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Deacon Doings in The Diocese Of St. Ives
by The Ven. W. Keith McCoy, Archdeacon, Diocese of New Jersey
and member of the NAAD Board

Welcome back to the eighth chapter of a 
regular interactive column which continues 
in Diakoneo. 

What this column is about is the life of 
deacons, and the situations we find ourselves 
in. Over the years, I have had my share of 
“problem moments,” or had friends tell me 
about their problems. Some of these situa-
tions could have been handled better with 
some knowledge or experience, and many 
others were cases where any number of solu-
tions would have worked, except the one I 
chose. The voice of experience was needed, 
but it wasn’t always at hand. This will be 
an opportunity to share our experiences, 
and perhaps help others when the question 
comes up in their lives.

Thus, these stories. They are set in the fic-
tional Diocese of St. Ives, somewhere on the 
East Coast (no, it is not modeled on New 
Jersey). No one is real, but the situations are 
true. The names have been changed to pro-
tect the innocent, and the guilty as well. In 
each issue of Diakoneo -- for the foreseeable 
future -- there will be a new story.

Each “case study” will be an opportunity 
for comment. Before I make my observations 
(based on twenty plus years as a deacon and 
as a manager of public agencies) in the subse-
quent issue, I would appreciate your input. 

I invite you to drop me a line or more 
at kmccoy1@optonline.net, or write to 
me at 312 Copperfield Lane, Metuchen 
NJ  08840, to give me your take on how to 
rectify the matter described. If you get back 
to me within a month of receiving the latest 
issue of Diakoneo, I’ll take your comments 
into consideration when writing the analysis 
of that story, and quite possibly even quote 
from your solution.

The goal is to help us all deal with the 
craziness that crops up in our lives and min-
istries. By sharing our experiences, I believe 
we can make those crazy moments more 
understandable and manageable. I hope you 
enjoy the stories, as well.

Dn. Keith McCoy

    
The subject of Chapter 7 was personal 

safety. As ministers on the fringes of society, 
we are prone to come into contact with 
people whose grasp of reality, or truth, or 
boundaries, is shaky or even non-existent. In 
such instances, deacons need to be wise as 
serpents, rather than innocent as doves, for 
their own protection. 
    Also, there will be times in our ministries 
when events ride us, rather than vice versa. 
We will not be in control, we can only cope. 
Could anyone have controlled Hurricane 
Katrina?  Even with the best of planning, it 
still would have been a natural disaster, just 
not to the unimaginable scale that it was. 
Nevertheless, we deacons need to keep our 
wits about us when we are scrambling to find 
a foothold in a slippery situation. In some 
cases, that one secure foothold could actually 
mean our lives. 
    Deacon Henrietta Richards is no one’s 
fool. Anyone who has been a welfare 
director, and survived the ordination process, 
is one tough cookie. Only a cool demeanor 
will allow her to resume control of the 
circumstances. A thoughtful reaction may 
save her from harm. 
    It is important to realize a few things 
about our visitor in the story. One is that his 
primary need is his belly, and rightly so. 
Every thing he is doing emanates from that 
need. Two is that he is not used to being in 
control of his life or surroundings, so an 
experience such as this one, where he is 
trying to satisfy a need, will not bring out his 
rational, reasonable self. In Freudian terms, it 
is his childlike self (the id) demanding 
satisfaction, right now, like a petulant three 
year old. 
    The Deacon has a couple of needs of her 
own. One is to protect herself from possible 
harm. Two is to get another person to help 
her -- which she can only do by getting to 
her phone, located on the other side of the 
stranger. Third in priority would be to give 
this fellow some food. How these needs get 
sorted out will determine how the problem 
gets solved. 
    One correspondent, Allan Marjerison, 
suggested that Deacon Henna take a firm 
grasp of the situation and the person, move 
him out of the kitchen, and then go to her 
cell phone and call 911. Ricky Bright-
man took the opposite tack:  tell the man to 

pray with her to calm the situation, and then 
put anything edible into his hands, which 
should then allow for Deacon Henna to get 
out of the corner she is in, and either get to a 
safer place or to her cell phone. 
    In my experience and observation, 
breaking the escalating anxiety would be a 
good idea, although calling for prayer might 
not appeal to this fellow. My suggestion 
would be to ask him what he wants to eat, or 
what his favorite food is, and then tell him 
that she will take him somewhere else  and 
buy it for him -- which then means “we” 
need to leave (him ahead of her, of course), 
and Henna can then get to her phone and 
call someone. Probably not the police 
though:  street people only know the police 
as disciplinary figures, and who knows what 
reaction this stranger would have when he 
hears Deacon Henna talking to a dispatcher. 
He might bolt, or he might try to stop the call. 
    As to taking firm control of the situation, 
the one thing you don’t want to do when 
you feel physically threatened is get closer to 
the person who is the threat. Somehow, 
Deacon Henna needs to get him out of the 
kitchen, and she needs to do it verbally, and 
either trickery or cajoling might do it. It’s a 
judgment call, for sure:  she might be able to 
appeal to his child-like nature (what did your 
mother make for you?  Oh, the diner down 
the street makes a great meat loaf!  Let me 
take you there.), or she may need to deflect 
his attention to something outside the 
kitchen (Do you have anything with you?  
Did you leave it outside?  Let’s go get it.). 
    Ultimately, Deacon Henna first needs to 
get his attention and calm the situation. 
Then she needs to create a safe space for her 
to take action. And then, after this is all over, 
she needs to let everyone in the parish know:  
make sure the door is locked behind you 
when you leave the building!  Safety is a mat-
ter of good stewardship. 

      When the new rector was about to arrive 
at St. Philip’s in Potwallup, Deacon Mike 
Bamberger had already decided that would 
be a good time to leave the parish he had 
served these past five years, and take on a 
new challenge. After a chat with the Arch-
deacon, she suggested that he talk to Fr. 
Patrick McNulty-Fish at St. James in East 
Riverside. “Father Pat” had been nagging 
Melanie to send him a deacon, and East 
Riverside was not all that far away from 
where Mike and his family lived.  
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    Deacon and priest met soon thereafter to 
size each other up. Pat was delighted at the 
prospect, and seemed particularly eager for 
Mike to take over the lead role in something 
called the Four Corners Ministry. The priest 
told Mike more than once that, if Mike 
could take that responsibility on, it would 
free him up for other things around the 
parish. The deal was sealed, and Deacon 
Mike started at St. James. 
    So it came to pass that about a month 
after he arrived there, Deacon Mike had his 
first meeting with the Four Corners Ministry 
team. About 10:45 that night, he got home 
from the meeting, staggered into the den, 
and flopped into his favorite chair. 
    Jo Bamberger looked up from her mystery 
at her husband. “That took a while. How 
was it?”, she asked. 
    “Bourbon, please”, he groaned. “I need 
something to dull the pain.” 
    “That bad, eh. What exactly is this 
group?” Jo asked, as she got up to get him a 
shot and a rock. 
    “They are supposed to be the cooperative 
ministry of the Four Corners neighborhood, 
which is just down the block from St. James. 
It’s the Methodists, the Lutherans, some 
other churches, and us. Near as I could tell 
from tonight, the ministry died a long time 
ago, but the body lives on.” 
    Jo handed her spouse a glass, and sat 
down with a little something for herself. “So, 
what went on this evening that was so 
painful?” 
    “Remember that I wolfed down dinner so 
I could get to First Methodist early and 
introduce myself?  Didn’t matter. The church 
was locked and dark when I got there. I 
waited around for fifteen minutes before this 
elderly couple showed up. Magnusons or 
something -- very sweet people. They were 
the reps for the Methodists and opened up. 
    “I introduced myself to them, and then a 
few minutes later to someone else, and then 
again to Mayme the secretary -- I think she’s 
with the Lutherans. Two more people came 
in, and finally, the president --Frank some-
body -- showed up a little after 8. We 
probably didn’t start until 8:15.” 
    “Wait:  wasn’t it a 7:30 meeting?” Jo 
asked. 
    “Time is immaterial to these people,” 
sighed the deacon. “It’s an alternative 
universe they live in, I’m afraid.” 
    Mike then related what passed for the 
meeting. No agenda. The secretary read the 
minutes verbatim from her notebook. The 
treasurer opened up an envelope and read off 
the bank balances as his report. Then the 

worship committee chair proposed holding 
the next Thanksgiving Day service at the 
Baptist church, which prompted everyone to 
resurrect their memories of previous services 
there. 
    “That was hardly the worst part, “ Mike 
went on. “We then went back to the so-
called Treasurer’s report, to discuss what to 
do with the interest from the cd that is 
maturing.” 
    Jo interrupted. “They have money?” 
    Mike took a sip, and resumed his tale of 
woe. “Yes, about ten thousand dollars in the 
cd, a couple of thousand in a savings 
account, and a checking account with a 
small balance. The bone we gnawed on most 
of the meeting had to do with the interest on 
the cd. In years past, they gave the money to 
the church that runs a soup kitchen on 
Saturdays. But that congregation has a new 
pastor who left this bunch of squares -- and 
rightly so -- and now they don’t want to give 
him money for that ministry.” 
    “So, who is getting it?”  Jo looked both 
concerned and fascinated by this tale. 
    “They couldn’t decide between the visiting 
nurses and the Red Cross. So, they voted to 
rolled the cd over until next year.” 
    “There are people in need in this town -- 
and they decided to SAVE the money?”  Jo 
was incredulous. 
    “You got that right. I think it was the 
treasurer who said that was good stewardship 
-- not spending money if you couldn’t be 
sure it was going to a good cause.”  Mike 
rolled his eyes at his wife as he said it. 
    He took another sip, and then resumed. 
“As we were adjourning the “meeting”, Frank 
announced that elections would be held next 
month. And that he and his wife were 
moving down the shore, so he wouldn’t be 
able to run again.” 
    “Thank God for small favors”, said Jo. 
    “Don’t be so quick,” Mike responded. “As 
soon as he said that, every head swiveled my 
way. They want me to be the new president.” 
    Jo raised an eyebrow. “And???” 
    “I said I’d think about it.” 
    “You should do it. You’d whip them into 
shape.”  Jo leaned forward for emphasis. 
“Remember what you did when you presi-
dent of the library board?  Not to mention 
the Boy Scouts when the kids were growing 
up. Maybe the Four Corners ministry would 
finally do something useful.”   
    The deacon frowned. “I’m not sure I 
should do it. First of all, my view of what 
this ministry should be would be a sea-
change from what they’ve been doing lately. 
I’m not sure I can convince them to go 
along. Second, deacons aren’t supposed to be 
taking leadership roles like that. As I 

understand it, I should be enabling people, 
not leading the charge. Besides, I’m brand 
new here -- what do I know?” 
    The wife was not deterred. “Hon, Father 
Pat said he wanted a deacon, and he knew 
that you started the transient housing 
program back at St. Philip’s. He obviously 
wanted you to do something like that here.” 
    Mike finished his dram, and thought for a 
moment. “For starters, I‘m going to bed. I 
have a project meeting at work first thing in 
the morning, with a real agenda. Then I 
need to talk this over with Father Pat, and 
see what he wants. He did drop this group 
like a hot potato. Perhaps he’d be just as 
happy if nothing happened there.” 
    To which Jo responded, as she followed 
her spouse off to bed, “And maybe he wants 
you to light a fire under them.”

(“St. Ives” from Page Ten)

oped and led a Group Facilitation Methods 
training for VSO volunteers (including 
those in the Far North province), NWADO 
members and VSO partner organizations. In 
addition, I helped Eric put on NWADO’s 
annual Open Days – a sort of convention 
of local civil society organizations where 
they get to meet, find out about each other’s 
work and debate current hot topics. We also 
got involved in a program called PASOC (a 
French acronym) which was a joint Cam-
eroon government and European Union 
program to strengthen the civil society in 
the country. NWADO has now applied to 
be PASOC’s “focal point” in the North West 
Province which would be a great boost and 
help them fulfill their mission of connecting 
their members to the resources they need.

How quickly the two years passed! With 
a new volunteer on board to replace me at 
NWADO and verbal offers of new positions 
for me in Zambia (through VSO) and the 
Solomon Islands (as a UN Volunteer), it was 
time for me to leave Cameroon. Overall, I 
found my experience interesting, fun, and 
satisfying. I was doing the work of develop-
ment that really needs to be done – sharing 
skills, empowering local professionals, ad-
dressing the unique local situation. It is work 
that is slow to show results, isn’t very roman-
tic or “flashy”, but I know my two years in 
Cameroon made an impact that will last.

(“Cameroon” from Page Six)

Editor’s Note: Additional photos  
accompany the on-line version of 
this article in Diakoneo On-Line at 
www.diakonoi.org.
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a foothold in a slippery situation. In some 
cases, that one secure foothold could actually 
mean our lives. 
    Deacon Henrietta Richards is no one’s 
fool. Anyone who has been a welfare 
director, and survived the ordination process, 
is one tough cookie. Only a cool demeanor 
will allow her to resume control of the 
circumstances. A thoughtful reaction may 
save her from harm. 
    It is important to realize a few things 
about our visitor in the story. One is that his 
primary need is his belly, and rightly so. 
Every thing he is doing emanates from that 
need. Two is that he is not used to being in 
control of his life or surroundings, so an 
experience such as this one, where he is 
trying to satisfy a need, will not bring out his 
rational, reasonable self. In Freudian terms, it 
is his childlike self (the id) demanding 
satisfaction, right now, like a petulant three 
year old. 
    The Deacon has a couple of needs of her 
own. One is to protect herself from possible 
harm. Two is to get another person to help 
her -- which she can only do by getting to 
her phone, located on the other side of the 
stranger. Third in priority would be to give 
this fellow some food. How these needs get 
sorted out will determine how the problem 
gets solved. 
    One correspondent, Allan Marjerison, 
suggested that Deacon Henna take a firm 
grasp of the situation and the person, move 
him out of the kitchen, and then go to her 
cell phone and call 911. Ricky Bright-
man took the opposite tack:  tell the man to 

pray with her to calm the situation, and then 
put anything edible into his hands, which 
should then allow for Deacon Henna to get 
out of the corner she is in, and either get to a 
safer place or to her cell phone. 
    In my experience and observation, 
breaking the escalating anxiety would be a 
good idea, although calling for prayer might 
not appeal to this fellow. My suggestion 
would be to ask him what he wants to eat, or 
what his favorite food is, and then tell him 
that she will take him somewhere else  and 
buy it for him -- which then means “we” 
need to leave (him ahead of her, of course), 
and Henna can then get to her phone and 
call someone. Probably not the police 
though:  street people only know the police 
as disciplinary figures, and who knows what 
reaction this stranger would have when he 
hears Deacon Henna talking to a dispatcher. 
He might bolt, or he might try to stop the call. 
    As to taking firm control of the situation, 
the one thing you don’t want to do when 
you feel physically threatened is get closer to 
the person who is the threat. Somehow, 
Deacon Henna needs to get him out of the 
kitchen, and she needs to do it verbally, and 
either trickery or cajoling might do it. It’s a 
judgment call, for sure:  she might be able to 
appeal to his child-like nature (what did your 
mother make for you?  Oh, the diner down 
the street makes a great meat loaf!  Let me 
take you there.), or she may need to deflect 
his attention to something outside the 
kitchen (Do you have anything with you?  
Did you leave it outside?  Let’s go get it.). 
    Ultimately, Deacon Henna first needs to 
get his attention and calm the situation. 
Then she needs to create a safe space for her 
to take action. And then, after this is all over, 
she needs to let everyone in the parish know:  
make sure the door is locked behind you 
when you leave the building!  Safety is a mat-
ter of good stewardship. 

      When the new rector was about to arrive 
at St. Philip’s in Potwallup, Deacon Mike 
Bamberger had already decided that would 
be a good time to leave the parish he had 
served these past five years, and take on a 
new challenge. After a chat with the Arch-
deacon, she suggested that he talk to Fr. 
Patrick McNulty-Fish at St. James in East 
Riverside. “Father Pat” had been nagging 
Melanie to send him a deacon, and East 
Riverside was not all that far away from 
where Mike and his family lived.  

Response to Chapter 7

Chapter Eight - Alternative Services

(See “St. Ives” on Page Fourteen)

       DIAKONEO              Volume 30, Number 2      200810        DIAKONEO              Volume 30, Number 2      2008

Deacon Doings in The Diocese Of St. Ives
by The Ven. W. Keith McCoy, Archdeacon, Diocese of New Jersey
and member of the NAAD Board

Welcome back to the eighth chapter of a 
regular interactive column which continues 
in Diakoneo. 

What this column is about is the life of 
deacons, and the situations we find ourselves 
in. Over the years, I have had my share of 
“problem moments,” or had friends tell me 
about their problems. Some of these situa-
tions could have been handled better with 
some knowledge or experience, and many 
others were cases where any number of solu-
tions would have worked, except the one I 
chose. The voice of experience was needed, 
but it wasn’t always at hand. This will be 
an opportunity to share our experiences, 
and perhaps help others when the question 
comes up in their lives.

Thus, these stories. They are set in the fic-
tional Diocese of St. Ives, somewhere on the 
East Coast (no, it is not modeled on New 
Jersey). No one is real, but the situations are 
true. The names have been changed to pro-
tect the innocent, and the guilty as well. In 
each issue of Diakoneo -- for the foreseeable 
future -- there will be a new story.

Each “case study” will be an opportunity 
for comment. Before I make my observations 
(based on twenty plus years as a deacon and 
as a manager of public agencies) in the subse-
quent issue, I would appreciate your input. 

I invite you to drop me a line or more 
at kmccoy1@optonline.net, or write to 
me at 312 Copperfield Lane, Metuchen 
NJ  08840, to give me your take on how to 
rectify the matter described. If you get back 
to me within a month of receiving the latest 
issue of Diakoneo, I’ll take your comments 
into consideration when writing the analysis 
of that story, and quite possibly even quote 
from your solution.

The goal is to help us all deal with the 
craziness that crops up in our lives and min-
istries. By sharing our experiences, I believe 
we can make those crazy moments more 
understandable and manageable. I hope you 
enjoy the stories, as well.

Dn. Keith McCoy

    
The subject of Chapter 7 was personal 

safety. As ministers on the fringes of society, 
we are prone to come into contact with 
people whose grasp of reality, or truth, or 
boundaries, is shaky or even non-existent. In 
such instances, deacons need to be wise as 
serpents, rather than innocent as doves, for 
their own protection. 
    Also, there will be times in our ministries 
when events ride us, rather than vice versa. 
We will not be in control, we can only cope. 
Could anyone have controlled Hurricane 
Katrina?  Even with the best of planning, it 
still would have been a natural disaster, just 
not to the unimaginable scale that it was. 
Nevertheless, we deacons need to keep our 
wits about us when we are scrambling to find 
a foothold in a slippery situation. In some 
cases, that one secure foothold could actually 
mean our lives. 
    Deacon Henrietta Richards is no one’s 
fool. Anyone who has been a welfare 
director, and survived the ordination process, 
is one tough cookie. Only a cool demeanor 
will allow her to resume control of the 
circumstances. A thoughtful reaction may 
save her from harm. 
    It is important to realize a few things 
about our visitor in the story. One is that his 
primary need is his belly, and rightly so. 
Every thing he is doing emanates from that 
need. Two is that he is not used to being in 
control of his life or surroundings, so an 
experience such as this one, where he is 
trying to satisfy a need, will not bring out his 
rational, reasonable self. In Freudian terms, it 
is his childlike self (the id) demanding 
satisfaction, right now, like a petulant three 
year old. 
    The Deacon has a couple of needs of her 
own. One is to protect herself from possible 
harm. Two is to get another person to help 
her -- which she can only do by getting to 
her phone, located on the other side of the 
stranger. Third in priority would be to give 
this fellow some food. How these needs get 
sorted out will determine how the problem 
gets solved. 
    One correspondent, Allan Marjerison, 
suggested that Deacon Henna take a firm 
grasp of the situation and the person, move 
him out of the kitchen, and then go to her 
cell phone and call 911. Ricky Bright-
man took the opposite tack:  tell the man to 

pray with her to calm the situation, and then 
put anything edible into his hands, which 
should then allow for Deacon Henna to get 
out of the corner she is in, and either get to a 
safer place or to her cell phone. 
    In my experience and observation, 
breaking the escalating anxiety would be a 
good idea, although calling for prayer might 
not appeal to this fellow. My suggestion 
would be to ask him what he wants to eat, or 
what his favorite food is, and then tell him 
that she will take him somewhere else  and 
buy it for him -- which then means “we” 
need to leave (him ahead of her, of course), 
and Henna can then get to her phone and 
call someone. Probably not the police 
though:  street people only know the police 
as disciplinary figures, and who knows what 
reaction this stranger would have when he 
hears Deacon Henna talking to a dispatcher. 
He might bolt, or he might try to stop the call. 
    As to taking firm control of the situation, 
the one thing you don’t want to do when 
you feel physically threatened is get closer to 
the person who is the threat. Somehow, 
Deacon Henna needs to get him out of the 
kitchen, and she needs to do it verbally, and 
either trickery or cajoling might do it. It’s a 
judgment call, for sure:  she might be able to 
appeal to his child-like nature (what did your 
mother make for you?  Oh, the diner down 
the street makes a great meat loaf!  Let me 
take you there.), or she may need to deflect 
his attention to something outside the 
kitchen (Do you have anything with you?  
Did you leave it outside?  Let’s go get it.). 
    Ultimately, Deacon Henna first needs to 
get his attention and calm the situation. 
Then she needs to create a safe space for her 
to take action. And then, after this is all over, 
she needs to let everyone in the parish know:  
make sure the door is locked behind you 
when you leave the building!  Safety is a mat-
ter of good stewardship. 

      When the new rector was about to arrive 
at St. Philip’s in Potwallup, Deacon Mike 
Bamberger had already decided that would 
be a good time to leave the parish he had 
served these past five years, and take on a 
new challenge. After a chat with the Arch-
deacon, she suggested that he talk to Fr. 
Patrick McNulty-Fish at St. James in East 
Riverside. “Father Pat” had been nagging 
Melanie to send him a deacon, and East 
Riverside was not all that far away from 
where Mike and his family lived.  

Response to Chapter 7

Chapter Eight - Alternative Services

(See “St. Ives” on Page Fourteen)

       DIAKONEO              Volume 30, Number 2      200810        DIAKONEO              Volume 30, Number 2      2008

Deacon Doings in The Diocese Of St. Ives
by The Ven. W. Keith McCoy, Archdeacon, Diocese of New Jersey
and member of the NAAD Board

Welcome back to the eighth chapter of a 
regular interactive column which continues 
in Diakoneo. 

What this column is about is the life of 
deacons, and the situations we find ourselves 
in. Over the years, I have had my share of 
“problem moments,” or had friends tell me 
about their problems. Some of these situa-
tions could have been handled better with 
some knowledge or experience, and many 
others were cases where any number of solu-
tions would have worked, except the one I 
chose. The voice of experience was needed, 
but it wasn’t always at hand. This will be 
an opportunity to share our experiences, 
and perhaps help others when the question 
comes up in their lives.

Thus, these stories. They are set in the fic-
tional Diocese of St. Ives, somewhere on the 
East Coast (no, it is not modeled on New 
Jersey). No one is real, but the situations are 
true. The names have been changed to pro-
tect the innocent, and the guilty as well. In 
each issue of Diakoneo -- for the foreseeable 
future -- there will be a new story.

Each “case study” will be an opportunity 
for comment. Before I make my observations 
(based on twenty plus years as a deacon and 
as a manager of public agencies) in the subse-
quent issue, I would appreciate your input. 

I invite you to drop me a line or more 
at kmccoy1@optonline.net, or write to 
me at 312 Copperfield Lane, Metuchen 
NJ  08840, to give me your take on how to 
rectify the matter described. If you get back 
to me within a month of receiving the latest 
issue of Diakoneo, I’ll take your comments 
into consideration when writing the analysis 
of that story, and quite possibly even quote 
from your solution.

The goal is to help us all deal with the 
craziness that crops up in our lives and min-
istries. By sharing our experiences, I believe 
we can make those crazy moments more 
understandable and manageable. I hope you 
enjoy the stories, as well.

Dn. Keith McCoy

    
The subject of Chapter 7 was personal 

safety. As ministers on the fringes of society, 
we are prone to come into contact with 
people whose grasp of reality, or truth, or 
boundaries, is shaky or even non-existent. In 
such instances, deacons need to be wise as 
serpents, rather than innocent as doves, for 
their own protection. 
    Also, there will be times in our ministries 
when events ride us, rather than vice versa. 
We will not be in control, we can only cope. 
Could anyone have controlled Hurricane 
Katrina?  Even with the best of planning, it 
still would have been a natural disaster, just 
not to the unimaginable scale that it was. 
Nevertheless, we deacons need to keep our 
wits about us when we are scrambling to find 
a foothold in a slippery situation. In some 
cases, that one secure foothold could actually 
mean our lives. 
    Deacon Henrietta Richards is no one’s 
fool. Anyone who has been a welfare 
director, and survived the ordination process, 
is one tough cookie. Only a cool demeanor 
will allow her to resume control of the 
circumstances. A thoughtful reaction may 
save her from harm. 
    It is important to realize a few things 
about our visitor in the story. One is that his 
primary need is his belly, and rightly so. 
Every thing he is doing emanates from that 
need. Two is that he is not used to being in 
control of his life or surroundings, so an 
experience such as this one, where he is 
trying to satisfy a need, will not bring out his 
rational, reasonable self. In Freudian terms, it 
is his childlike self (the id) demanding 
satisfaction, right now, like a petulant three 
year old. 
    The Deacon has a couple of needs of her 
own. One is to protect herself from possible 
harm. Two is to get another person to help 
her -- which she can only do by getting to 
her phone, located on the other side of the 
stranger. Third in priority would be to give 
this fellow some food. How these needs get 
sorted out will determine how the problem 
gets solved. 
    One correspondent, Allan Marjerison, 
suggested that Deacon Henna take a firm 
grasp of the situation and the person, move 
him out of the kitchen, and then go to her 
cell phone and call 911. Ricky Bright-
man took the opposite tack:  tell the man to 

pray with her to calm the situation, and then 
put anything edible into his hands, which 
should then allow for Deacon Henna to get 
out of the corner she is in, and either get to a 
safer place or to her cell phone. 
    In my experience and observation, 
breaking the escalating anxiety would be a 
good idea, although calling for prayer might 
not appeal to this fellow. My suggestion 
would be to ask him what he wants to eat, or 
what his favorite food is, and then tell him 
that she will take him somewhere else  and 
buy it for him -- which then means “we” 
need to leave (him ahead of her, of course), 
and Henna can then get to her phone and 
call someone. Probably not the police 
though:  street people only know the police 
as disciplinary figures, and who knows what 
reaction this stranger would have when he 
hears Deacon Henna talking to a dispatcher. 
He might bolt, or he might try to stop the call. 
    As to taking firm control of the situation, 
the one thing you don’t want to do when 
you feel physically threatened is get closer to 
the person who is the threat. Somehow, 
Deacon Henna needs to get him out of the 
kitchen, and she needs to do it verbally, and 
either trickery or cajoling might do it. It’s a 
judgment call, for sure:  she might be able to 
appeal to his child-like nature (what did your 
mother make for you?  Oh, the diner down 
the street makes a great meat loaf!  Let me 
take you there.), or she may need to deflect 
his attention to something outside the 
kitchen (Do you have anything with you?  
Did you leave it outside?  Let’s go get it.). 
    Ultimately, Deacon Henna first needs to 
get his attention and calm the situation. 
Then she needs to create a safe space for her 
to take action. And then, after this is all over, 
she needs to let everyone in the parish know:  
make sure the door is locked behind you 
when you leave the building!  Safety is a mat-
ter of good stewardship. 

      When the new rector was about to arrive 
at St. Philip’s in Potwallup, Deacon Mike 
Bamberger had already decided that would 
be a good time to leave the parish he had 
served these past five years, and take on a 
new challenge. After a chat with the Arch-
deacon, she suggested that he talk to Fr. 
Patrick McNulty-Fish at St. James in East 
Riverside. “Father Pat” had been nagging 
Melanie to send him a deacon, and East 
Riverside was not all that far away from 
where Mike and his family lived.  

Response to Chapter 7

Chapter Eight - Alternative Services

(See “St. Ives” on Page Fourteen)


