to get.” 

The federal Patriot Act prevents seafarers 
without visas from leaving the ships. 

Lifelong ‘water person’ 

In 2006, Waddell and a group of lay 
people and ministers started the Harbor of 
Hope at the Port of Palm Beach ministry, a 
501(c)3 charitable organization. In May, the 
group held a “Blessing of the Fleet” fund-
raiser, collecting more than $2,500. 

Waddell said the ministry’s eventual goal 
is to raise enough money to build a structure 
at the port where sailors able to get off the 
ship can relax. Most of the sailors are Philip-
pine with others being Russian, Honduran, 
Ukrainian, Polish or Dutch, he said. 

Waddell describes himself as a lifelong 
“water person.” He was an avid scuba diver, 
which led him to become the captain of a 
scuba diving boat on weekends and sum-
mers. 

Growing up in Palm Beach County, 
Waddell sailed with his father, a commercial 
fisherman, around Peanut Island. 

Bethesda deacon Clay Waddell brings port ministry to 
seafarers
By Michele Dargan, Palm Beach Daily News Staff Writer
© 2011, Palm Beach Daily News. Used by permission.

Bethesda-by-the-Sea's Clay Waddell, left, says a prayer 
with the head cook of a freighter recently at the Port 
of Palm Beach before the Phillippine man heads home. 
'We're here to be welcoming, because that's what we 
do,' Waddell said.

Meghan McCarthy 

(See “Waddell” on Page Twelve)
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“I saw the port and I saw all these ships 
going in and out of the inlet and I would 
wave to them,” Waddell remembers. “And I 
was always thinking ‘who are those guys?’” 

Never did Waddell envision that years 
later he would not only get to know them, 
but play a significant role in helping the men 
who work on those large freight ships. 

A full-time geography teacher at Jupiter 
High School, Waddell ministers to the sailors 

at night, usually from 9 to midnight, so he 
can have dinner with his own family. 

His wife, Jackie, is a pharmacist at St. 
Mary’s Medical Center. They have two chil-
dren: Wade, 14, and Savannah, 12. 

Born in Sarasota, Waddell is a “cradle 
Episcopalian,” unlike others who come to 

the Episcopal faith from other traditions. 
Growing up, he served as an altar boy and 
sang in the church choir. He graduated from 

Forest Hill High School and earned a bach-
elor’s degree from the University of Florida. 
While in college, Waddell briefly entertained 
the idea of entering the seminary, but instead 
became a teacher. 

Following some tense moments dur-
ing his son’s emergency Caesarean section 
birth in 1996, Waddell called the church. It 
took three days for a lay person to visit the 
hospital and there was no communion given, 
he said. At that point, Waddell decided he 
would like to be a lay Eucharistic minister, 
a person who administers the consecrated 

bread and wine in hospitals and 
homes when people are unable 
to get to church. 

In 1997, he began taking 
classes at the Diocesan School 
of Christian Studies in Fort 
Lauderdale. 

“I never went into these 
classes thinking that I wanted 
to be a deacon,” Waddell said. 
“I wanted it as a background to 
learn more about theology and 
the Bible.” 

In 2000, he became a Eu-
charistic minister at Bethesda. 
About the same time, he discov-
ered Seafarer’s House at Port 
Everglades in Fort Lauderdale. 
In the winter of 2005, Waddell 
interned at Seamen’s Church 

Institute in New York City. 
‘I will do this the rest of my life’ 
“I just loved the ministry instantly,” Wad-

dell said. “The priests and the chaplains at 
Port Everglades and the Seamen’s Church 
Institute, I really admired them. They were 
just regular people doing good things in the 

name of Christ. I felt at home 
with these guys and I wanted to 
be around them. I was eager to 
go there.” 

In May 2007, Waddell was 
ordained a deacon. 

“The need for seafarer’s min-
istry is so great that when I was 
ordained, I knew that I will do 
this for the rest of my life,” he 
said. “I’ve never looked back.” 

Meghan McCarthy
Bethesda-by-the-Sea Deacon Clay Waddell gives a 
Dutch sailor ceramic crosses to pass out on his ship 
recently at the Port of Palm Beach.

Meghan McCarthy
Bethesda-by-the-Sea Deacon Clay Waddell participates 
in the ship ministry by passing out ceramic crosses to 
sailors at the Port of Palm Beach.

Ed. Note: We asked AED’s Webdeacon 
and bookstore manager for a photo of 
himself in front of the AED Bookstore, 
now that it has moved to Washington, 
D.C. Here it is.

In August, 2010, the NAAD (now AED)
Bookstore relocated from a row-house base-
ment to a small closet in a one-bedroom 
apartment in Alexandria, Virginia.  Needless 
to say, the bookstore’s inventory had to be re-
duced to comply with its new surroundings.  
One initiative that helped this reduction in 
floor-space was the conversion of a number 
of NAAD (AED) publications from hard 
copy to downloadable PDF files.  

Among those items converted to PDF was 
Brother Justin Van Houten’s Services from 
the Book of Common Prayer with a Deacon 
as Officiant, and the entire collection of the 
Monograph Series.  Conversion to PDF 
allows these items to be purchased for a 
fraction of the cost of hard copies.   Printing 
costs require AED to charge $30 for Br. Van 
Houten’s Services, plus shipping costs, but a 
PDF can be purchased for only $10, with no 
shipping.  Additionally, downloading a PDF 
enables the purchaser to print what they 
need, when they need it, conserving trees.  
The entire monograph series is available for 
download for only $2.00 per monograph.

All the current downloads from the AED 
Bookstore can be found on the AED website 
- www.diakonoi.org - by clicking on the 
Bookstore link; or directly at http://www.
diakonoi.org/category/Downloads-3.

(“Waddell” from Page Eleven)
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Editor’s Note: This sermon was preached 
on the occasion of my retirement from ac-
tive parish ministry at St. Luke’s Church, 
Sister Bay, Wisconsin

Well here we are once again, slogging 
through the Sermon on the Mount. Some-
times it seems as if it’s all downhill after the 
Beatitudes. It was really nice when everyone 
was getting blessed, and then we get deeper 
and deeper into what Jesus was really teach-
ing his disciples about the Kingdom of God, 
and about what citizenship in that kingdom 
might entail.

Take today’s reading. At first blush we 
can relax and let all those nice words about 
flowers and birds just sort of lull us into a 
comfortable place. But wait a minute. As we 
here at St. Luke’s read today’s Gospel, we all 
have relatively secure incomes, we all have 
homes to live in, cars to drive, and I must 
say that none of us looks as though we are 
hungry. So we read this Gospel and we can 
say to ourselves and each other “don’t sweat 
the small stuff . . . Jesus is telling us to focus 
on the bigger things of life . . . things  that 
really matter.”

But now think about reading this Gospel, 
for instance, to some of the roughly 800,000 
people in Haiti who have been living in 
miserable refugee camps for the past year or 
so. I wouldn’t want to try telling them not 
to worry about what they are going to eat, 
how they are going to feed their severely 
malnourished children, where they are going 
to live, and if there will ever in their lifetimes 
be work to provide any income at all. No, 
they don’t have the option of not worrying 
and focusing on the larger issues of life. For 
them, and for millions like them throughout 
the world, there are no issues that are larger 
than the issues of basic survival . . . issues of 
food, clothing and shelter. Issues, I would 
suggest, of basic human dignity.

Perhaps you will not be surprised to hear 
that I believe there’s a direct connection be-
tween the essence of this Gospel passage and 
the charge given by the bishop to deacons at 
their ordination. Simply put, we deacons are 
ordained in large measure to minister to the 
least, the lost and the lonely . . . to seek out 
those who are in need, and to bring to them 
the help and the caring and the compas-
sion of the gathered body of Christ.

Now I want to say right away that I have 
no intention of suggesting that deacons are 
the only ones who are called to this ser-

vice . . . far from it. The diaconate is often 
referred to as “The Servant Ministry,” and we 
deacons are thus often mistaken for  go-fers 
in albs. In fact, we are called to be icons of 
service . . . to model for the church the ways 
in which the church can, and must, reach 
out to those in need.

Christ is made present to those who seek 
him and who seek to serve him; but also, 
and perhaps in especially powerful ways, 

to those whose lives are impacted by those 
persons whose lives are committed, as one of 
the Eucharistic dismissals puts it: “To love 
and serve the Lord.”

I think I discovered in powerful ways 
what the servant ministry was all about not 
only well after I had discerned what I and 
others were quite sure was a call to diaconal 
ministry, and after I had completed a good 
five years of discernment, education and field 
work, but actually not until right about the 
time I was ordained. You see I had thought 
that, having spent more than 30 years in the 
field of communications,  God was obviously 
calling me to be an account executive in his 
cosmic PR firm. I was going to use my skills 
to bring souls into the fold and keep them 
there.

Funny, that’s not at all the way it worked 
out. You see I had to take a quarter of what 
is called Clinical Pastoral Education in order 
to be ordained in the Diocese of Michigan. 
As far as I was concerned, this was a chore, 
a hurdle that had to be jumped over on my 
way to the goal of ordination.

So I found a night-time program at Chil-
dren’s Hospital of Michigan . . . a program 
that would allow me to keep on working at 
my day job.

And I found myself thrown hip deep into 
the gritty midst of the very least, lost and 
lonely. We served primarily the impover-
ished people of the inner city of Detroit . . . 

you know, the city that seems to have more 
burned out buildings and vacant lots than 
livable homes.

They brought their children to us at the 
hospital . . . sick and injured children . . . 
sometimes innocent victims of gang shoot-
ings . . . often not-so-innocent victims of 
gang shootings. We saw a whole mélange of 
the least, the lost and the lonely.

Who knew? I was hooked. I immediately 
threw all caution to the winds and signed 
up for an entire year as a full-time resident 
in the pastoral care department. For more 
than a year and a half, I lived and breathed 
the world of the people who brought their 
children to that hospital.

During that time I learned a great deal 
more than I could possibly describe here . . . 
in fact I am sure I learned a great deal more 
than I was even aware of.

But one thing I am very sure I learned 
was that this business of pastoral care was 
not about me   . . . as much as I felt that this 
was absolutely the right place for me and 
that I was doing the things I had – rather 
unwittingly – been called to do. Pastoral 
care, I found, was really about mediating the 
love and compassion of Jesus Christ to those 
who were in the most need of his saving 
grace. And, I soon discovered, the intensive 
training I was receiving during this year was 
not nearly so much to show me what to do 
. . .there was very little practical knowledge 
imparted   . . . but to enable me to grow 
into a conduit through which Christ could 
become present to those in need.

As I learned that it was clearly not all 
about me . . . as much as my precious ego 
would have liked it to be . . . I learned that 
pastoral care seemed to be mostly about 
others with whom I worked. It was about the 
nurses, whose loving care exemplified to me 
the true compassionate care Jesus embodied. 

My nurse colleagues always got a bit flus-
tered and uncomfortable when I told them 
that I felt they were just as much chaplains 
as I was. They seemed to want to keep me 
alone in that role so they could stay in their 
comfort zones of bedside care.

I learned that pastoral care was all about 
the mothers and grandmothers who spent 
countless hours at the bedsides of desperately 
ill children . . . almost always showing a calm 
and comforting presence, giving way to their 
grief and concerns and questions mostly 
when we talked in the hall or in the respite 
room we managed to set up for them.

They never thought of themselves as 
chaplains or pastoral caregivers . . . they were 
just doing what mothers do.

And where was I in all this? Where was I, 
having discovered that my call as a deacon 

A Servant’s Song
Isaiah 49:8-16a; 1 Cor. 4:1-5; Matt. 6:24 – 34

By  Dn. Dutton Morehouse, Diocese of Fond du Lac, retired;
Editor of Diakoneo

(See “Servant” on Page Fifteen)
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Through the Dust by Ormonde Plater

and informative in that language. 
It has long been my belief that the call of 

deacons in our time is to teach the church 
about deacons and about the diakonia of all 
believers. I think one of the primary tasks 
of AED is to offer opportunities for dea-
cons to meet and communicate with other 
deacons for our mutual support and for 
the good of the Church. It was thrilling to 
meet Episcopal deacons, carrying out our 
ministry, in such a different place and in a 
different language. It enhanced and enriched 
my experience of what a deacon is and what 
diakonia looks like in a place very unlike my 
little corner of Pennsylvania. 

I had a chance to have dinner with the 
family of The Rev. Emilio Pringle, deacon at 
the Church of St. Steven, who is the prin-
cipal of the Middle School in San Pedro de 

(“Nesbit” from Page Sixteen)

On June 4 the economist Thomas L. 
Friedman wrote an article in the New York 
Times in which he mentioned “Carlson’s 
Law” (named after its originator, Curtis 
Carlson, a Silicon Valley whiz kid). The law 
goes like this:

“In a world where so many people now 
have access to education and cheap tools of 
innovation, innovation that happens from 
the bottom up tends to be chaotic but smart. 
Innovation that happens from the top down 
tends to be orderly but dumb.”

I wondered how this law applies to 
the church and especially to bishops and 
priests (definitely on the top) and deacons 
(way down on the bottom). The law is not 
absolute; the key word is “tends.” It’s not that 
all bishops and priests act and think innova-
tively in ways that are orderly but dumb. As 
the saying goes, some of my best friends are 
bishops, and some of them have ideas that 
are anything but dumb. And some of their 
ideas are chaotic. As for deacons, they are 
too heterogeneous for labels. But as a general 
rule, the law helps us to understand what 
is going on around us and why we have so 
much trouble with some people and so little 
with others.

Here’s an example of an upcoming bishop 
who appears to have smart ideas. In a pre-
election interview, Mariann Edgar Budde, 
later elected bishop of Washington (a diocese 
without deacons but with a pilot program), 
was asked about deacons. She replied that as 
bishop she will be pleased to have deacons, 
but she wants the church to “guard against 

abusing deacons and their passion for minis-
try.” Go, Washington! They will soon have a 
bishop who likes deacons and, if she respects 
her promises, won’t get in their way and 
won’t place foolish restrictions on them.

My own bishop, Morris Thompson of 
Louisiana, took several months to figure out 
what he thought about us. He finally decided 
he likes to have deacons, and to prove the 
point he appointed an archdeacon. Recently 
he attended our annual deacons’ conference 
and observed with pleasure our passion for 
ministry. Although he laid out a few restric-
tions to keep us from acting like priests, he 
wants us to lead the church in ministries of 
social justice. I could not have agreed more.

It helps to have a bishop who enjoys 
deacons. I revere the memory of Wes Frens-
dorff of Nevada and Jim Kelsey of Northern 
Michigan, both of whom died before their 
time in tragic accidents. Michael Garrison, 
retired bishop of Western New York, can be 
found at almost every national gathering of 
deacons (including the recent diaconal trip 
to the Dominican Republic). These bishops 
have one trait in common. They ministered 
either as bishops or as priests in small dio-
ceses with innovative ministries. Fresh ideas 
were their meat and potatoes.

What about the deacons, whose ideas 
tend to be chaotic but smart? We still have a 
few Lone Rangers out there, a few deacons 
who think their main function in the church 
is to serve in liturgy, a few who think they 
exist to assist the priest with sacramental 
visits and pastoral care. But this, I think, is a 

dying breed, old wine in old wine skins.
This is what I’m looking for:
Deacons who are sensitive to the needs, 

concerns, and hopes of the world. Who 
recognize and record them. Who look about 
them at the peoples and sights of their neigh-
borhood. Who listen carefully to the words 
and sounds about them, where they live and 
where they worship. Who have the gift of 
interpretation (this is not just about foreign 
languages). Who can recognize, analyze, and 
explain.

Deacons who have new ideas. Who have 
the freedom to try out their new ideas, no 
matter how chaotic they seem at first.

Deacons whose bishops are smart enough 
“to select persons with evident gifts and fit-
ness,” prepare them in “basic competence” 
(see Canon III.6 for the origins of these 
quotations), and finally, most importantly, 
turn them loose on the church and the world 
and support them as they lead the church in 
ministry.

If we have all that, it won’t matter that 
the church, her bishops and her deacons 
and their ideas, are some orderly and some 
chaotic, some dumb and some smart.

Macoris. As a deacon he serves in the church 
and visits with shut-ins and people who are 
ill. I’m a psychologist and work with people 
who have been sexually abused. When we 
began to talk about our ministries and our 
life in the church as deacons, all the barriers 
of language and culture seemed to disappear, 
as we were able to recognize one another as 
deacons, called to a ministry of service in 
the name of Christ. I recognized on Deacon 
Emilio’s face the same excitement and love 
of the ministry that I see on the faces of 
deacons in the U.S. and Canada, in the Epis-
copal and Anglican churches and in other 
denominations. 

So, what’s in a name?  Quite a bit!  Our 
new name is an acknowledgement and a cel-
ebration of the fact that we as deacons and as 
a church are more than we thought we were. 
And this is good news indeed! 

Pam Nesbit
President
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truly was to serve those in greatest need, to 
bring the church to them, and sometimes 
bring them to the church? In the end, I 
learned something of what it meant to be 
an icon of service. I learned that it was really 
not my job to fix everything, but to be what 
is sometimes called the non-anxious presence 
among them . . . perhaps to try to model 
what Christ meant when he said “I am 
among you as one who serves.”

No, I could not fix the problems I en-
countered in the hospital, any more than I 
can, by myself, fix the monumental problems 
facing the people of Haiti, or the horrific 
needs of the people of Libya, Tunisia, Egypt 
and the rest of the troubled Middle East. 
But I do know that thousands of my sisters 
and brothers in Christ’s servant ministry are 
working as icons of service to mobilize the 
people of the Kingdom of God to do the 
work he has given us to do.

I know that the hungry are fed, shattered 
homes are rebuilt, the sick and the injured 
are healed, the dying are comforted and that 
Christ’s amazing love and mercy is made 
present to a broken world through the power 
of Christians just like you and me who are 
committed to service . . . who are committed 
to going out into the world to do the work 
God has given us to do.

Perhaps I can be excused for paraphras-
ing a few words from today’s Gospel: “. . . 
indeed your heavenly father knows that the 
world needs all these things. But strive first 
for the Kingdom of God and his righteous-
ness, and all these things will be given to the 
world as well.”

What Jesus proclaims to those in need 
in every corner of the world . . . as well as 
to those who are comfortable . . . is that the 
Kingdom of God is at hand. The Kingdom is 
made real . . . it is made present . . . through 
the actions of everyone who has been moved 
to leave the comfort of the building and 
get down into the trenches to do the work 
we have been given to do . . . to be Christ’s 
hands and feet . . . to be his consoling voice.

I thank God that I have had in my life 
the incredible privilege of being called to the 
Servant Ministry . . . the privilege and joy of 
being servus servorum dei – a Servant of the 
Servants of God.

Amen.

Membership in NAAD
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(“Servant” from Page Thirteen)



       DIAKONEO              Volume 33, Number 2      201116

 

  “… the only Gospel”            By Pam Nesbit

 Calendar of Diaconate Events

Association for Episcopal Deacons
PO Box 160, Bettendorf, Iowa  52722-0003

Nonprofit Org.
U. S. Postage

P A I D
Royal Oak, MI
Permit No. 615

“You may be the only Gospel your neighbor 
ever reads”  St. Francis of Assisi

“What’s in a name?” the poet asked. 
Well, apparently quite a bit. At least that’s 
how it seemed to me during my time in 
the Dominican Republic, shared with the 
six deacons, three deacons-in-training and 
one bishop who traveled there for the Latin 
Experience. 

I hadn’t expected to be surprised by the 
DR. I had lived in Mexico City as a child. I 
have traveled to Guatemala and El Salvador 
for mission trips. I thought that I had at least 
a basic feel for the “Latino” world, so huge 
and diverse, that is south of the U.S. border. 
But I had never been to one of the Spanish-
speaking islands of the Caribbean, and I was 
overwhelmed by the warmth and hospitality 
with which we were welcomed and cared for 
in the Episcopal Diocese of the Dominican 
Republic. 

Most of us think the Episcopal church 
exists only in the United States. That belief 
was reflected in our former name: Episcopal 
Church of the USA. However our church 
exists in 16 different nations, including the 
Spanish-speaking countries of Columbia, Ec-
uador, Venezuela, Honduras, the Dominican 
Republic and the territory of Puerto Rico 
that make up Province IX of our Episco-
pal polity. In 2006 we changed our name 
to The Episcopal Church to make it clear 
that we are not a church that is only in the 
United States or a church that speaks only 

English. This year, as you know, the North 
American Association for the Diaconate of-
ficially changed its name to the Association 
for Episcopal Deacons in order to make the 
same point. It was very fortunate that our 
first Latin Experience coincided so closely 
with that decision.

When we arrived in the DR we were met 
at the airport by Deacon Bob Snow and 
several Dominican deacons and deacons-in-
training. They greeted us with a hug and a 
kiss and then gave us gifts: a flag, a key ring, 
a nametag, a lapel pin and a folder with 
lots of useful information. We tried out our 
Spanish and their English on one another, 
and I soon was able to become reacquainted 
with Deacon Gustavo Uribe who had at-
tended the Diaconal Assembly in Chicago. 
He wanted to let me know how thrilled he 
and the other deacons in the DR were to be 
included in our organization. That experi-
ence of celebration at (finally) being ac-
knowledged as part of the world of Episcopal 
Deacons was repeated time and again as I 
had a chance to meet and talk to the deacons 
and deacons-in-training in the DR. I was so 
glad that we had made the change. 

One thing we learned very quickly as we 
traveled in the DR and met so many new 
people was that acknowledging people: look-
ing them in the face, greeting them, often 
touching them, takes precedence over any 
other social agenda. The day after we arrived 
we all went to La Iglesia de San Esteban 
(St. Steven’s Church – very appropriate!) to 

participate in the Sunday service of Eucha-
rist. There were over a hundred people in 
the church, and at the passing of the peace, 
over a hundred people got up out of their 
seats, wished each other the peace of Christ, 
clasped one another’s’ hands, hugged, and 
touched cheeks or kissed one another on the 
cheek. It took quite a bit of time. That was 
not a problem. I seldom, if ever, saw a Do-
minican person come into a room without 
greeting, usually individually, every person 
in that room. Typically a person would come 
into the room, go to each individual there, 
greet them, shake their hand or hug them, 
ask how they are and wait for the answer. 
Even when we went to the local pharmacy, 
we realized that common courtesy required 
that we greet the woman behind the counter, 
and not just with “hello” but with a “Good 
morning, Ma’am,” before we could ask for 
whatever we had come in to the store to get. 

So it gradually dawned on me that, by 
changing the name of our organization to 
include all deacons in the Episcopal Church, 
we were acknowledging the deacons of the 
Dominican Republic, greeting them, and of-
fering them a very real, if metaphorical, hug 
and kiss. I hope that we can continue this 
process of welcome and inclusion by offering 
more of our materials in Spanish. As a first 
step, I have proposed that our newsletter be 
translated into Spanish and offered as a PDF 
file to anyone who would find it more useful 

(See “Nesbit” on Page Fourteen)
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