
Inside This Issue: 
Young Family Task Force Pg 4 Flood Zone: Tanana Pg 10 

Seasons of Life Pg 6 General Convention Pg 16 

Bishop Discernment Committee Pg 8  Vestry Meetings Pg  25 

Volume 105                              Published quarterly Number 2                              April—June 2009 

  

 

 

 “Dandelion don’t tell no lies, 
Dandelion will make you wise, 
. . . Blow Away, Dandelion” 
-Mick Jagger/Keith Richards, “Dandelion” 
 

THE MYSTERY of GOD OVER THERE in 
the CORNER of the YARD 
 
 Sometimes on these nice Summer evenings we pray Midnight 
Compline outside, on the Church lawn or on the Bike Path’s 
Overlook watching the River. First Avenue is quiet at Midnight. The 
neighborhood beavers swim across and pause from their driven-ness 
and listen; small wet brown heads poking up from the shallowing 
Riverwater. Seagulls flirt and dance in the air above. Western sky 
over distant Tanana turns Miami Beach pasteled Technicolor.  
 We reach the last verse of The Compline Psalms (Psalm 134): 
 

“Behold now, bless the Lord, all you servants of the Lord, 
you that stand [sit/lean/gather]in the house of the Lord.” 

 
and look at THIS House of the Lord – expanse of sky and Rivered 
hills. 
 

“Lift up your hands in the holy Place and bless the Lord; 
the Lord who made heaven and earth bless you out of Zion”. 

 
 THIS House of the Lord, THIS Holy Place, 
with Eveningsky roof and quiet River and dancing 
birds and listening brown heads and small fish 
flipping joyfully skyward.  
 And green and yellow lawn. 
 The colors of Summer aren’t the whites and 
dark sprucegreens of Winter. The colors of 
Summer are the greens of the lawn. . . and the 
yellows clustered here and there.  
 “GAWK,” exclaimed somebody passing through 
last week. “I’m trying to get my lawn going; but there’s 
dandelions EVERYWHERE.”  
 Indeed. 
 I listened to him complain and smiled, 
remembering. 

  I’m a dandelion fan. 
 I am a dandelion fan because I like their early SummerSong of 
Bright Color against the lawn’s Deep Green. I’m a dandelion fan 
because I appreciate Bill and Linda Mullen’s dandelion wine that we 
try to use for the Eagle Summit Solstice and End of Summer 
Eucharists. I’m a dandelion fan because I remember. 
 Once upon a time we had a friend (“have a friend” – we still do) 
who sat in her apartment several blocks over from the Church, 
unable to get out because of her medical condition.  She sat there in 
a modest apartment loving the Lord Jesus (“I worry about Him and feel 
so-o-o bad for Him. I think of His poor feet and how He walked every place 
and how tired He must have gotten”) and watching out her window. 
 The apartment building’s lawn in the Summer was a sea of 
dandelions. A few bits of scrub grass and just dandelions forever.  
 “I love to look at them, “she would tell me, smiling. “They’re so 
bright and cheerful”.  
 And I would mumble askance, “dandelions?” 
 One early and bright Summer afternoon, when I drove to see 
her, the sun was just right. As I turned the corner, I couldn’t see 
anything but Blinding Dazzling Light, shimmering and singing. I 
thought I’d turned the corner and driven into God.  
 Feeling my way forward, I finally realized that I was looking at 
my friend’s lawn; sunlight reflecting off of the yard’s hundreds and 
hundreds and hundreds of dandelions.  
 She was sitting at her window, smiling and praying.  
 A few weeks later, and the flowers were gone, turned to 
emptied stalks; their wispy remains blowing through the air to 

Someplace. A few months later and our friend 
too was gone; leaving the love and faith she had 
given. [And the Song of that, one can still hear in St. 
Matthew’s. Her Gift to the Church her last Easter was 
a mechanical robin that sings. “When it sings, “she 
explained that Easter, “know that I’m saying a prayer 
for you all.” Fourteen years after that Easter and her 
funeral, the robin still sings, living beside the Great 
Wooden Altar.] 
 We remembered that Yard of Shimmering 
Light at her February funeral. We remembered 
those dandelions. We still do.  
 In this House of God, this midJune night, the 
Lawn is still yellow and green singing. And yet, 

(Continued on page 2) 
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and yet. Already the dandelions in the 
corner have turned to those wispy puffs. 

Last night they were bright colored; now only these fragiled ghostlike memories 
of what once was. Dandelion memories. Dandelion whispers. They ask, “Of what 
use is it; of what use am I?”  
 And yet . . .  one Last Gift of Self remains. 
 A child will come by tomorrow afternoon and pluck one, blowing the wisps 
sailing into the air.  On the breath of Spirit they will fly away to Some place.  
  The child smiles, walking away enchanted with Wonder. 
 The dandelion, giving of its last Gift, now emptied, now free; now can begin 

again.  
 Always the same Dance; always the 
same rhythm; here in the House of the 
Lord.  
 
“When a thing is everywhere, the way to find 
it is not to travel, but to love.” – St. Augustine 

 

(Continued from page 1) 

The 
Springing 

of 
SUMMER 
VOICES 

We are sitting outside and we are 
listening, as the People of God go 
by. We are listening and it is Holy 
Week and here they come, led by 
Holy Choir. It is Easter and here 
they come, carrying smiles and 
babies and baptismal candles. It is 
snowing, and here they come and 
we are listening. It is Springing and 
there are puddles, and here they 
come. They are carrying memories 
and caskets of friends; and here 
they come. They are passing by in 
boats fleeing flood waters, and 
here they come. It is Summer and 
all is green now, and we are 
listening. BUT! We are listening 
but the “Modern Technological 
Device designed to make Life 
easier” crashed/exploded/was 
affected by sunspots/had its own 
opinions. . . QUIT. And when it did 
(“it’s a mature model and you 
have to expect these things” said 
the Service People); it destroyed 
and lost all of the overheard and 
recorded comments.  
These we remember. The rest have 
passed on, known but to God.   
 
What’s Monday Thursday in Holy 
Week? That day before Good 
Friday.  I think I’m more of a 
Wednesday Friday person. 
 
We hear the ice is coming. We hear 
it’s comin’. We’re going down to 
the bank after work and fish for houses. 
She needs a new house at her Camp. 
 
I’m ready. I’m not leavin’. I’m 
gonna ride it out. I got my .357 
and I’m goin’ down with the ship.  
 
Yeah, CNN just called. From 
Atlanta. They called the Council 
Office and ---- handed me the 
phone and said, “It’s for you”. 
They asked me: “and what can 
AMERICA do for you?” I just 
LOOKED at the telephone.  

$6000 for Dreams Available 
 

THE ENDOWMENT BOARD of ST. MATTHEW’S 
EPISCOPAL CHURCH  

is 
CALLING for GRANT REQUESTS by JUNE 30, 2009 

  
 The St. Matthew’s Episcopal Church Endowment Board is 
seeking applications for the 2009 grants. Each year the 
Endowment Board awards funds generated by interest and cash 
dividends earned by the Board over the previous 12 months 
ending December 31. Grant requests must comply with the 
mission of the Endowment Board. The Endowment Board is 
operated to enhance the worship, ministry and mission 
outreach of St. Matthew’s. Grants cannot be used for the 
general operating budget of St. Matthew’s. 
 
 The amount of distribution this year is $6,098.17 

 
 All grant requests must be 
typewritten, signed, and received no 
later than June 30th, 2009, to be 
considered. Applications may be picked 
up in the Parish Office or found online 
at www.stmatthewschurch.org. 

Dandelion . . . 
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OUR PRAYER SHAWL MINISTRY 

 By Bonnie J. Hameister 
 

Sabbath Time 
It matters not 

Where or when 
Together or alone 

 
With gently whispering needles 

And softly flowing yarn 
Composing prayers from hearts to hands, 

We find God’s love 
And gladly pass it on. 

 

. . . said she could hear it – ice 
breaking & trees hitting the 
houses.  
 
. . . we called and said we made it 
over and he said that just our plane 
was taking off, the LAST plane - 
water was comin’ in over the bank. 
 
I want him to make a drawing of 
Our Native Men. Just standin’ 
there. Takin’ Care of Business. 
Arms crossed and standing on the 
bank. The women and children are 
safely out and they know the 
Flood is coming and they’re just 
standin’ there waiting for it. 
They’ve taken care of everybody. 
Same way they always sit in the 
back of the church, so that others 
will have a place. Taking care of 
people. I WANT all of that in a 
drawing. 
 
We don’t know HOW the cemetery 
is; we can’t get up to it to check. 
Still blocks of ice the size of houses 
on the trail. 

ST. MATTHEW’S CHURCH  
RECTOR The Rev. Scott Fisher . . . .  456-5235 PARISH 
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Hilary Freeman . . . . . . . . 
. 

457-4820 
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    ALTAR GUILD Mary Johnston. . . . . . . . .  455-7245 
DEACONS The Rev. Bella Jean Savino 456-1503  Cathy Giacomazzi . . . . . .  479-7736 
 The Rev. Montie Slusher . . 474-4570 SUNDAY SCHOOL   

SENIOR WARDEN Roxy Wright-Freedle. . . . .   HEALTH MINISTRY Charlotte Perotti . . . . . . . 457-1332 
JUNIOR WARDEN Karen Kiss. . . . .. . . . . . . .    ENDOWMENT BOARD Martha Thomas, Chair . . .  455-6612 
CLERK Helen Howard. . . . . . . . . .   WEB GARDENER Michael “Tree” Nelson. . .  456-5217 
VESTRY Charlene Marth . . . . . . . .   NEWSLETTER EDITOR Maggie Castellini . . . . . . . 479-5444 
 Ray Cockerille . . . . . . . . .    SPIRITUAL DIRECTION Mary Margaret Davis . . . . 457-2865 
 Marty Thomas  . . . . . . . . .    UNITED THANK  OFFERING Helen Howard. . . . . . . . . 488-2314 
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Summer Voices  
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Yeah. I was there. I rode it out. 
I’m going to have a T-shirt made 
that says: “I survived the 2009 
Stevens Village Flood”. 
 
You know that hymn: “How firm a 
foundation”? Well, it’s not. Our 
poor Church is off its foundation. 
 
That’s what everybody keeps 
saying. With tears in their eyes: 
“Our Church. Our Church is gone”.  
 
It’s gone. The Village is just gone. 
It’s NOT THERE anymore. 
Ohhhhhhhhhhhhh, it’s so sad.  
 
. . . and he told me, “And no one 
came up to pray for us. No one.” 
That’s what The Church can do. 
You can come pray with us.  
 
There’s always so much activity at 
St. Matthew’s that I’m surprised 
that building is still standing. 
 
I’m ready Scott; I’m ready. I’ve 
seen Him before, twice. When I 
was in that coma in Seattle He 
came to me and . . .  
 
I just came back from New York 
City and I tell you, this economy 
thing. Everything in midtown is 
marked half off or more. It’s really 
hitting out there. 
 
Just drove up from Anchorage and 
there was NO TRAFFIC at all. Memorial 
Day weekend and NO TRAFFIC. 
 
Memorial Day just hasn’t had the 
same meaning since her son died in 
Iraq. No longer is it just the 
beginning of Summer. 
 
WOW! Have you ever been BLACK 
DUCK HUNTING? It’s REALLY 
COOL! They come zoomin’ in 
flyin’ low and . . . 
 
. . . and he’s steering with one 
hand and cocks his shotgun with 
the other and aims and...three at 
the same time. He said, “Your 
brother was famous for that 
kindof a shot”.  

Summer Voices “Please keep this important ministry need in your hearts, prayers and thoughts.” 
 

TASK FORCE for YOUNG FAMILY INVOLVEMENT 
By Roxy Wright, Senior Warden 

  
As mandated at our annual meeting in January, the Vestry pursued 
establishing a Task Force for Young Family Involvement. They met 
several times, and then presented some of the ideas that were 
discussed at all three services on May 17th. The following is a synopsis 
of the presentation by myself and Beth Corven (our Sunday School 
Director who recently got married, and is moving to Canada. We will all 
miss Beth, William and Hanna!). 
 How do we make St. Matthews a spiritual HOME, to become a 
routine in young families lives? We are the place for baptisms, 
marriages and funerals, but are we ministering to everyday needs? 
  
Possible Solutions: 

• 11:00 AM Sunday School – hard for young families to get up 
early for church on Sunday after a busy week. 

• Have a transportation pool – sometimes people want to come to 
church but do not have transportation. 

• Paid Youth Coordinator – would be in charge of Sunday School, 
confirmation classes, youth projects, family meals with worship-
play (“Godly Play” a possible curriculum) 

• Family time – incorporating intergenerational family 
participation with sharing of a meal, worship, bible study and 
play. We need to create a sense of belonging, a spiritual home, a 
welcoming refuge. Is once a month during the week enough? Or 
do we need to be every week, like right after the 11:15 service? 

  
There was concerned and helpful conversation during the services. Good 
ideas have been discussed, but as several people pointed out we need to 
come up with goals and a plan to carry these objectives out. We do not 
currently have money in our budget to hire a paid Youth Ministry 
Director, sooo...for right now to not drop the ball on this important 
ministry, we need to depend on volunteers. We have a sign up poster in 
the Parish Hall for the 11:15 AM service during the summer months. 
The Task Force will be meeting again soon and will be announced in the 
Sunday Bulletin. All are welcome - this needs to be a focus of our 
whole congregation to succeed.  We are one body with different gifts 
- music, art, prayer, story telling, baking, cooking, cleaning, building, 
listening....these are all things that one 
could volunteer to share with young 
people during the 11 AM service. Please 
keep this important ministry need in 
your hearts, prayers and thoughts. Come 
to Task Force for Young Family 
meetings, or you can call me at 455-
9300 and share your ideas.   
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. . . tripped and fell running away 
from a grizzly on Chena Ridge last 
night. Yes, already. She said that 
she knew she had always been 
told NOT to run if she saw a bear, 
but said she couldn’t help it.  
 
YOU’RE on Facebook too?  
 
I just eliminated a lot of my 
friends on Facebook. That felt 
bad, but I had to do it.  
 
I guess I’m an old fuddy duddy. I 
don’t understand this Facebook 
thing.  
 
. . . and I’ll post it on all the 
MyFamily pages. I’ve got the 
passwords. 
 
SCOTT! Mother’s had A HEART 
ATTACK and . . .  
 
He made . . . he made a lot of 
people happy . . . with that little 
piece of wood. And he did it all 
for love. 
 
Remember, it doesn’t say in 
scripture “the Valley of Death”; it 
says “the valley of the SHADOW of 
Death”. 
 
This is too much. It’s just TOO 
much. WHAT’S GOING ON? 
 
I’m here in Alaska on a tour; and 
I’m looking for information on my 
Great Uncle. He was a layreader 
here at St. Matthew’s in 1904 and. . .  
 
It’s been a heck of a Spring. What 
time is the daily funeral Today? 
 
My Grandparents always used to 
say, used to always like it when 
they see a lot of seagulls arriving. 
“A lot of seagulls means a lot of 
fish’, they would say. 
 
. . . brought a Yukon River king 
down with her for supper, and I 
lost all discretion after that.  
 

Summer Voices  
“. . . thank you all for creating this oasis of God’s love” 
 
BETH & WILLIAM & HANNAH are LEAVING 

By Beth Corven 
 

 I’ve never liked saying goodbyes, though I seemed to do it 
frequently in early adulthood during several years of national and 
international moves.  But when I moved to Fairbanks, I finally found a 
home, a place where I had the space and natural beauty that I 
needed, and also the type of community I was seeking.  I didn’t think 
I’d ever be saying goodbye. 
 St. Matthew’s has been such a large part of my life here. I started 
out as an eight o’clocker, and I think my first conversation was with 
Becky Snow after attending one of my first services.  And as I had 
my children, my relationship with St. Matthew’s deepened because I 
saw the impact it had on them, the way that they were accepted, 
despite Hannah swinging on the altar rope or William babbling during 
the sedate 8 o’clock service.  We moved into Sunday school together, 
and I became a teacher, then the Sunday school director.   
 It would have to be love that took me away from this church.  I’ve 
fallen in love and married and am about to set off to a new future for 
William and Hannah and myself.  It was not a difficult decision:  the 
town we’re moving to has mountains, a beautiful lake and warmer 
winters.  I have family in the same town, and it’s a very small town 
with a strong sense of community.   
 However, there is nothing like St. Matthew’s, and that’s why I’m 
writing this now.  There is nothing like you, my family of St. 
Matthew’s.  Your love for my children, your fellowship throughout the 
past thirteen years, the blessings you have passed to us, knowing and 
unknowing, are unequaled.  I have traveled and attended churches 
throughout the world, and I have never found the spirit or love that 
St. Matthew’s has.   
 I want to thank you all for creating this oasis of God’s love in an 
often troubled world.  I have sought refuge here more than once, and 
I thank you for allowing me to quietly seek solace.  I will be gone from 
Fairbanks, gone from Alaska, but really, just down the road in British 
Columbia.  I invite you all to visit if you travel down that far.  My 
family has vacation cottages on a beautiful lake surrounded by 
forests and a high mountain glacier.  Give us a call and keep in touch.  
Our door is open. 

Beth Corven and Loren Oldham 
Box 417  

New Denver, BC V0G 1S0 
Canada 

(250) 358-2344 
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Summer Voices 
Tell Scott that someone’s trying to 
open the 7th Seal and the Apocalypse….. 
 
Every time I smell that smell, 
burning moss and forest fire, I 
think THAT’S the smell of money.  
 
Peter John said, “You can at least 
think about God now and then”. 
We SUFFER with that. EVERY DAY.  
 
After listening to that Camp all 
day, I hear “Eagle Island Blues” 
in my sleep.  
 
. . . meeting downtown at Golden 
Heart Plaza, at that statue. You 
know the one; the statue of the 
first zippered family; the First 
Family in the Interior with zippers. 
 
I met, oh, what was her name? 
Willa Catha? Edna Ferber? 
Anyway, I met her once. She 
stayed at the Northward while 
she was writing that book and . . .  
 
In those days, any house here in 
this town with two stories was a 
BIG house.  
 
. . . and this is the Episcopalian 
Church, one of the earliest 
churches in Fairbanks. In the 
early years, before they built the 
Church, they met downtown at a 
Saloon. That’s the Saloon we’ll 
see at Pioneer Park – the Palace 
Saloon. [Editorial Note: This 
overheard comment is NOT 
historically true. There’s no 
connection between the Palace 
Saloon & St. Matthew’s. ] 
 
What’s it like in Alaska? You have 
those places up there...what’s the 
word? Those houses made out of 
ice that you all live in? That people 
move ottomans and everything 
into. What are they called? 
IGLOOS! That’s it! You have those 
up there; people living in them?  
 
. . . she’s the Potlatch Person, 
I’m not.  

SEASONS of LIFE SPRINGING into SUMMER 
 From the end of Spring dog races into the beginning of Summer fires; from the empty 
desert of Lent to the green of Pentecost and Trinity; from the simplicity of Lent to the flowers 
of Easter; from the snows of Winter through the floods of Spring, from Thursday, March 
19th through Trinity Sunday, June 7th, through the 80 days since the accounting in 
the last Newsletter, we have gathered and prayed together at least 241 times. An 
accounting and some of the details: 

 
35 Sunday Morning Eucharists 

21 Private/Home Communion visits by Lay Eucharistic Ministers 
37 Private/Home Communion visits by Clergy 

3 Sunday Afternoon Fairbanks Correctional Center Eucharists 
55 Midnight Compline services 

4 Tuesday Morning Denali Center Eucharists 
11 Wednesday Morning Eucharists 
10 Wednesday Evening Eucharists 

1 Flood Relief Singspiration Service 
5 Thursday morning Pioneer Home Eucharists 

4 Celebrations of Holy Baptism, 19 Baptized 
2 Private Confessions 

1 Celebration of Holy Matrimony 
7 Commendations of the Dying/Departed 

6 pre-funeral “Teas” hosted 
1 Reception of the Body 

18 Funerals 
2 Memorial Services 

3 Lenten Friday Stations of the Cross walks 
7 Holy Week Services (Monday – Saturday)  

1 Sunrise Birkat Hachama Offering 
1 Easter Egg Hunt 

2 Garage Sales, held or hosted  
2 “Dancing w/the Spirit” Camps/Events hosted 

1 “Dancing w/the Spirit” Fundraiser hosted  
1 Diocesan “Safe Church” Training hosted 

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
1# of moose visiting the Church yard on a Spring morning 

3# of Beavers regularly attending Midnight Compline services 
14 # of earthquakes magnitude 2.5 or higher centered in Central Alaska since May 12th  

 
Holy Baptism 
 With Easter fire kindled on the front sidewalk, and the clear voice of Barbara 
Hameister singing us in, Easter arrived on First Avenue Saturday evening, April 
11th. In this first service of Easter, there were ten baptisms. They were, with their 
Godparents or sponsors: nearly 7 months old Kadin Matthew Dinwoodie 
( whose Godparents are Breanna Sha Haas and Jordan Thies); 3 months old Jesse 
Allen Hamner (Godmother Mandy Lewis); 2 years old Megan Leigh 
Lundemo (Godparents: Melissa Anne and Jon Odsather); 9 months old Ryder 
Allan Pitka (Godparents: Mark Allan Thompson, Lance Nolan Thompson, 
Martha Lynne Bravo, and Stephanie Lee Pitka); 12 years old Christopher 
Raye Skogstad (Godmother: Denise Hardesty); 6 months old Daphne 
Nichole Sweet (Godparents: Kenneth and Stephanie Sweet); 4 months old 
Holly Tracia Tritt (Godparents: Cory Duran, Tracy Duran, Tina Ambrose, 

(Continued on page 7) 

through All The Seasons of Life 
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and Van Madrof); 2 months old Echo Yuna-
Marie Zipporah-Horan (Godparent: Deleen 
Chapman); 25 years old Laura Angela 
Thompson-Pitka (Sponsors: Peggy Marie 
Patterson and William Pitka, Jr.); and 21 
years old Benjamin Timothy Moore 
(Sponsors: Sterling Dinwoodie and Jordan 
Thies). They are the ones, their faith, which 

broke the trail for us to follow this year.  
 And Wednesday evening, May 13th, 
Easter baptisms continued, as Fr. Lee 
Davis, assisted by Shirley Lee, 
baptized 3 months old Ashton Philip 
Peter (whose Godparents are Renee 
Charlie, Buddy Peter, and Cleetus 
Sipary) and 5 months old Natalie 
Janet Hannah John. On Pentecost 

Sunday morning, May 31st, there were 6 more 
baptisms: 4 years old Matteo Taavi Kuizenga 
(whose Godfather is William Walters); 1 year old 
Annika Taavi Merkel (whose Godfather is also 
William Walters); 1 month old Leia Eileen 
Shewfelt (whose Godparents are Ashley Cadzow, 
Tiffany Herbert, and Jordan Felix); 8 months 
old Rihanna Sherae Williams (whose 
Godparents are Todd Aaron Bergman, Karen 

Louise Bergman, and Dena Faye Sam); 23 years old Ryan James Sparks 
(whose sponsor is Jerome Adams); and 11 years old Dylan Jay Jillson (whose 
Godparents are Senior Warden Roxy Wright Freedle, and David Freedle).   
 And finally, to begin the Summer, on Trinity Sunday, June 7th, 7 months old 
Julius Dakota Simon was baptized. Julius’s Godparents are Shawn 
Saunders, Keisha Joseph, Matthew Torres, and Shay Pitka.  
 
Holy Matrimony 
 On a bright and sunny Friday evening, May 1st, with ice running in the Chena 
and 80 degree temperatures, the rector, assisted by the Rev. Bessie Titus, 
celebrated the joyous wedding of Katie Agnes Charlie and Paul Douglas 
Freeman. After oatmeal was thrown in celebration (! – as opposed to rice or 
birdseed), a reception followed in the Parish Hall.  
 
Funerals, memorials, and burials 
[Editorial Note: in case those around you may look weary of heart  this Summer, and you 
wonder why... if you track through the dates in this accounting, you will discover that the 
family of St. Matthew’s was involved with a death of a loved one or a funeral on an 
average of  every three days during this period. Easter is finally and fundamentally about 
Our Lord’s Resurrection, the Triumph of Love over Death. We have been given the chance 
to learn that again this Spring.] 
 On Sunday, March 29th, in Anchorage, 80 years old David William John 
died. Originally from Circle, David had lived in Anchorage the last several years. 
Blessed with 23 grandchildren and 10 great-grandchildren, he is also survived by 
his 5 daughters and 3 sons. St. Matthew’s filled to capacity Saturday, April 4th for 
his funeral, led by the Rev. Trimble Gilbert (who spoke eloquently about David’s 

(Continued on page 22) 

Seasons of Life  . . . 
My 16 year old daughter caught a 
35 pound King at Chitna yesterday! 
 
Oh, he’s My Project, he is. 
 
. . . like my Grampa used to say: 
“Too proud to stoop for a penny 
doesn’t deserve any.”  
 
I don’t want to go to Hell. What if 
Jesus comes and we’re . . .  
 
I’m a Fairbanks Girl and my kids 
know it. 
 
. . . the people at the Visitors’ 
Center told us to come here. That 
the people at St. Matthew’s know 
how to get ahold of everybody.  
 
. . . used to warn us that our water 
tasted funny because it was coming 
up through a frozen mastodon.  
 
Gosh. I just realized sitting here 
that I GREW UP at this Church. I 
remember being a little kid 
running up those steps for Sunday 
School. Gosh. This Church has, 
has ALWAYS been here for me, 
for all of us. That’s Good.  
—————————————————————- 
 

Summer Voices 

Loren Oldham and Beth Corven (St. 
Matthew's friend, Sunday School 
Director & William and Hannah’s 
mother) were married May 24, 
2009 at Kohan Gardens in New 
Denver, British Columbia. They'll be 
living in New Denver, BC as of mid-July.  
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BISHOP DISCERNMENT COMMITTEE (BDC) UPDATE 
By: Stacy Thorpe, BDC Communication Liaison 

 
 The Bishop Discernment Committee has been moving full steam ahead since our first 
meeting in March! On April 17th, we re-opened the nominations for our next Bishop. 
Nominations have steadily been submitted to our website since that date. Through our 
consultant, Betsy Greenman, our Diocesan Profile has been submitted to the Church 
Deployment Office on the national level. This has allowed her to use a national database 

to seek out clergy who closely fit our Diocesan Profile. May 29-31, the full committee met at 
Meier Lake, Wasilla with our consultant to review names pulled from the national database, 
and learn how to read their profiles. Another large portion of our time together was spent 

with Bishop Kimsey, who offered his insight into our diocese, after spending a few months as our assisting bishop. 
He offered a wealth of knowledge when it came to the vantage point of a Bishop. 
 Another major portion of time together was spent in conversation with the Diocesan staff. Much of the 
conversation was centered on communication. How to improve getting the “word out” on what the Bishop 
Discernment Committee (BDC) is doing and how to help the staff handle questions that come to the Diocesan 
Office about the discernment process. The charge to the BDC from the Standing Committee includes monthly 
communication. The BDC and Standing Committee also discussed communication and how to do it effectively and 
in a timely, open manner. To aid in accomplishing this, the BDC will publish a monthly article in The Good News, 
as well as have Shirley Lee, the Diocesan Communications Liaison, electronically distribute our updates to the 
diocese. The BDC communication to the staff and the Diocese will include frequent reference to the timeline and 
process in an effort to help folks be aware of where the BDC is on that timeline. 
 How to best utilize the opportunity of General Convention, where we will be in contact with thousands of 
Episcopalians, was the final focus of our time together. Knowing we will have at least nine Alaskan representatives 
at convention (our eight deputies and Bishop Kimsey,) we brainstormed how to most effectively get our word out. 
We have decided to use several ideas including some catchy, bright colored t-shirts with bold messages, calling 
cards to share which will have our Bishop Search website address and possibly some tri-fold, color brochures. Of 
course, word of mouth will be constant! 
 As for our timeline, things are proceeding on schedule. Our nominations will close at midnight, July 31st. All 
completed nomination material is due August 15. The BDC will continue reviewing nomination packets as they are 
completely received. In September, the BDC will have a face-to-face meeting in Anchorage to evaluate and rank 
the candidates. From this meeting, we will have decided on those we wish to follow up with a telephone 
interview the first weekend in October. Following our Diocesan Convention in October, we will spend the month 
of November making onsite visits to our final candidates. The beginning of December, the committee will gather 
one last time to share information gained during the on-site visits and to finalize our list to move forward to the 
Standing Committee in January for publication to the Diocese by February. If all continues as planned, our final 
candidates will participate in a fly-about, around our diocese in late February to early March 2010.  
 
At this time, we anticipate our electing convention of the 8th Bishop of Alaska to take place April 9-10, 2010. 

 
Stay Informed at: www.alaskabishopsearch.org 

Subscribe to the RSS feed And You’ll know the minute an update is posted 
on the website! 

 
Please continue to hold the Bishop’s Discernment Committee and all of those in our discernment process in your 

prayers. 
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“St. Matthews has been the church family that we needed, at the time that we needed it.” 
 

A LETTER from FATHER LAYNE and CASEY SMITH  ...... 
 
 Three years ago, we drove into Fairbanks. Like many of those who trek into Alaska from outside, we weren't 
really clear about exactly what we would find. Layne knew he would be teaching at UAF. Beyond that, we mostly 
knew that we had a strong conviction that this was the place we were supposed to be.   Casey thought we would be 
here for the rest of our lives. But God had a different plan.  
 Even as our lives shift again, we remain very convinced that we were meant to be here. So much we have 
learned here, and shared, and we are also sure, so many things that we should have learned but somehow 
missed.  Fairbanks has been special to us.  Precious people who have given us more than we can say-so many of 
them that we don't dare try to make a list because inevitably our short-term memories would leave some out. But 
each and every one a grace to us. St. Matthew's has been at the core of that, a place where-sometimes in surprising 
ways-grace danced, and invited us to dance too. For Eucharists and sermons, potlucks and weddings, baptisms and 
funerals, prayer shawls ministry, gratitude, hope, and fellowship, we give thanks. For both of us, St. Matthews has 
been the church family that we needed, at the time that we needed it.  
 And now our lives turn again. Layne has been called to be rector of St. John's Church in Odessa, Texas. 
Returning to full-time pastoral responsibility is exciting, and occasionally terrifying, but our best discernment is 
that this is what he is called to now.  Being a professor and clinical social worker has been good and has been 
blessed, but the time has come now to rebalance life. That is exhilarating, and and scary .Layne's elderly parents, 
who are the center of our family, want us closer to them. But it is also sad, because of what we leave behind. Not 
God, who always is with us and ahead of us, but this place where in knowing you we have known him. So there will 
be tears (there have already been tears) as we prepare to point the Jeep south at the beginning of July.  We leave 
you, but in our hearts, we know that you do not leave us. 
 
Prayers and love always. 
Father Layne and Casey 

This Could be for YOU: LEARNING to THINK THEOLOGICALLY 
By Roxy Wright 

 All of us at baptism are called to ministry, workers in God’s vineyard, whether that be as a Sunday 
School teacher, a choir member, a friend, a parent or any of an infinite variety of other ways of serving.  
If figuring out your ministry has ever seemed confusing or daunting to you, Education for Ministry is a tool 
that might help you.  Education for Ministry (EFM) is an adult education program designed to help us live 
into the life God is calling us to.  The materials come from Sewanee Seminary and lead the students into a 
study of Old Testament, New Testament, Church History and Theology, in successive years.  The core of 
the program, however, is learning to think theologically – to apply what we learn to the every day lives we 
lead in this challenging and complex world God has created for us.  Students make a commitment to the 
program for one year at a time.  EFM meets once a week from September through May. Due to the 
necessity of ordering materials, we need those who would like to participate next year to make that 
commitment (payment and registration) by the end of June or early July. 
 You may contact Roxy Wright at 455-9300, or talk to current or former participants about what it is 
like, to help you decide whether this program might be a good fit for you.  
 Congratulations to Tom Marsh and Darrel Zuke who have both completed Year Four! Becky Snow is 
stepping down from mentoring EFM, due to her busy schedule. Tom Marsh has said that he will take the 
training and join me as a co-mentor for this coming year. 
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“Water filled the church basement and flowed through the Mission House, wrecking havoc and destroying 
just about everything on the ground floor.”  
 

AS of JUNE 1st:  
REPORT from the FLOOD ZONE: TANANA 

By Mary Moses Edwin  
 
 Although St. James Episcopal Church overlooks the Yukon River in 
downtown Tanana, the sanctuary of St. James Church was spared from 
substantial damage by the May 12 flood.  Not all church property was 
so blessed.  Water filled the church basement and flowed through the 
Mission House, wrecking havoc and destroying just about everything on 
the ground floor.   Fuel and sanitary facilities were also heavily damaged. 

 Cliff Wiehl and five other workers pumped the water and mucked out the church basement right away 
as soon as the river receded.  The flood happened Tuesday.  Worshipers were able to attend services in 
the church the following Sunday.  

Mission House restoration is taking a lot longer.   Workers have removed the soaked and ruined 
contents, including insulation, damaged wall structures, fuel storage systems, heating systems, cabinets, 
refrigerator, propane range, furniture and extra sleeping pads, bedding, etc.  Kitchen items, food and 
paper products, were also destroyed. The crew of volunteers who came to Alaska last year to work on the 
church belfry is scheduled to return this month to help begin rebuilding.  The Mission House is used for 
such community events as Vacation Bible School, Elders’ Conference, music camp, and headquarters for 
potlatches when members of the host family do not have a residence in Tanana that can be used for such 
purpose.  It will need complete refurnishing and resupplying.  
 On an individual level, some 37 houses in Tanana were flooded, displacing more than 60 people.  A few 
have been able to clean up, make temporary repairs and move back into their houses.  Most are still in 
temporary housing, either living with relatives, staying in previously abandoned places, or out of the 
community.  Although Governor Sarah Palin declared the Yukon River flooding to be a state-level disaster, 
FEMA has not yet decided if the damage warrants federal help.  Residents are worried that time will run 
out in the current construction season, forcing them to find or continue temporary arrangements for the 
winter.   If families with children are forced to move away for the winter, the community could be in 
danger of losing more teachers or even having to close the school. 
 Donations that would be helpful to the church and families include such things as furniture, beds, 
bedding, towels, appliances and building materials.   Contributions toward replacing ruined fuel and 
groceries would also help.   At this time the community is no longer in serious need of replacement clothes.  

Anyone interested in helping St. James Church or individual flood victims may send donations to St. 
James Episcopal Church, Tanana, AK 99777.   Please designate whether you intend items to go to the 
Mission House or for relief of individual victims’ needs.  If making a cash donation, indicate how you would 
like it to be used.   

 
[POSTSCRIPT/FURTHER news:]  Due to flood damage in the Mission 

House we had to cancel the music camp that had been scheduled; the music 
teachers will come to the school later this year.  We also had to cancel 
Denakkanaaga because of flood damages, both to the Mission House and all over 
the community, and to people's ability to get anything else done besides cleaning up 
and getting ready for winter. The volunteer workers we had anticipated are still 
coming, so we do hope to get the belfry finished up so the bell can be used, besides 
more flood recovery done. After all that, the stained glass windows should be 
restored and ready to be reinstalled.  Also, the great-grandson of the Rev. Jules 
Prevost donated song books to the church worth at some $400 before freight 
charges.  The Rev. Prevost was the Episcopal priest who built the Mission in the 
early days of Tanana. The donation was given in his memory. The Rev. John Starr’s Memorial potlatch has also been 
postponed. The St. James’ community was planning on having a big celebration at the end of the Potlatch for all of the 
restoration work that has been done. Bishop Mark MacDonald was planning to be there but that has all changed. 
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More has happened in Eagle 
than Historic Floods this 
Year. . .  
 

GREAT MOMENTS in ALASKAN 
CHURCH AVIATION HISTORY 

A Memory from Bishop Gordon T. Charlton 
[NOTE: Bishop Gordon Charlton is now 
retired in Virginia, after a long distinguished 
service in the Church. That service included 
ministry here in Alaska in the early 1950s. 
He was Priest in Charge at St. Matthew’s 
1951-1954; and his photograph hangs in the 
Hallway.  In recent correspondence about 
flooding this Spring, he remembered a 
famous earlier incident in Eagle. Others in 
the story include then Episcopal Bishop 
William Gordon and his family; and a young 
Fr. Norman Elliott.]   
 
..... I was only at (I wont say "in") Eagle once. 
The Charltons and the Gordons took a joint 
camping out vacation to various places and 
found ourselves at Eagle in a pickle. A 
blowout had left the Gordons needing a tire 
- so Bill called (Or radioed- I don't 
remember which) Norm Elliott, who was 
either in flight training or had recently 
obtained his license, to bring us one..... Norm 
landed (in the yellow Pacer aka “The Drunken 
Canary” due to its peculiar attitude in flight 
due to one too many ground loops) without 
incident, delivered the tire and prepared to 
leave. The Eagle airstrip in those days was 
pretty short, but that didn't matter much 
since it began from the top of a high bluff 
over the Yukon River and ran sort of uphill. 
There was only one way to handle it -- you 
landed uphill and you took off downhill -- 
regardless of the wind.... For some reason, I 
took my kids to the edge of the bluff so we 
could wave to Norm as he took off over 
us.  In the event, I had to grab the both of 
them and hit the deck as he came right at us 
and only cleared us by about - I'd say three 
feet, but I imagine he might remember it 
differently . . .  

GWANDAI (“Life” in Gwich’in) 
By Janet Curtiss, for my friend Elizabeth 
   
Diligently she prepares the moosehide slippers 
in bittersweet preparation for her sister's burial 
While reflecting upon memories of them laughing as children  
running in the tall grass along the Yukon River  
 
Mixed with the sterile smell of the hospital,  
The sweet presence of angels, waiting upon the hour to carry her home 

Attendants bustle about trying in vain to comfort her 
Nearby her grandchildren sit, pacified by hours of television 
Too young to understand that grandmother must soon go,  
Never to see them on their wedding day, for the bride is weary; 
long before the celebration has ended, the time to lift the veil is near 
 
Left on her head only remnants of her once beautiful black hair 
Her legacy to be kept in the warmth of her children’s eyes  
 
One less tongue to speak our traditional language  
A beautiful language I long to know 
Goodbye strong hands that prepared the intricate beadwork  
Along with the colorful floral patterns from centuries ago  
 
Do it this way daughter, her mother taught  
Cut the fish like this, for you will have to work hard to live,  
let my words be your survival, together they quietly tanned the hide  
Be sure to pass it on my daughter, never let our knowledge die  
In one day they have taken it from us, and now they want it back  
It is too late, for the elders have long gone, gone with their 
traditional medicine  
Sometimes you can hear them as children whispering their forbidden 
language  
At night when the wind howls through the slats of the 
empty boarding school  
 
Oh dear Lord, I pray, why do so many of our people pass away like this  
Why must they pay with their lives for the mistakes of others 
For they were not the ones to poison the land that fed them 
Please Lord, give them eternal land that will never be sold from underneath  

Never will you have whisper in shame again; for you have never lost 
your power 

So rest in peace my beautiful friend, knowing your mother taught you well 
Soon you will be restored to your heavenly body, pain no longer 
your friend 
And until we meet again, it is then you can teach me what you know  
While we run with your sister in the tall grass along the Yukon River 

 [NOTE: Elizabeth Grassman, the sister of the Rev. Mary Nathaniel of 
Chalkyitsik, died in Denali Center Friday, May 15th.] 
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NOTES FROM THE 
HEALTH MINISTRY 

by Pat Sackinger 
 

The Health Ministry at St. Matthew's 
follows the guiding principle-----" 
...that all may be well with you". . .    Over 
the years there have been many projects to 
mirror this theme, and this includes healthy 
and appropriate influences on body, mind, 
and spirit. 
     One of the very comforting and long 
lasting projects is the people who knit and 
crochet for the Prayer Shawl 
Ministry.  Some others include blood 
pressure checks between services in the 
Parish Hall the last Sunday of the month, 
informative displays in the Parish Hall, 
sponsoring salad and soup get-
togethers with expert designated speakers, 
and even gardening to maintain a pleasant 
and serene spot for meditation and prayer. 
    Upcoming events will include a fall 
program on the Medicare Drug Coverage 
Program with more details to follow.  Also 
coming up is an interfaith program on health 
ministry/parish nursing that Providence 
Health Alaska will be coordinating.  Again 
more details and a flyer will be posted 
later.  Anyone interested in any of this can 
contact a Health Ministry member for more 
information. 

 
Coming this Fall...........Health Ministry Class 
 

HEALTH MINISTRY AND 
PARISH NURSING CLASS 

 
 Are you interested in Health Ministry at St. 
Matthew’s?  Anyone who is interested is encouraged 
to consider taking this class this Fall here in 
Fairbanks.  
 Providence Hospital in Anchorage is presenting 
this class to equip us to better carry out the ministry 
of caring for others in our congregation who have 
needs of body, mind and spirit.   YOU DO NOT HAVE 
TO BE A NURSE TO TAKE THIS CLASS.  All of us 
are called to care for others and having the skills and 
tools to do so helps us be more effective in God’s 
service. 
 This class will be over two long weekends this Fall:  
September 18-20 and October 16-18, 2009, held 
at the Fairbanks Health Center.  The cost of the 
class is $250 and there is scholarship money 
available.  For nurses there are CEU’s and a 
certificate. 
 There are two presenters from Anchorage who are 
organizing and presenting this class (Carol Bagley and 
Linda Shepard) and there will be local presenters, 
including Fr. Scott Fisher, Mary Margaret Davis and 
Ann Fleenor from St. Matthew’s.   
 It is time to put this on your calendar and plan to 
attend.  If you have questions, or would like to 
register, please contact Mary Margaret Davis, 457-
2865. 
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“. . . I noticed the top of the cross on the altar shining red with a flame dancing in the center.” 

 
LIGHT in the DARKNESS 

- Anonymously 
 

 Interior Alaskan summers are warm and filled with twenty four hours 
of daylight. The daylight ranges from twilight to full sun. As we move 
toward the equinox the twilight becomes brighter and the sun never 
sets. Friends and family whom we have not seen all winter except in a 
recognizable parka, scarf, and bunny boots emerge into this wonderful 
light, a rebirth into the light.  
 Pentecost is about light, the flames of the Holy Spirit descending 
among and above the disciples giving gifts out of the Light to the disciples. While thinking on these things, 
sitting in a Wednesday evening Eucharist with the sun shining through the stained glass windows toward 
the back of the sanctuary, I noticed the top of the cross on the altar shining red with a flame dancing in 
the center. The priest was speaking, what he was saying I cannot remember. I was so focused on the 
reflection of flame and red at the top of the brass cross, perfectly centered directly above the head of 
the priest. Imagine my astonishment!  
 I engaged in surreptitious squirms, to see where this reflection was coming from. During the passing of 
the peace I walked here and there glancing at the cross to see if I could locate the source of illumination. 
When I moved from the place where I was sitting I could not see the red with the dancing flame. I 
returned to my seat and there was the reflection.  Where was that coming from? I looked and looked and 
looked feeling more and more discombobulated! Oh! Up there is the source of the reflection. The sanctuary 
candle burning softly with the flame dancing around in the red candle holder, with the light reflecting 
perfectly to give a person a vivid visual portrayal of what the visitation of the Holy Spirit possibly looked 
like so long ago.  
 We move from darkness to light in baptism. The Holy Spirit illumes a soul with gifts, and wisdom. 
Movement from darkness to light is initiated by God and requires an act of the will to follow. 
 One of the favorite summer activities is walking the fields and boreal forest trails on the old Creamer’s 
Dairy land. While walking in the evening sunshine along the paths you walk from light to dark shadows and 
back into the light. Further along the trail again you enter the deep shadows and darkness emerging in a 
short time in the bright sunshine again, into the light.  
 Our walk with the Holy Spirit, with Jesus the Christ and with God, our walk with the One, is the same in 
times of darkness and light. Each time I find myself in a time of darkness, no matter how long the shadows, 
I know if I continue walking in faith and with the grace of God I will again emerge in the light. Maybe a 
little better, a little more kindness, a little more understanding, a little more recollected a little closer to 
my Lord and my God. 
 Luke chapter 18:1-8 is a parable about perseverance in prayer. When it is dark, when it is light, 
persevere in prayer and in faith and the Holy Spirit will lead you through all of the good and the bad into 
eternal life. 
 
 Come Holy Spirit and guide us. 
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“One realizes we are not in control, but God is – but it’s a good idea to be prepared. . . “ 
 

A DECADE of EUCHARISTS under the MIDNIGHT SUN  
By Helen Howard 
 

It was June 21st 1998 when St. Matthew’s celebrated its first midnight Eucharist a hundred miles north of 
Fairbanks and at about 3000 ft. elevation. It was bright, but slightly cloudy until the Host was offered, when the 
midnight sun broke through and lit up the 30 or so joyful faces, who had just sung “Shine, Jesus, shine…”! 

 I’d ridden up to Eagle Summit with Jerry and Jane Jenson and their unsociable ‘doglet’, Rosie, who 
obviously didn’t enjoy the trip very much. We had a bit of an adventure on the way up the rough highway. Bella 
Jean and Don Savino’s truck had broken down with a broken hose, and they had to ‘borrow’ a roll of duct tape 
from a house along the way. They were hauling a mattress and box spring on the way to Circle, to be taken 
downriver to Ft. Yukon.  
 It had somehow been my suggestion to celebrate the Summer Solstice at Eagle Summit, but it didn’t occur to me 
to bring hymn books, prayer books or altar cloth. However, as usual Fr. Scott rose to the occasion with a 
beautiful service – he “winged it” and created a bookless version of the familiar words using the tailgate of a truck 
for an altar – everything is ‘holy’, he said – with a brown comforter as an altar cloth. I acted as acolyte and that 
included spraying mosquito dope on the priest’s bare pate! The Old Testament lesson was a psalm, the Gospel 
was Jesus on the mountaintop, transfigured, and as “the cloud came over” Scott indicated the grey sky above and 
the golden line where the sun was beginning to show her light before shining golden on the choristers’ faces, and I 
was transported momentarily to the top of Mount Tabor in Israel, the traditional site of Jesus’s transfiguration. 

 June the 21st and the beautiful Dryas – Mountain Avens – were carpeting the ground as I climbed even higher, 
looking for the deep blue forget-me-nots, and finding only a few.  

That first year, I accepted the kind invitation of Irene Roberts to drive up to Circle with her and to visit her 
sister Margaret Bessette, who makes the best cinnamon rolls in the world. As Irene and I left Eagle Summit, where 
the sun was shining after a big picnic, it was strange to see the sun disappear again as we drove off the mountain, 
because, of course, Eagle Summit is not north of the Arctic Circle, and the only reason we can see the midnight sun 
from there is because it is so high. The sunset – or was it dawn? – was so beautiful and colorful as we drove 
northeast. Later, Bella Jean and I watched the sun rise again over the Yukon River. There is a video of this first 
midnight Eucharist somewhere in the church. 
 Each year has been a completely different experience. Each unique. None has been so ad lib as the first one; we 
have had a table for an altar, real altar linens and books to use, camp chairs and sleeping bags to sit on, etc…Also 
a circular look-out place has been built where we often have our service, rather than beneath the awning of a 
camper to shelter from rain, as we did one year. 
 2002 was the most startling occasion. I took young Karen Moore with me, and we picnicked at a parking area 
about twelve miles before the summit, so we did not anticipate SNOW as we climbed higher into the mountains – 
remember it is Midsummer’s Day! 
 We made it to the Summit, and found Margaret Bessette and Irene Roberts burning big birch logs in a drum 
stove in the parking lot. But the wind and the wet, sticky snow were so strong that one could feel no heat an inch 
away from the stove. Only they, Roxy and Dave Freedle, the Castellinis and Mike Burrell had made it to the 
summit. I suggested we have the service at the Birch Creek parking area where Karen and I had picnicked, but 

when we got there and waited, Fr. Scott never turned up. When Karen 
and I drove back up to look for him, we found he had been called to the 
site of a helicopter crash just nearby. A wedding party had tried to take 
off in that terrible snow and wind and the bride was killed and Margaret 
and Irene had taken others to the Emergency Room in Fairbanks. 
 Sunshine, rain, heavy mist (I found a brave bumble bee somehow 
flying from blossom to blossom with heavy dewdrops on its fur), 
mosquitoes, wind. One realizes we are not in control, but God is – but it’s 
a good idea to be prepared with warm clothing and bug dope, hats and 
gloves, boots and a rain jacket if one goes to Eagle Summit on the 
Summer Solstice. 
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 “Where there is gratitude, God Is! Where there is Story, God Is!” 
 

MEMORIES of the NORTH from a FRIEND NOW in IDAHO 
By Carolyn Winters 

[NOTE: Carolyn Winters and her husband live now in Idaho, but they lived here forever and ever and 
probably some of her heart is still here in the North. There were too many cups of tea and adventures 
NOT to remember. Writing from Idaho, she remembers . . .] 
 
 The summer here is colored brassy, hazy hot. Thanks to the miracle of water in the desert, everything 
grows profusely ~ green is everywhere I look. Our garden is dotted with colors of all shades ~ flowers, 
bushes and trees, all have grown beyond belief in such a very few years.  
 My eyes feel bewildered sometimes ~ they are used to softer shades, softer tones in northern 
sunshine’s slant. Here midday’s glare and heat send me inside though in evening roses and honeysuckle scent 
the air as I sit outside in a warm midnight to look at the stars ~ always to the Dipper, to the North Star.  
 In my quiet moonlit garden I am grateful for miracles! There are so many ~ answered prayers. health 
including a new knee and another one scheduled to be replaced this fall, but also ALL the other technical 
marvels; the miracle of communication with loved ones in places so far away on the map but only a step away 
thanks to e-mail and cell phones. There is no distance! I can step through a door and be with heart friends. 
Where there is gratitude, God Is! Where there is Story, God Is! 
 The Athabascan people along the Porcupine, Yukon and Tanana rivers tell Stories ~ of “blind David and 
blind Paul”, of William Loola, traveling among the people, holding services and preaching. And the earth and 
all she produces, the stars and sky, sang their songs and what was shared of Jesus was spoken in the 
context of the wisdom of an ancient people.  
 And any visitor who steps inside the log church in Fairbanks called St. Matthews is blessed by the 
whisper of Spirit whose energy, combined with the energy of all the prayers of all those holy people ~ the 
young, the not so young, and especially the grandmothers ~ dwells in that place. And those who come find 
that there is a Sacred Space where timelessness and the sacred Presence breathe peace and healing.  
 And the Story continues to be told by so many people, I dare not try to name them all. And, it will 
continue to be told by all those whose voices are yet to emerge, to be heard in the years to come. 



 O Ye Frost and Cold                                   April—June 2009 

Page 16 

GENERAL CONVENTION – what’s that?  
By D. Rebecca Snow 

 
From July 7 to 17, the General Convention of 

The Episcopal Church will be meeting in Anaheim, 
California.  From the Interior Deanery, Clarence 
Bolden, Mary Margaret Davis, Becky Snow and the 
Rev. Bessie Titus will be deputies.  We are asking for 
your prayers as we prepare and as we meet.   
Pray, brothers and sisters, for the Church. 

“Why should we care,” you may be asking 
yourself; “that’s a long way away and has nothing to do 
with me.”  But resolutions from the General 
Convention do work their way to the local level.  For 
example, we are now using the Revised Common 
Lectionary because of a vote at the 2006 General 
Convention.  After the 2003 General Convention, 
when consent was given to the ordination of a gay man 
as bishop of New Hampshire, many people asked “How 
could you guys do that without telling us?” even though 
the issue of how the church should respond to gay and 
lesbian members had been discussed at General 
Conventions since 1976.  This year, several Alaskans are 
being recommended for inclusion in the list of those we 
recognize as holy examples for our lives.  The annual 
contribution to our diocesan budget from The Episcopal 
Church for the next three years will be set at this 
convention.   And many ideas for the places and ways 
we are called to minister and resources that can be 
provided to help us will be explored and recommended 
or not.  If you want to see the breadth of issues being 
presented to the Convention, ask one of the deputies to 
show you the “Blue Book,” which is full of reports and 
proposed resolutions.  Whatever area of mission or 
ministry you have a passion for is likely to be addressed 
there. 
Pray, brothers and sisters, for the Church. 

We should also care because we are related 
through our baptisms to all the Episcopalians from other 
dioceses and other Christians who will be coming 
together there.  The 2009 General Convention will 
work within the framework of UBUNTU, focusing on 
The Episcopal Church’s sense of mission;  the hope of 
the organizers is that we deputies and bishops will apply 
an enhanced sense of mission to the resolutions we 
consider, and bring that sense of mission home along 
with tools that can help others in our dioceses and 

congregations join in this renewing experience. 
The word “ubuntu” comes from Zulu and 

means roughly “I in you and you in me,” or “I am who I 
am because you are who you are.”  The belief in 
southern Africa, and other cultures as well, is that it is 
impossible for a person to know or be fully herself or 
himself except in community, through seeing and being 
seen by others.  So a considerable amount of time will 
be spent during this convention learning about this idea 
and practicing it, through opportunities to listen to the 
stories of other deputies and bishops and to tell our own 
stories.  Through this process we will each move closer 
to recognizing our own personal passion for ministry 
and mission, so that we can live into it more fully.  This 
process may become a useful tool for us here in Alaska, 
where we also value community and strive despite our 
distances and differences to be one as Christ and the 
Father are one (John 17: 22). 
Pray, brothers and sisters, for the Church. 

One of the exciting aspects of the General 
Convention is its embodiment of the fullness of that part 
of the Body of Christ which is known as The Episcopal 
Church. 
As St. Paul said, we are all members of the Body of 
Christ, engrafted through our baptism (I Cor.12:13), 
and called thereby to minister on Christ’s behalf (Eph 
4:7, 11-13).  We Anglicans emphasize the incarnation – 
of God in the form of Jesus in the world and of the 
Church as the continuing presence of Christ in the 
world. We are lucky in Fairbanks, because our 
congregation includes many people from different 
cultures and walks of life, and because our diocesan 
convention further impresses on us the broad variety 
among Christ’s disciples operating as this part of his 
Body.  But the variety of God’s creation and call is even 
broader than we see in our small part of the world and 
every three years a larger cross-section comes together 
at General Convention.  Even the official 
representatives of The Episcopal Church – the deputies 
and bishops – are not “just, like us, from the United 
States.”  The Episcopal Church includes dioceses in 
Latin America and Asia and congregations in Europe.  
But invited guests from the rest of the Anglican 
Communion and from other denominations also attend 
and participate in activities other than legislative actions.  
So General Convention offers the best picture of 

(Continued on page 17) 
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Christ’s Body incarnate today that most of us could experience. 
The work of General Convention is discernment.  The Episcopal Church is 

part of a tradition that believes in communal discernment, not in reliance on the wisdom of one person who 
believes he is receiving the direct word of God.  We believe that when all of us bring our pieces of the truth 
together we get closer to understanding what God wants us to do and how we may do it.  We recognize that God 
continues to reveal himself and his will down through the ages and we humans, with our limited capacity to hear 
and understand, much less respond, need to be regularly renewing our sense of God’s call and direction.  So, for 10 
days or so, the Deputies and Bishops meet and discuss resolutions to help find the ways forward.  Some resolutions 
relate to the inner life of The Episcopal Church – how we organize ourselves, how we worship, what lessons we 
hear each Sunday, who we recognize as holy examples of godly living, what and how we extend God’s blessing to 
our fellow church goers and their activities.  Others relate to how we, whether as a church or other group or as 
individuals, respond to the needs of God’s children throughout the world – for example, identifying mission 
opportunities and priorities, supporting resource development for mission efforts by Episcopalians, identifying 
injustices that we are called to resist, expanding our understanding and knowledge of the many types of ministry 
that exist outside the church building, like stewardship of creation, response to disasters, response to the 
disadvantaged and marginalized, theological implications of technological developments.  

Around the edges of the work are a multitude of opportunities for meeting fellow Christians and 
developing relationships with them that help us understand ourselves better and break down barriers of mistrust 
and misunderstanding that interfere with a faithful response to Christ’s call to be one as he and the Father are one.   
So again, we ask 

 
Pray, brothers and sisters, for the Church. 

(Continued from page 16) 

“I think He appears everywhere now in so many different guises, waking us up little by little.” 
GIFT of the WHITE WOLF 

By Laura Vines 
 

 In these troubled times when there is so much conflict, so much killing, and an alarming breakdown in 
the basic order that keeps society from descending too far into madness, a dream from long ago keeps 
coming to my mind.   
 I was about 40 years old, perhaps, when I had this dream.  It took me by surprise, under what 
conditions I cannot remember.  But I do remember the dream itself vividly.  In the dream I was walking 
the streets of an unfamiliar city.  Everywhere I looked, there were people arguing with each other.  On 
street corners, in doorways, on sidewalks, they stood arguing loudly so that the sound of so much arguing 
created a clamor.   
 Then suddenly I felt a presence behind me, and I looked back to see a white wolf coming up the 

sidewalk.  Somehow I knew it was female, and she was magnificent.  
Large and very pure white she was, with amber eyes.  Where she 
passed, there was a sort of ripple created by her presence.  Where 
she looked at people, they fell suddenly silent one by one.  The loud 
clamor began to abate as she moved along the sidewalk.  And the 
people she had looked at were left standing there looking at each 
other in confusion.  Clearly they could not remember what they 
were arguing about, and it appeared they weren’t quite sure of how 

(Continued on page 18) 
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they got there.  There was a strange, almost ruthless quality to 
this.  In her wake, there was not a shred of contention or memory 

of contention.  It literally could not exist.   
 Then suddenly the scene shifted to a boardroom in some building.  There was a big conference table, 
and there were people sitting around it.  They were not of the same race, and they wore differing dress.  
There were flags in the room too.  The faces there were grim, and I knew somehow these people were in 
the midst of peace negotiations.  And of course it wasn’t going well.  Their expressions spoke loudly of 
hardened positions, categories and divisions.   
 Suddenly the doors opened, and in walked this white wolf.  Everyone fell silent and looked at her in 
surprise.  She gazed around the room slowly with those amber eyes of hers.  No one moved or breathed.  
Then suddenly she turned and left.   
 The people in the room sat there afterward looking so confused, just the same as the people on the 
street.  Only it was more marked because they were of different countries and races.  No one said 
anything, but their expressions told me they did not even remember what they were there for, and were 
even unsure of what group or category they belonged to.  I saw some of them looking at their uniforms and 
the decorations on them with no comprehension.  Positions, history, races, nations, etc. which had defined 
the people in the room two minutes before were now merely background and quite unimportant.  It was 
almost comical as they all sat there looking at each other wondering how they got there and what they 
were doing there…and of course what they were supposed to do now!  I remember chuckling softly to 
myself as I backed out of the room silently and left.   
 Afterward I thought about this dream, and remembering it, some things really struck me.  For one 
thing, there was something so utterly practical and commonsense about the white wolf’s presence.  People 
didn’t stop arguing because they suddenly loved each other.  They stopped arguing because she interrupted 
the illusions they were trapped in, and what they had been doing didn’t make sense at all anymore.  
Sweetness and light didn’t instantly take over them.  Plain cold reality took over them.  
 I’m not suggesting it’s not about love.  I’m suggesting that how we get into that loving, free place may be 
different than is commonly perceived.  Illusions must be shattered for this to happen.  Old habits and 
addictions are what stand in the way of love, I believe, and these spring from fear-based illusions.   We are 
never in reality while we are in our old habit of reacting, and reacting is mostly what we do until something 
wakes us up and we think wait, what was I just doing?  Warm and fuzzy isn’t the feeling.  Cold and clear is 
the feeling.   
 The gift for me is that when I’m in the middle of reacting to something someone said or did, or in 
conflict either internally or externally, if I think of that white wolf, the clamor in my head falls silent.  All 
my arguing people on my internal street corners shut up.  In the space that’s left behind, cold sanity 
replaces what was there before.  I think this is where we have to start, honestly, praying in whatever way 
helps us the most for an awakening into a different consciousness.    
 I always marvel at the different ways God and Christ come to us.  My white wolf is just one of the ways 
Christ appears to me.  Her image in my mind represents both the most powerful kind of prayer and the 
answer to that prayer.  Christ had that same effect on those around Him, I truly believe.  Illusions, 
agendas, dramas, etc. fell away in His presence, leaving people wondering how they ever lived like they had 
been living.  To me, there is that same strangely ruthless quality to His presence that the white wolf in my 
dream had.  It won’t allow anything unclean or unreal to exist near it.  I think He appears everywhere now 
in so many different guises, waking us up little by little.  I think it is wise to be watching for the “white 
wolves” that show up in the most unexpected places and times.  Because this is the time, my friends.  These 
are the days.  God is coming.  Everything is going to turn inside out, and I think we have to be ready for 
that.  Can’t you feel it?   

(Continued from page 17) 
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“I am LIVING and moving forward and growing and ENJOYING MY SOBRIETY.” 
 
May 7th 
Hello my friends, 
       I just to want to share something here with y'all; some things that will inspire you, and me 
to continue on in this good life that the Great Creator has blessed me with; with the experience to 
go back to one of the places I've been to, in my life of being lost and with no goals for what I 
wanted to do with my life at that time. 
       This place is a ranch that I just came back from. . .  The name of the ranch is Wild Rose 
Ranch and the brand is the “Flying W-R”. 
 . . .   The field we went by [on the way] is 600 acres of wheat that is so golden against the blue 
of the distant snow covered mountains, it is an absolutely, majestically beautiful sight to see. I 
give thanks to the Creator every time I see it:  “Ana-Ba-Se, Cho'.” 
       I was remembering of the first time when Bob [NOTE: all names are changed in this] and I 
got there, the first week of November of 2002; we’d been hitch-hiking all the way from Anchorage 
for two days. We spent one night in a very small church in Paxon because we couldn't go any 
further; and it was a good thing I had my bed roll with me because it was really a cold night up 
there in the mountains. 
       Bill picked up Bob out in the middle of nowhere, and Bob got disoriented and thought he was 
going in the right direction, but in fact he was going the wrong way, and Bill knew that, so he 

(Continued on page 20) 

AN EDITED SAMPLING of CORRESPONDENCE RECEIVED......... 

Cathy Davis says “Hello” from Washington.............. 
April 2nd 
Hi Fr. Scott, Hilary and All,  
Thank you for the notice of the St. Matthew's Newsletter online.  I immediately downloaded it and printed 
myself a copy - all 28 pages. (I'm still more comfortable reading from paper than a computer  
screen.)  Many, many thanks to you, Maggie and All who contribute to and put this newsletter together.  It 
is so good to hear about how folks are doing, the Life at St. Matthew's, insights into the  
weather, life, etc.  We miss you all!! 
Life is good here in the Pacific Northwest, especially if you like the color grey!  We've had grey skies and 
plenty of rain the last few days but enjoyed a major sun-break on Sunday afternoon, which has  
given me hope of more sunshine to come.  Then there are the signs of spring - daffodils, crocuses and pink 
cherry trees blooming all over town. 
We met up with Mayo Earnst last Sunday in Everett for the 'Sing Along Messiah'.   It had been postponed 
from December due to the snow that we had.  (People around here can't do a thing when it snows!)  We had 
a fun, fun time at dinner after the 'Messiah' getting caught up on the last twenty years and especially 

sharing fond memories of St. Matthew's.  (Mayo moved to Anacortes about twenty years ago.  She has a 
daughter who lives in Fairbanks so she is in touch indirectly.) We're all looking forward to getting together 
again soon. 
Peace, joy and love to everyone :) 

Cathy 
[Note: Rich & Cathy Davis lived in Fairbanks and were part of St. Matthew’s INTRINSICALLY until a 
few years ago, when they moved to the Seattle area. Mayo once upon a time made the stained glass window 
hanging that hangs in the church hallway.]   
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CORRESPONDENCE RECEIVED 

decided he better take him to his ranch to let him rest and get straightened 
out in his direction. And that was how they met. 
      "Hey, Unck”, says Bob to me, “ya gotta meet Bill, he's so cool, he's a 
Marine Corp Vietnam vet, trained in demolitions and a sniper, too. He has 
this huge ranch with horse's and cattle-yak; Ya know what a yak is? It's 
one of those animals from Russia? Mongolia? Anyways it's got these l-o-
n-g straight horns and long hair, and his name is Brutus, he, he...yeah, 
Brutus, like a brute? And Tobi...he's a BIG 'ole horse with one eye...hey! 
You two would make a good pair, you with one eye and Tobi with one eye too, hee, hee...and he's 
o-l-d like you unck, hee, hee hee.” 
       "Yeah right [censored] “ 
       Little did I know at the time, that Tobi and I WERE very good for each other later on, he was so 
gentle and well trained, and also didn't go crazy when "Shorty" took a shot with a .44 cal. at a 
black bear the very next spring. . . 
       Let me back up here to the beginning of my story of my first meeting and talking with Bill 
about my staying there on the ranch. 
       The second day of my being there, I was all hung over of too much drinking down in Anchor-
age, and I was just plain 'ole sick and tired to even try to think of what to do in my life. I didn't 
have any idea of what I wanted to do and was too scared to do anything worthwhile in my life. I 
didn't have any goals, NO dreams of ever becoming or amounting to anything in my life, know 
what I mean? 
       Bill asked me what kind of work experience I had, if I knew how to operate any 
kind equipment, tractor, skidder's, front-end loader's. He then asked me if I knew anything about 
livestock. 
       Well I'll tell ya what, my friends,...I was so down low in mind, body and spirit, I was scared, 
scared of not knowing anything, so low in my self-esteem, no confidence in anything in my life. 
       BUT, I was willing to give it my best shot, and that was all I had, the willingness to try to do 
something, anything. 
       Once I had the opportunity to try, I tried it, and that gave me the hope, hope that I was doing 
O.K., and that built up the confidence that I could do it. I just needed to overcome my fear of not 
being good enough. 
       Bill knew that, being a Vietnam vet, ya never know what ya know, until ya tried it. 
       Well I stayed out there that whole winter, doing morning chores in minus 35 to minus 45 be-
low zero at 5:00 A.M. every morning. 
       First thing to do was to build a fire in the pump house, and then build a fire in the outdoor hot 
tub, boil water over a small propane burner for the water pump, and chop the ice in 2 water contain-
ers for all the 30 something horses and mules, and the 70 something cattle-yaks. Take down the 
three hog buckets of grain for the Bavarian Hogs, take out four 5 gallon bucket of grain for the 
horses and mules, feed chickens grain and made sure they had water, and get the front-end loader 
started to get big rolls of hay for the cattle-yaks. 
       Doing this, the whole winter, spring and part of the summer sure was the confidence builder I 
needed. NOT to mention the vapor barrier and insulating of a bunk house, putting on sheets of 
newspaper printing tin on the roof and cutting a hole in the ceiling for a stove pipe jack, making a 
barrel stove from scratch, making two double bunks and table and washstand, just for a place for 
me to stay that winter or as long as I wanted. 
       Today...Bill called me "brother" when I was out there these past two weeks and told me that this 

(Continued from page 19) 
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is just as much my home as his. Also today, I can say with total confidence that it is NOT a struggle 
for me to maintain my sobriety any longer, I am LIVING and moving forward and growing and EN-
JOYING MY SOBRIETY. 
       I cannot say with certainty or pinpoint when the thought of my sobriety changed from being a 
struggle to one of living my life again the way it is meant to be and to enjoy my life. 
       It's just one step at a time, one day at a time, and learning to trust in God, Creator, the Great 
Spirit, in HIS time. 
 Ana-Ba-Se, Cho' 
 
  
P.S. It was also a time of doing some more healing of grief for me, because every morning that I went 
walking out in the wheat and barley fields hunting for ducks and geese, I would pass by the place 
Vernon [the late Vernon Joseph]and I shot some ducks 3 years ago. 
       I was out on this ranch for 16 days this last time, and would be out in the fields by myself at 5:00 
A.M. until about 12:00 noon and again at 5:00 P.M. until about 9:00 P.M. Lot's of time to do some 
thinking and praying and giving Thanks to the Creator for all the Blessing's of being sober and 
straight.      
- Walter Tommy 
[NOTE: Walter & his wife Andrea are in Nenana these days. You can find their art studio at:  
http://www.myspace.com/tryitagnstudios] 

 

“Back to Earth”  
May 22nd 
 
     . . . When I was writing my weekly column for the Fairbanks Daily News‐Miner, I wrote about 
one of my childhood experiences.  Once, when I was about 4 years old, I woke up in the middle 
of the night.  This was during the coldest part of the year.  When I woke up, I notice that my dad 
was up, sitting by the stove, drinking tea.  It was so nice that I got up and dress myself to go 
out.  My dad did not say anything as I made my way to the door.  When I got out, it was dark, 
where the door was, so I made my way to the front of the house where the lamp from the house 
cast a little light.  Since my clothes were made of fur, I was warm and comfortable.  Since there 
was nobody to play with, I laid back on the snow and wondered about the stars.  Then I got to 
thinking about a bad man from one of our stories which frighten me so I went back in.  My dad 
was still sitting there as I took off my fur clothes and went back to bed. 
     Ever since then I have been interested in space and time.  This was very beneficial since it put 
my interest and curiosity, on the path to eternity.  One of the thoughts that have always been on 
my mind is survival, on a long journey into outer space.  Since, at this time, It would take about 
ten years, just to get to Jupiter, a person would have to pack for a long journey. 
     The more I thought of this, The more I realized that, It cannot be done, unless you take the 
Earth or a good part of it with you.  How are you going to create oxygen?  How are you going to 
create water?  You have to grow your food somehow; and you can't do it without the sun.  By 
the time I looked back on this thought, I ended up with a pretty good size spaceship.  But if you 
have a space ship that big, it will fall apart before it even leaves the atmosphere, not to mention 
getting free of the Earth's gravity.  Since most of modern day energy comes from pollutants, you 
cannot allow any resources that come from inside the Earth.  It is harmful to living things and it 
runs out. 
     So, in the overall scheme of things, we should see ourselves, as nothing more than the lice on 
this planet.  This is why, our indigenous people, place themselves on the same level with all other 
living things on this planet.  This was why humility was such a big part of their teaching.  You can‐
not learn about life, if you do not appreciate every little thing that is a part of it.  You are life and 

(Continued on page 22) 

CORRESPONDENCE . . . 



 O Ye Frost and Cold                                   April—June 2009 

Page 22 

faith), the Rev. Steve Matthew, the Rev. Deacon Bella 
Jean Savino, and the rector. David and Peter Solomon 
assisted leading the music.  
 Shortly after Midnight, on Tuesday, March 31st, 86 years 
old Harold A. “Bogey” Bogenrife passed away quietly in 
the Fairbanks Hospital, with his beloved wife Irene beside 
him. Originally from Ohio, and a pilot since he was 16; he 
arrived in Alaska in 1948. Bogey began as a flight instructor 
at Weeks Field in Fairbanks; and kept flying until 2004. He 
and his wife Irene (“Dolly”) Roberts were together 42 
years. St. Matthew’s filled to overflowing Friday afternoon, 
April 3rd for his funeral. It was a fine bluesky “Let’s go flying” 
kind of a Spring Day; and the Church was filled with pilot 
stories and the music of “I can’t stop loving you”. The rector, 
the Rev. Trimble Gilbert, the Rev. John Holz, the 
Rev. Deacon Bella Jean Savino, the Rev. Belle 
Mickelson, and Shirley Lee led the service; with Pete 
Peter assisting with the music. Bogey was laid to rest atop 
Birch Hill. 
 On Monday of Holy Week, April 6th, 50 years old 
Randolph “Randy” Wayne Honea died suddenly at home 
here in Fairbanks. Randy’s family is from Ruby, the grandson 
of William and Margaret Honea, but he was born in 
Idaho and raised in Florida. He returned to Alaska as a young 

man, and never left. He’s survived by his daughter Sabrina, 
his daughter Stacy of Florida, 4 stepchildren, 10 
grandchildren, 3 brothers, 2 sisters, his friend of 24 years 
Dorothy Vent, other beloved friends and companions and 
family; and many more. The David Salmon Tribal Hall filled 
for his funeral Holy Saturday afternoon, April 11th, in a 
service led by the rector. Randy was a Fairbanks cab driver 
for over 10 years. Following the service, taxis came from all 
over and led us in Solemn Procession to Birch Hill Cemetery, 
where he was laid to rest. 
 On Maundy Thursday, April 9th, 51 years old Sheron 
Lee Shepard passed away in the Fairbanks Hospital, with 
her only son Shon Daniels beside her. Born and raised in 
Portland, Oregon, she and Shon arrived in Fairbanks during 
the Pipeline years and never left. She became a business 
owner forming, with her former husband Steve Frank, 
ASAP Complete Shopping Service; and so was a frequent 
sight at the Freight offices on the East Ramp.  She had a great 
beautiful generous smile and a warm heart. Her son Shon 
was always her greatest pride. She’s survived by her son 
Shon, his wife Dee; 1 granddaughter, her mother, sisters, 
and brothers, and many more. St. Matthew’s filled for her 
funeral Easter Monday, April 13th, in a service led by the 
rector. A reception followed in the Parish Hall.  
 Easter Sunday evening, April 12th, peacefully enough that 
no one quite saw it happen, 79 years old Horace Cadzow 
passed away in Denali Center, with a smile on his face. His 
wife for over 25 years, Elizabeth Peter Cadzow, was 

(Continued from page 7) 

(Continued on page 23) 

Seasons of Life  . . . 

related to all other things that have life.   
     As a result of this, when indigenous people speak, they speak from the life that is in them.  For this rea‐
son, the truth is essential.  Any untruth is just an empty space in the midst of life.  You are who you are and 
if you have to act out your life, you have no life because that is not you. I often sage my house, so as to 
push out all negative thoughts, such as lying, cheating, anger, jealousy or anything else that would make a 
person feel bad.  As a result, I only allow good thoughts and positive actions.  In this way there is no room, 
in my house for the bad or the negative.  This concept was what our people used to keep their village, free 
of conflicts and negative energy.  My dad told me something that I always keep in mind, he said: "There is 
no bad thing on this Earth. If it is bad, it is because we make it bad".  The most sure way to keep Good alive 
is to let The Great Spirit or God do it.  Everything, we need and will ever need is given to us by God, through 
the gift of life, the Earth.  Therefore, everything we need to heal the earth is right here with us.  We just 
need faith to move us. 
     Contrary to all that we were taught in the last couple hundred years, we need to place our faith in the 
traditional indigenous people, who still remember the life that was here before civilization conquered 
it.  You will have to feel the Earth's agony before you begin to know what to do. 
     Unlike Moses, who only had to heal the minds, and the spirits of the children of Israel, from the teach‐
ings of the Egyptian civilization; we also have to heal the physical Earth. We can't be holding off people 
with one arm while we try to heal the Earth with the other.  We need each other; therefore we need to get 
together and the way to do that is through understanding.  As I told my own people; use only good 
thoughts and action and work with only the good. 
  ‐ Lincoln Tritt 
[NOTE: Lincoln Tritt, the son of the late Rev. Isaac Tritt, lives in Arctic Village; and has lived there for thousands 
of years. He wrote the poem about Elders framed and posted in the Parish hall.] 
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beside him. Born in Salmon Village and raised in that 
Country, he became an expert hunter, trapper, and 
fisherman, taught by his Grandfather William Salmon and 
his Grandmother Marcis Horace. As a young man, the 
late Rev. Titus Peter taught him how to box. He and 
Elizabeth raised their family in Venetie and Arctic Village, 
before moving to Fairbanks for health reasons. A faithful 
member of the Church, his bright eyes and continuous smile 
spoke of the depths of his faith. He tried to sit there, on that 
side of the Church, next to the aisle. That seat there. Horace 
was NEVER not smiling, and Death had no fear for him. 
He’s survived by his wife Elizabeth; their children and many 
grandchildren; sisters Myra Heaps, Maggie Beach, and 
Josephine Peter; and many more family and friends; and 
all of us who remember That smile. St. Matthew’s filled to 
overflowing for his funeral Easter Thursday, April 16th, in a 
service led by the rector, Archdeacon Anna Frank, the 
Rev. Trimble Gilbert, the Rev. Steve Matthew, the 
Rev. Deacon Bella Jean Savino, and the Rev. Belle 
Mickelson; with Bill Stevens and Horace’s son Pete 
Peter providing the music he loved.  
 Easter Thursday afternoon, April 16th, 53 years old 
James Thomas “JD” Drum was found to have died here in 
Fairbanks. Originally from Ohio, JD is survived by four 
brothers and three sisters. Wednesday afternoon, April 22nd 
St. Matthew’s filled for his funeral, led by Archdeacon 
Anna Frank, the Rev. Steve Matthew, and the rector.  
His burial services were held at home in Minto several weeks 
later, where he was buried next to his late wife, Leona 
Titus.  
 Easter Saturday, April 18th, 52 years old Caroline Ann 
Big Joe died peacefully in the Fairbanks Hospital. Born in 
Fort Yukon to the late Neil and Clara James, Caroline was 
raised at home in Birch Creek, which she dearly loved; and 
worked as a health aide and home care provider in Birch 
Creek, Fort Yukon, and Fairbanks. She’s survived by her 
husband Norman, their son Clifford, her granddaughter 
Florence, her brothers and sisters and their families, her 
aunts Margaret Martin and Alice Smoke, and many 
more. Wednesday evening, April 22nd, St. Matthew’s filled 
for her funeral, led by the rector, the Rev. Steve 
Matthew, and the Rev. Deacon Bella Jean Savino. 
Her burial followed at home in Birch Creek in the days 
following.   
 Peacefully Tuesday morning, April 21st, surrounded by 
family, 39 years old Harold “Buddy” Brown died in the 
Fairbanks Hospital. He was too young. Born in Tanana to 
Gertie and Harold Brown, and raised in Huslia along the 
Koyukuk; Buddy was a 1997 graduate of the University of 
New Mexico Law School; married his high school sweetheart 
Patti in 1998, and was elected as Tanana Chiefs Conference 
President in 2002. He was diagnosed with cancer in 2004 
but, after undergoing treatment, was declared cancer free; 

and was re-elected TCC President in 2005. In 2006 he 
resigned, when the cancer returned. His name was 
“Hedozeelo” (“being well known”) after his great great 
grandfather. He’s survived by his wife Patti, their children 
Xavier and Alana, his mother Gertie Esmailka, his 
siblings Marc Brown and Sheila Esmailka, his 
grandparents Tony and Emily Sam, numerous others, and 
every young person that decides that through hard work and 
education they can make a difference. As soon as Buddy died, 
St. Matthew’s began hosting a “Memorial Tea” in the Parish 
Hall; and, Friday afternoon, April 24th, St. Matthew’s and 
the surrounding area filled for his Memorial service, 
organized by Peter Captain Jr and led by the rector, the 
Rev. Steve Matthew, and the Rev. Deacon Bella Jean 
Savino; with past TCC President and friend Will Mayo 
speaking eloquently about Buddy and his faith. His funeral 
and burial service were held at home in Huslia the next day.  
 Quietly and peacefully and unexpectedly, 64 years old 
Violet Kennedy died here in Fairbanks Saturday evening, 
April 25th. Her husband Buster just had stepped away. He 
returned and discovered all of Life had now changed. Tanana 
residents, Violet had been living here the last several months 
for medical reasons. Smiling and always friendly, with a 
gentle heart, Violet welcomed everyone into their home in 
Tanana. Tuesday, April 28th St. Matthew’s filled past 
overflowing for her funeral, led by the rector, Archdeacon 
Anna Frank, the Rev. Steve Matthew, and Shirley 
Lee. Her final services and burial followed at home in 
Tanana in the days following.   
 Under the bluesky sunshine of an end of April sky, 
Sunday afternoon, April 26th, folks gathered in Golden Heart 
Plaza in downtown Fairbanks to remember Sophie Sergie, 
and other victims of unsolved homicides in Fairbanks. It was 
the 16th anniversary of the young girl’s still unsolved murder. 
Sophie’s family, from Pitka’s Point, was there; along with 
others remembering others who have died. Following 
prayers and memories, the group walked across the bridge, 
slowly dropping flowers into the Chena. Originally begun by 
the late Shirley Demientieff, Shirley Lee has inherited 
the mantle and continues to co-ordinate the service.  
 Wednesday afternoon, April 29th, in the Fairbanks 
Intensive Care Unit, 45 years old Florence Ambrose 
passed away, surrounded by prayer and family, who had kept 
24 hour Vigil the days she had been hospitalized. Born to 
Alice and (the late) Arthur Ambrose of Hughes, Florence 
was raised and lived in Hughes, graduating from Tanana High 
School in 1981. Quiet and soft spoken, she enjoyed 
beadwork, sewing, berry picking, and spending time with 
her children and family.  She’s survived by her mother Alice 
(who had just been released from Intensive Care for a heart 
condition), her 3 children, her 5 siblings (including St. 
Matthew’s Nursery Attendant Millie Ambrose) and their 
families, and many others. Saturday, May 9th (services being 
delayed because of Break-Up conditions on the Koyukuk) St. 
Matthew’s filled for her funeral, led by the rector and the 
Rev. Steve Matthew. Final services and burial followed at 
home in Hughes Monday, May 11th.  
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 Saturday, May 9th, 49 years old Merilyn Aumaqpaq 
Lisbourne died peacefully in the Fairbanks Hospital. Born 
to Myra and (the late) William Lisbourne of Point Hope, 
Merilyn was raised in Point Hope the first 18 years of her 
life. Then she moved to Indiana and, tragically, was involved 
in a serious accident that left her blind and quadriplegic. 
Returning to Alaska, she eventually became a resident of 
Careage North and its successor Denali Center. For the last 
ten years, she had been a resident of a FRA Group Home. All 
who knew and met Merilyn remembered her wide smile and 
cheer, and her great faith. She and the late Mary Cochran 
(wife of 4th Alaskan Bishop David Cochran) became great 
friends while the Cochrans were here; Mary always being 
sure to bring Merilyn to Church here on Sunday mornings. 
Through all of her life and through all of her final battle with 
cancer, she was still praying and saying “Thank you”. She’s 
survived by her mother Myra, her daughter Melinda, her 
brothers and sisters, and many more. Family and friends and 
caregivers gathered at St. Matthew’s Thursday evening, May 
14th for her funeral service, led by Fr. Layne Smith.  
 And also Saturday, May 9th, in Shelton, Washington, 49 
years old Lyndon “Lenny” R. Lewis passed away. Born in 
Fairbanks to Amy (Blakely) Lewis and (the late) Robert 
Lewis, Lenny was educated in Suntrana, Healy, and 
Fairbanks; and worked as a millwright, roustabout, and most 
recently as a power plant operator in Elma, Washington. 
He’s survived by his wife Laurie of Brinnon, Washington, 
his stepson Jeremy, his mother and stepfather, his brother 
Cliff and his sister Sandra, and other family and friends. 
Thursday afternoon, May 21st, St. Matthew’s filled for his 
funeral, which was led by the Rev. Steve Matthew, the 
Rev. Deacon Bella Jean Savino, and Shirley Lee.  
 Thursday, May 14th, 50 years old Dwight Kurt Deely 
unexpectedly died here in Fairbanks, leaving family and 
friends stunned. Born in Montreal to Dr. Nicholas and 
Bernice Deely, the family arrived in Fairbanks in 1963, and 
has never left. Dr. Deely and his wife Bernice are that nice 
couple sitting in front of you on Sunday morning (and it is 
likely that Bernice knit the Prayer Shawl that you are holding onto). 
Dwight grew up playing football, baseball, and hockey here 
in Fairbanks; graduated from West Valley; and then 
graduated from the University of Wisconsin-Madison. He 
returned to Fairbanks to teach and then, in 1999, helped start 
Evergreen Alaska Mortgage Company, eventually becoming 
its CEO and President. He was preceded in death (25 years to 
the week) by his younger brother Scott; and is survived by his 
parents, his sister Bonnie and her family, and many close 
friends. St. Matthew’s filled to capacity Friday afternoon, 
May 22nd, for his memorial service, led by the Rev. 
Deacon Montie Slusher and the Rev. Steve Matthew, 
and assisted by the (just returned) rector.  
 Friday, May 15th, in peaceful stillness, 93 years old 
Traditional Chief Joseph “Hogehostene” Beetus passed 

away in Denali Center, ending a long and brave struggle. It 
was exactly 55 years after his mother’s death. Born in 
Allakaket to Ida Beetus and Leon, Joe was raised on the 
Koyukuk River and married to his wife Celia for over 70 
years. He was well known for his Traditional Knowledge, his 
speaking ability, and particularly his knowledge of traditional 
Koyukukon songs. (The rector still remembers a long ago potlatch 
in Tanana when Joe held the entire gathering silent and spellbound 
as he sang a song). (You can see Joe prominently in the PBS 
documentary series “Make Prayers to the Raven”). He was a man of 
great faith and great traditional courtesy and humility. His 
wife Celia survives him, as do his sisters Maggie Nicholia 
and Martha Oldman; their children, 33 grandchildren, 54 
great grandchildren, and 3 great great children. Family and 
friends crowded into the Chapel of Chimes Funeral Home 
Monday morning, May 18th  for his funeral service, led by 
Archdeacon Anna Frank and Shirley Lee. Final services 
followed at home in Hughes.  
 Friday afternoon, May 15th, also in Denali Center, 70 
years old Elizabeth “Betty” Grassman died. She had been 
preparing for this, and preparing us for this, these last several 
months. She knew her own faith, carved by the Spirit her 
whole life, and was ready. Born and raised in Fort Yukon to 
the late Fred and Sophie Paul, she was raised to work 
hard, trust God, laugh in the good times, and care for others. 
. . and so she always did – as a wife, mother, sister, 
grandmother, friend, etc; and as a CNA and caregiver. Betty 
always knew clearly her own mind, trusted in her sense of 
God, and reached out her hand to you, and others. She’s 
survived by her husband Brian Grassman; her sister the 
Rev. Mary Nathaniel of Chalkyitsik; her children Cindy 
Johnson,  Sophia Weeks, Jolynn Gooshaw, Joe 
Gooshaw, Gary Gooshaw, Susan and Jessica 
Gooshaw; and all of those grandchildren, great 
grandchildren etc who are growing up so fast. St. Matthew’s 
filled for funeral Tuesday afternoon, May 19th, in a service 
led by Archdeacon Anna Frank, the Rev. Mardow 
Solomon, the Rev. Bella Jean Savino, her sister the 
Rev. Mary Nathaniel, and Shirley Lee. Burial followed 
at Birch Hill; with a potlatch following at the Tribal Hall. 
[Note: See the poem “Gwandai” by Janet Curtiss elsewhere in this 
Newsletter] 
 And also Friday, May 15th, here in Fairbanks, 26 years old 
Derek James Gray unexpectedly died, leaving family and 
friends shocked and stunned. Born in Crescent City, 
California, Derek arrived in Fairbanks in the Summer of 
2000 and attended Eielson High School, where he was 
Commander of the JROTC unit and also joined the Civil Air 
Patrol. Following graduation, he joined the Alaska Air 
National Guard, and was deployed to Guam and Australia. 
Returning to Alaska, he began work with the US Postal 
Service and, since early 2005, he had served out of the 
Airport Post Office. His parents Cordell (currently stationed 
in Florida with the Guard) and Kimberly survive him, as do 
his sister Sharee, his brother Thurston, and many others. 
Saturday, May 23rd St. Matthew’s filled for his funeral, led 
by the rector, and a reception followed in the Parish Hall. 
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The treasures of his life were laid out there by his family, 
along with information from the Careline Crisis 
Intervention Center in Fairbanks. There was a shiny red 
pickup truck in the front of the Church.    
 Saturday morning, May 16th, our neighbors across the 
River, the Benevolent and Protective Order of Elks, 
gathered, as they have in years past, at St. Matthew’s for 
their Annual Memorial service. 
  Saturday morning, May 23rd, 72 years old W. C. “Tod” 
Kozevnikoff’s 7 year struggle with cancer finally came to 
an end, in the Fairbanks Memorial Hospital, and there was 
peace. And someplace....over there.... a figure walked up, and 
music began to play. With smiles. Born in Tanana to 
Elizabeth and Ambrose Kozevnikoff, and raised by his 
grandparents Charlie and Nettie Erhart, Tod left to work 
in Fairbanks, on the Railroad and for the FE Mining 
Company, when he was 14; and worked all of his life – from 
at the Tanana Hospital, to North Slope oil rigs. (The rector was 
always bumping into him flying off somewhere to work; and they 
would sit and talk about God and Old Times, smiling).  He retired 
for the 3rd time in March 2008. His passions though were 
fishing at his camp; and the music he enjoyed playing. 
Humbly he would step forward, pick up that instrument, and 
began playing. He’s survived by his wife of 44 years Eileen; 
his children Cheryl, Tod, Rowe, Aaron, and Kim; his 
sister Audrey Sunnyboy, his brothers Terry, Robert, 
and Arnie Sunnyboy; 19 grandchildren, 6 great 
grandchildren, and many more family and friends. St. 
Matthew’s flowed out onto the lawns and streets Tuesday, 
May 26th for his funeral, which was led by the rector, 
Archdeacon Anna Frank, the Rev. Steve Matthew, 
and the Rev. Belle Mickelson, with Jackie Sunnyboy 
and Bessie Williams assisting with the Communion and 
musicians joining together to lead the music. Friend and 
neighbor Will Mayo gave the eulogy.  Final 
services concluded at home in Tanana in the days 
following.  
 Only several days later, Sunday, May 31st, 35 
years old Gregory Lee Evans died suddenly and 
unexpectedly here in Fairbanks. The son of 
Donald and the late Marilyn Evans, Gregory 
grew up in Fairbanks, spending summers in 
Rampart and Hughes. He graduated from 
Rampart High School, and worked on the 
pipeline and oil rigs. He’s survived by his 
father Donnie, his friend and love Kim 
(whose father Tod had just died the week 
before), children Jessica, Bear, and 
Hailey, his brother Todd and his sister 
Marina, and grandparents, in laws, aunts, 
cousins, and many many more. Wednesday 
afternoon, June 1st, St. Matthew’s again 
filled past overflowing for his funeral, led by 

the rector, the Rev. Steve Matthew, and the Rev. 
Canon Ginny Doctor, with the Rev. Bessie Titus 
assisting with the Communion. Craig Nicholia gave the 
eulogy, speaking with faith and love. Final services followed 
in Hughes.  
 There were a few other deaths that should be noted, that 
affected us. On Easter Sunday, April 12th, 85 years old 
Genevieve “Gen” L. Nelson, the widow of the late Don 
Nelson, founder of KJNP Radio (Television, etc) died; and, 
on Tuesday, May 5th, the body of 44 years old Terry Ann 
“Igliguraq” Douglas  of Ambler was recovered here in 
Fairbanks. She had been missing since October; and a Search 
Effort, aided by Harry Fields, was just re-beginning when 
her body was recovered. 56 years old Norma Attla  
unexpectedly died here in Fairbanks Thursday, May 7th; and 
her funeral was held at home in Huslia. 91 years old 
Margaret Evans Carlson, born and raised in Rampart, 
died peacefully at home in Tacoma, Washington Saturday, 
May 9th; and services were held there.  
 And there was Father Hall. Thursday, May 7th Fr. Hugh 
F. Hall, 92 years old, died in Kodiak, where he had lived 
(and served) since 1969.Born in Minneapolis and ordained 
there in 1944, he married Margaret in 1945 and arrived in 
Alaska – Wrangell – in 1948. He never left the Diocese – 
serving in Wrangell, Petersburg, Seward, Kenai, Cordova, 
Valdez, Ketchikan, and finally Kodiak. He retired in 1983, 
after 39 years of ordained ministry. Services were held at St. 
James the Fisherman Episcopal Church Kodiak Tuesday, May 
12th. [The rector remembers clearly a long ago Clergy Conference 
shortly after his ordination; and listening to the late Fr. John 
Phillips and the now late Fr. Hall talking into the night. Two old 
friends talking into the Darkness about what it means to be 
ordained. Their conversation, and faith, has shaped everything the 
rector has done since.]    
 
and more 
 There was more, of course, than baptisms and funerals. 
There were quiet Wednesday morning services and the Altar 
Guild endlessly keeping up with what was happening; and  

Garage Sales and Saturday afternoon Dance classes 
and Friday night Youth nights and the Daughters of 
the King............and the drama of Holy Week and 
the lilied glory of Easter. There were Spring ducks 
arriving and ice running............and villages along 
the Yukon being devastated by flooding. And folks 
who had lost everything finding a Center and Home 
and Safe familiar place here at St. Matthew’s and the 
Parish Hall. There were 70+ kids and Pete Peter and 

the Rev. Belle Mickelson and others filling the 
Church and the lawns with fiddles and guitars 
and music in “Dancing with the Spirit” camps.  
 And week in, week out, every 7 days, the 
church bell, as it has since 1904, rang out across 
the Tanana Valley, calling folks to Come. And 
there, every Sunday morning, kneeling before 
The Great Wooden Altar, we have re-
membered who we are, and found each other 
and God.  
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EDITED SUMMARIES 
of the APRIL and 
JUNE VESTRY 
MEETINGS 

April 7th, 2009 

The vestry met for their monthly Vestry meeting on 
Monday, April 7th, the Monday of Holy Week, with 
the following present: Senior Warden Roxy 
Wright, Junior Warden Karen Kiss, Vestry Clerk 
Helen Howard, Martha Thomas, John Parsons, 
and the rector. With an Opening Spiritual Exercise 
by Junior Warden Karen Kiss, the meeting began 
at 5PM. The follow actions were discussed or taken: 

• March minutes were approved.  
• The Treasurer’s Reports were examined, 

noting that March Operating Income 
totaled $29,527 (Year to Date January 
through March $68,398) and March 
Operating Expenses totaled $23,162 (Year 
to Date January through March $73,115). 
This resulted in a Monthly Surplus/Deficit 
for March of +$6,364; and a Year to Date 
Surplus/Deficit of -$4,717. The success of 
the March Fundraiser in reducing the 
Deficit was noted; along with the success of 
the Fall Winterization efforts in the Church 
and rectory in reducing the utility bills.  

• The purchase of the new refrigerator for 
the Parish Hall kitchen was approved, with 
appropriate parties to be reimbursed and 
the old refrigerator donated to charity.  

• There was much discussion about the 
congregational mandate to establish a Task 
Force with the Objective of Increasing 
Young Family Involvement in the Church. 
Senior Warden Roxy Wright proposed a 
meeting on April 13th, with follow-up in early 
May; and she will contact potential 
interested parties.  

• The success of the Tribal Hall March 
Fundraiser was noted; along with the Rev. 
Deacon Bella Jean Savino’s proposed 

garage sale on April 25th.  
• There was discussion about a 
Long Range Planning Retreat in 
August; the move of the Stone Soup 
Café to the Tribal Hall; and the 
Diocesan Faith –into –Tomorrow 

(“Fit”) Grant application.  
• Junior Warden Karen Kiss reported on 

recent repairs by Bruce Gadwah and Tom 
Marsh; the ice dam buildup on the roof; and 
the rectory’s flooded basement. 

The rector left to celebrate the Monday in Holy 
Week Eucharist and the meeting adjourned with 
a Closing Spiritual Exercise by Marty Thomas.  

____________________________________ 

No Vestry meeting was held in May, due to the 
rector’s emergency absence and there being no 
emergency pressing business for the Vestry. 
The next meeting was held in June.  

____________________________________ 

June 8th, 2009 

The Vestry of St. Matthew’s met for their 
monthly meeting Monday, June 8th, at 5:30PM, 
with the following present: Senior Warden 
Roxy Wright, Junior Warden Karen Kiss, 
Vestry Clerk Helen Howard, Marty Thomas, 
Charlene Marth, Arlie Nethken, John 
Parsons, Irene Todd, Treasurer Carolyn 
Nethken, and the rector. Following an Opening 
Spiritual Exercise led by the rector, which 
included a list of the books most recently read 
by members present (from Army at Dawn to 
Watership Down), the following actions were 
discussed or taken:  

• April Minutes were approved. 
• Treasurer Carolyn Nethken reviewed 

the Financial Reports, noting that May 
Operating Income totaled $24,660 
(Year to Date January through May 
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Operating Income $120,957); and May 
Operating Expenses totaled $20,941 
(Year to Date January through May 
Operating Expenses total $119,352). 
This resulted in a monthly Surplus/
Deficit for May of +$3,719; and a Year 
to Date Surplus/ Deficit of +$1,606. 
Though there are a number of monthly 
bills still to be paid, this Surplus was 
generally viewed as astounding.  

• There was discussion about the May 
flooding along the Yukon River, and the 
evacuation efforts that had been 
centered here at St. Matthew’s last 
month. The Flood Relief Committee, 
which raised +$25,000 through a 
Fundraiser at the Tribal Hall and a 
Garage Sale here, donated $6500 to St. 
Matthew’s to help cover added expenses 
for those weeks. After prayer and 
discussion, it was decided to divide the 
Gift with the Rev. Belle Mickelson’s 
“Dancing with the Spirit” 
Program (which has done and is doing a 
lot of work with the affected 
communities); to give small one time 
awards to St. Matthew employees for 
their above and beyond humanitarian 
efforts that week (a week when the 
community of Tanana and others were 
based here in the Parish Hall); and to 
deposit the remainder in the operating 
account towards further expenses. 
Other donations received towards Relief 
Efforts are in a Restricted Account.   

• Discussion about a possible stipend for 
the sexton was tabled, and referred to 
Committee; and it was noted we still 
have not heard about the Diocesan FIT 
Grant award.  

• Senior Warden Roxy Wright reported 
on the Task Force on Young Families 
efforts – the May congregational 

discussions, etc. There will be another 
Task Force meeting June 21st, between 
the 9 and 11 services. There was 
discussion about possible Vacation Bible 
School, follow-up efforts with those 
being baptized, and the need to find a 
Sunday School Coordinator due to Beth 
Corven’s departure. There is widespread 
agreement that the time for Sunday 
School should shift to 11AM.  

• There was discussion about the need for 
planning, both short and long range; and 
the August Planning Retreat.  

• Junior Warden Karen Kiss and Arley 
Nethken reported on the ice dam on the 
roof concerns and other property issues 
– including the potentially hazardous 
birch tree in the Churchyard. Lawn and 
flowercare were also discussed. 

• There was discussion about possible 
Village Trips this Summer, Golden Days 
and Booyah, and a possible Garage Sale 
later in the Summer.  

• The rector reported on Fr. and Casey 
Smith’s coming departure to Texas; the 
state of various other clergy associated 
with St. Matthew’s, his mother’s health 
and coming heart surgery in August; and 
the Endowment Board Grant Deadline 
June 30th. He noted there are fewer 
weddings scheduled; there have been 
more funerals than normal; and the 
numbers of visitors and tourists seem 
down from previous years.   

With the decision to hold the next meeting Monday, 
July 13th, the meeting closed with a prayer from 
Senior Warden Roxy Wright, as the person 
present who had most recently visited Denali (June 
7th being the anniversary of the Stuck/Harper 
expedition successfully reaching the summit).  
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St. Matthew’s Episcopal 
Church 
1030 Second Avenue 
Fairbanks, AK 99701-4355 
 
Address Service Requested*     July 1, 2009 

 

Can’t come to Church? Church will come to You!! 
As the monthly listing of services shows, there are a number of Lay Eucharistic Ministers trained and willing to bring the 
Eucharist to those who are sick, shut in, or unable to come to the Church. If you would like someone to bring you the 
Communion, or know of someone who would like that, please contact the Church Office at 456-5235 or slip a note in the 
offering plate on Sunday mornings. 

*Please Note:Returned copies of  O Ye Frost and Cold cost the church $2.90 each, 
forwarded copies cost $0.75 each. 

 

 
Discovery Canyon Vacation Bible School 

At St. Matthew’s 
 

August 3 — 7 
9 am — 12 pm 

 
Ages: Pre-K thru 6th Grade 

Looking for Volunteers and Campers!!!! 
 

Call Dawn Jagow 488-9468 
wilbur2@gci.net 

for more information 


