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Dear Friends, 

From its founding in 1844, Emmanuel  Episcopal Church has been blessed with the generosi-

ty of its members and friends.  Wayne Wilson is emblematic of what we are when we are at our 

best—warm, sacrificial, and beneficent.  His quiet and behind-the-scenes work shines a light 

on others.  His considerable gifts for effective communication are revealed in the first-class 

newsletter he has produced for a number of years and the church’s website that he has devel-

oped and maintained.  Wayne has done much to engender excitement and encourage a healthy 

pride in who we are as the God’s people at Emmanuel. 

This summer Wayne decided that the time had come for him to let go of the newsletter and 

eventually to begin a similar transition with the website.  He understandably wants more time 

with Alice! I am confident that I speak for each of you in saying how thankful we are for all he 

has done. 

Emmanuel’s Rejoicing, with the assistance of Susan Paynter, will be produced seasonally: 

Michaelmas, Advent, Christmas-Epiphany, Lent, Easter, and Pentecost.  It is hoped that we will 

approximate the high standards that Wayne Wilson has set! 
 

       Peace and all good, 
 

       Fr R Christopher Heying  
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ALL SAINTS’ SUNDAY: 

“A GREAT CLOUD OF WITNESSES”  

On Sunday, 3 November 2013, we celebrate all the 

saints of God, especially those “upon another shore 

and in a greater light, that multitude which no man 

can number, whose hope was in the Word made 

flesh, and with whom, in this Lord Jesus, we for ever-

more are one” (Festival of Nine Lessons and Carols, 

King’s College).   

Saint Augustine reported that as his mother’s death 

was imminent, Monica said, “Put this body any-

where. Do not let care about it disturb you. I ask on-

ly this: that you remember me at the altar of the 

Lord, wherever you may be." [Confessions 9, 11, 27]. 

Please put in the offering plate (or email Fr. Heying 

at fatherheying@gmail.com) the names of your loved 

ones, family and friends, whom you would like us to 

remember during the Eucharistic Prayer on All 

Saints’ Sunday.   

 

ELECTRONIC 

COMMON PRAYER 

FOR  

iPad & iPhone 

$9.99 from  

churchpublishing.org 
 

access to the complete  

Book of Common Prayer  

and to the appointed Readings 

for the Eucharist  

and the Daily Office 

 

www.lectionarypage.net 

free online access to all  

the Readings for 

Sunday and Weekday 

eucharists 

WEBSITES 

AND 

APPS   
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Record Attendance at Church Picnic 

On Fathers’ Day well over 50 parishioners landed upon the Janis and Bill Simp-

son’s for the eucharist and picnic.  A generous spirit of fellowship and friend-

ship was not affected by the blistering heat.  Ken Frank, along with his family, 

came to lead the music with guitar, and then we all enjoyed a great meal given 

by Michael Rose and Charles Williams that was complemented by Janis’s ice 

cream.  Many thanks to the numerous hands that helped set up and take down 

tables and chairs for the eucharist and picnic. 
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“My Spir itual  Jour ney”   

I’ VE BEEN DOING A DANCE with 
Christianity all my life. I think the 
psychologists call it “approach-

avoidance.” 

Recently I saw a quote from India’s na-
tional hero, Mahatma Gandhi, that helped 
explain this little dance of mine.  “I like 
your Christ,” he said, “I do not like your 
Christians.  Your Christians are so unlike 
your Christ.” 

Where —in Jesus—I’ve seen courage 
and inclusiveness, in at least many of the 
loudest Christians I’ve seen fear and loath-
ing of “the other.”  On the first part I see 
love, forgiveness and compassion; on the 
second I often see hatred, vengeance and a 
blindness to suffering.  Jesus was repulsed 
by hypocrisy and ostentatious public de-
votion.  I see a lot of both in many Chris-
tians. 

While I’ve believed in the eternal quali-
ty of the soul, while I’ve felt drawn to the 
creative positive energy we call God, 
while I’ve been inspired to follow Jesus, I 
found Christians were “running a club” I 
was uninterested in joining. 

As I thought about God, it only made 
sense to me that revelation would not only 
possibly but probably be made to different 
peoples, in different times and different 
cultures, in different ways.  Ways that 
would make sense to those people, in 
those places and times, and to their chil-

dren and their 
children’s chil-
dren. 

So the “one 
way,” one-size-
fits-all, Chris-
tian “lock on 
God” also trou-
bled me.  I saw 
in it a smug self
-satisfaction 
that troubled 
me: an insist-
ence that they had 
all the answers to the ultimately unknowa-
ble. 

There seemed to be a wall, a barricade 
between me and the church.  No matter 
how much I was attracted, there was just 
too much stuff piled in the way. 

So I dabbled.  While continuing to be 
inspired by the faiths of friends, neigh-
bors, co-workers and family members of 
other—non-Christian—traditions, I began 
attending Episcopal churches as an outsid-
er. 

I loved the church.  I looked forward to 
the sermons that helped me align the 
things of today (the worries, the tasks, the 
issues, the obligations) with the eternal. 

I found comfort in the psalms, the 
rhythmic heart-felt outpourings written 

Susan Paynter 
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thousands of years ago but speaking to me 
still today, reminding me that I’m not 
unique in my suffering and yearning on 
this strange trip we call life. 

I pondered the readings of the proph-
ets of Israel with their ancient, still rele-
vant wisdom, and the gospel readings that 
fed the awe, respect, and love I felt for Je-
sus. 

I embraced the entire liturgy.  I was fas-
cinated by the way the prayers, though 
increasingly familiar, would shift in hue, 
prism-like, reflecting the internal and ex-
ternal landscape of the week just passed. 

And the church music!  A weekly fix of 
the great composers and poets mixed in 
with soulful spirituals helped replenish 
me. 

As much as any aspect, I enjoyed the 
social interaction of the church communi-
ty and the encouragement toward good 
works. 

But still I balked at becoming a Chris-
tian. 

Then gradually, what I believe was a 
maturing on my part and an evolution on 
the part of the church began to work on 
the wall that separated us.  I realized how 
childish and unfair I was to judge Christi-
anity by the fitful noise coming from the 
loudest of the lot. 

It had always bothered me when some 
of my family members, friends, and I of 
non-Christian faith or no faith were tarred 
with the same brush as our least savory 
brethren.  Could I not afford Christians 
the courtesy and understanding I had 

wished for myself and these people of 
mine? 

I also realized that I would never get 
far in closing the unwanted distance be-
tween me and God if I didn’t choose and 
commit to a Godward path.  Or to put it 
another way, I would never be able to go 
very deep by scratching many surfaces.  
I’d have to pick a place and start digging. 

At the same time, the Episcopal Church 
(and others, I now realize) was inspired to 
open its heart and welcome an ever-
expanding segment of the human family 
to enjoy the fullest, richest possible life 
inside and outside of church. 

The “middle way” tradition of the 
church seemed to evolve.  Though the 
roots of this aspect of our church, dating 
to Queen Elizabeth I, may have been polit-
ical, the effect in our time seemed to me to 
be a recognition that we can’t possibly 
agree on everything; but we’re still family. 

So High Church or Low, literal inter-
pretation of scripture or metaphorical, 
varying levels of comfort with the roles of 
women and gays and lesbians—the message 
I perceived was that we’re all evolving (isn’t 
that what the religious experience is all 
about?) and we’re all equally part of the 
Episcopal Church family. 

“I like your Christ,” Ghandi 

said, “I do not like your Chris-

tians.  Your Christians are so 

unlike your Christ.” 

Continued on next page 
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Finally, there were voices, important 
voices, in the Episcopal Church saying that 
Jesus Christ is one path to salvation.  So 
where once I heard an implicit threat 
(Choose Jesus Christ as your savior or be 
damned!) I now heard an invitation. 

This aligned with my concept of the ap-
proach to God being more of a rendezvous 
than a single caravan: seekers of the truth 
approaching the divine and one another 
from many directions. 

Barrier after barrier that had blocked my path 
to Christianity had been removed, but not all. 

Generally, I had a comfortable faith in 
God.   I didn’t have any trouble grasping 
and believing in the Holy Spirit—I’d felt it 
myself and seen it work through others.  But 
I was uncertain about the exact nature of 
Jesus.   My desire to believe in his godliness 
was clouded by occasional doubt. 

Here’s where our own Father Heying set 
my mind and heart at ease.  His sermon on 
doubt the second Sunday of Easter was a 
comforting surprise: 

“Doubt is not now nor has it ever been 
the enemy of faith, however much we may 
struggle with it,” he said; and “Doubt is not 

opposed to faith but a door to a potentially 
deeper faith;” and “The wrestling of doubt 
and faith is itself an engagement with God, a 
sign you care, a sign God cares.” 

Before that sermon, I had confessed to 
Father Heying that while I felt great love for 
Jesus, I had not quite sorted out my beliefs 
about him: exactly who or what he was and 
is.  I’d half expected to be shown the door.  
Instead, he assured me that I wasn’t alone in 
my uncertainty, even within the church. 

At last, I looked to see what still stood 
between me and the church and found the 
pathway open.  I decided to be baptized.   

I’m still a little surprised by how it feels.  
I’d actually been concerned that once I 
“took the plunge,” I’d lose myself in the 
church, become a zeal-filled religious what-
ever.  But that’s not what happened. 

I’m still a little uneasy in this new skin.  
This article has been very difficult for me to 
write.  I wear a little cross most days and 
still feel self-conscious about it. 

But I have all the time in the world, I 
guess, and then some, to get to where I’m 
going on this spiritual journey. 

Continued from previous page 

VESTRY NOTES . . . 
The painters are working on the wood frames in preparation for the stained 
glass windows returning in October 
 

The Birthday & Anniversary celebration on the last Sunday of the month was 
well received as shown by a bountiful table, birthday cake, anniversary cup-
cake for the happy couples and of course the robust singing of Happy Birth-
day. 

 Charles Williams and Bill Simpson 

 The Wardens 
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Fr. R Christopher Heying 
Priest & Pastor 

fatherheying@gmail.com  

434.710.0329 
 

Susan Paynter 
Volunteer Assistant 

susan.emmanuelchurch@gmail.com 

434.432.0835 
 

Sally Ford 
Organist & Choir Director 

mothernature3_2000@yahoo.com 

434.953.4676 
 

Bill Simpson 
Warden 

jh-simpson@att.net  

336.250.8217 
 

Charles Williams 
Warden 

willowbrookeblairs@yahoo.com 

434.432.8614 
 

Visit us on the web at 
www.emmanuelchatham.org 

 

 

 

 

 

A PRUDEN PARISH PRESS PRODUCTION 

SUNDAY MASS @ 11 A.M. 

Come worship with us!   
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