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Lenten Poem by Ann Weems 
Lent is a time to take time to let the power 

of our faith story take hold of us, 
a time to let the events get up 

and walk around in us, 
a time to intensify our living unto Christ, 

a time to hover over the thoughts of our hearts, 
a time to place our feet in the streets of 
Jerusalem or to walk along the sea and 

listen to his Word, 
a time to touch his robe 

and feel the healing surge through us, 
a time to ponder and a time to wonder…. 

Lent is a time to allow 
a fresh new taste of God! 

Perhaps we’re afraid to have time to think, 
for thoughts come unbidden. 

Perhaps we’re afraid to face our future 
knowing our past. 

Give us courage, O God, 
to hear your Word 

and to read our living into it. 
Give us the trust to know we’re forgiven 

and give us the faith 
to take up our lives and walk. 

Source: alifegivinglent.wordpress.com 
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Welcome to the Tenth Issue of 

FLOCK QUARTERLY 
Good Shepherd’s magazine for parishioners by parishioners 

 

STAFF --- Graphics Editor Laura Rosato --- Content Editor Richard Reid 
 

Welcome to the Tenth Issue. In our Art section, Peter Marr shares five exquisite examples of nature photog-
raphy. For our parishioner Interview, you’ll learn a bit about Pam Meyris and her stitching ministry. In her 
column, Denise Jenkins considers St. Brigid.  There’s a fiction piece by Richard Reid about an elderly man 
and a great grandson with great promise. Amy O’Neil tells about her unusual but vital occupation. Debra 
Nelson provides two bedtime prayers for Prayer Beads. Yvonne Arnold puts three faces to names from our 
Military Prayer list. Something, we trust, for every taste.  
 

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 
 

Remember: You’re never too young or too old to contribute. Material from our children 
          and teens as well as from adults of all ages are always welcome. 

 
Guidelines for Contributors 

Types of Material . . . Essays; Humor; Bible Reflections; Interviews with Parishioners; 
Short Fiction; Original Photos and Artwork; Original Poetry & Prayers 

 
General themes for any issue to inspire your submissions 

Family; hobbies; your vocation; religion; the weather; people/things/places you remember; a great day; some-
thing/someone you’re thankful for; current events (avoid being overtly political) 
 

Ideas and themes appropriate for upcoming issues to spark your creativity 
 Spring Issue Themes (published in February) 
Ash Wednesday; Lent; Easter; Black History & Women’s History Months; Valentine’s Day  

Summer Issue Themes (published in May) 
Pentecost; Mother’s Day; Father’s Day; 4th of July; end-of-school; graduations; summer; vacations 
 Fall Issue Themes (published in August) 
Labor Day; autumn; back-to-school; Halloween 
Winter Issue Themes (published in November) 
Advent; giving; Thanksgiving; Christmas; the new year; the ending old year; winter; Epiphany 
 
Please make text submissions in Word format or handwritten and try not to exceed 2,000 words –

  but don’t be intimidated by that number: shorter pieces are always welcome, too.  
Unsure of your article or art idea? The Content Editor is happy to discuss and plan it with you. 
Please do not send any material in the PDF format. Always submit original photos in .jpeg format 
If your original artwork is 8 ½” by 11” or smaller, it may be submitted for scanning 
 

Issue Deadlines for Material 
Spring (by January 31st)  Summer (by April 30th) 
Fall (by July 31st)   Winter (by October 31st) 

Email material to Richard Reid (writer2363@gmail.com or telephone (cell: 585-766-7254) 
 

You are part of the Good Shepherd flock . . . please contribute to Flock Quarterly! 

about:blank
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A SAINT’S CORNER: St. Brigid 
by Denise Junker 

 
St. Brigid, whose feast day is February 1, is mostly a story of legend and my-
thology, but she embodies a vision of womanhood that was free and respected 
well before the timelines of the modern age. She is purported to have been ac-
tive in the late fifth century into the early sixth century.  She is Irish but was 
also quite venerated throughout Scotland, before the Church of Scotland did 
their best to wipe out tributes to her in the seventeenth century. To the Irish, she 
is second only to St. Patrick, and even then, barely second. 
 
In the book, Sacred Earth, Sacred Soul by J. Philip Newell, a whole chapter is 
dedicated to St. Brigid. Overall, the book discusses the original Celtic spirituali-
ty, Druidism, and how their theologies intertwined with Christianity, at the 
same time true to both beliefs systems and strengthening each of them. In the 

Druid tradition, women were equals and leaders.* St. Brigid brought that into Christianity by creating one 
monastery for both men and women. She led the group as abbess. Her story becomes mythical as she is storied 
to have been a midwife and wet nurse at Jesus’ birth. St. Brigid is seen then as an example of fostering 
children, an important role in the Celtic world. For centuries, a ritual, called tending the mother fire, which 
kept home fires smoldering overnight was done in her name. This ritual evoked her central message of Jesus 
being the light that overcame all darkness. 
 
The Scottish call her St. Bride. The Hebrides are named for her; “Hebrides” meaning “islands of Brigid, or 
Bride.” The Scottish painter John Duncan (1866-1945) did a painting entitled St. Bride (1913), currently 
owned by the National Galleries Scotland (picture below). The painting is depicting St. Bride being carried by 
two angels to Bethlehem to be at the birth of Christ. The angels are covered in images from Christ’s life. The 
sea and animals reflecting the area around Scotland she would have been transported from.  
 
Two items that I learned that I particularly want to emphasize: 
 
1. There is a cross named for her. The story is she made one as she sat with an ill pagan Irish prince. The cross 
invokes pagan symbols. The prince would have understood those symbols. And, with her added description of 
Christ as the light that overcomes the darkness, including the darkness of death, she converted the prince to 
Christianity before his death. The cross is simply named St. Brigid’s Cross (picture below). 
 
2. Her feast day, February 1, is the Celtic festival of Spring. The Celtic celebrate it as big as Christmas. The 
evening of January 31st is very similar to Christmas Eve. This date having been associated with her demon-
strates the high respect the Celtic world bestowed on her. 
 
Footnote - *: Women officiated over mass until a synod of Bishops in Rome in 520 denounced the practice 
and told the Irish to stop. 
 

In the next issue, this column will look at The Lamb as a symbol of Christ. 
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USING YOUR ANGLICAN PRAYER BEADS 
By Debra B. Nelson 

 
Many of the parishioners at Good Shepherd already have Anglican prayer beads. Especially over the last cou-
ple years, many people have made prayer beads for people in our parish and we have collected and written 
prayers to use with them. We have even had an adult education program exploring the history and teaching 
others how to use the prayer beads. If you have not had an experience with Anglican prayer beads, please ask 
for a demonstration!  
 
Here is a quick review of how to pray with the Anglican Rosary:  
 

The Rosary can be prayed at any time and in any place. If you can, select a quiet place to pray, one with 
as few distractions as possible. 

Hold the rosary loosely in your hand. 
Each prayer begins with a prayer on the cross. Hold the cross while you recite the prayer. The purpose of 

the Cross prayer is to bring us into union with God and to ground the intentions of the prayers that fol-
low. The prayer on the Cross is recited as the first and last prayer in the Rosary, unless a Final Cross 
prayer is indicated. 

Move your fingers to the Invitatory bead. This prayer invites us to open ourselves to the presence of the 
Trinity:  God the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit. It is a prayer we say as we enter the rosary and 
exit. 

The Cruciform beads separate the groups of Weeks beads. This same prayer is repeated four times in each 
circle. If you draw an imaginary line between the beads, you can see a cross. We often contemplate 
the Weeks prayers as we reach each cruciform bead. 

The four groups of seven beads are known as the “Weeks.”  
End the rosary by repeating the Invitatory and Final Cross prayer. 
For Anglican Rosary bead prayers, please refer to the last several editions of the Flock Quarterly. This 

quarter, I am focusing on prayers for the children of our parish.   

 
A CHILD’S MORNING PRAYER 

 
CROSS: Dear God, who lives in heaven above and who gives me endless love. Here my prayer. 
 
INVITATORY: Come, Lord Jesus, this I pray, guide me safely through the day. 
 
CRUCIFORMS: Hear my prayer. 
 
WEEKS: 

Thank you for the world so sweet.  
For family, friends,  
And food we eat. 
Thank you for our bodies strong 
That work and play the whole day long. 
Thank you for the birds that sang; 
Thank you, God, for everything. 

 
FINAL CROSS: Amen. 
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A CHILD’S BEDTIME PRAYER 
 
CROSS: I pray, dear God, with words of love, 
 
INVITATORY; Guide me safely through the night, and wake me with the morning light. 
 
CRUCIFORMS: This is my prayer, I offer Thee. 

Thanks for my parents’ arms that hug me tight, 
For sunny days and moonlit nights, 
For all the creatures you have made,  
For mountain peaks and tall trees’ shade, 
Bless all the people in your care, 
And this green earth that we all share. 
And now, dear Father, please bless me. 

 
FINAL CROSS: Amen 
 

ANOTHER BEDTIME PRAYER 
 
CROSS: Father, in Heaven, hear my prayer. 
 
INVITATORY: Keep me in Thy loving care. 
 
CRUCIFORMS: Be my guide and all I do. 
 
WEEKS:  

Guide me at school.  
Guide me at play. 
Guide me everywhere throughout my day. 
Guide me with my friends. 
Guide me with my family. 
Guide me in all I do. 
Sunday to Saturday. 

 
FINAL CROSS: Bless all those I love &love me, too. 



 

        CHEMISTRY AND NUCLEAR POWER 
By Amy O’Neil 

 
Editor’s Note: Some readers may know Amy O’Neil from her leadership of Good Shepherd’s Healing Minis-
try program and as the organizer of the church’s Prayer Chain. She has a fascinating day job: she works in a 
nuclear power plant. If the only “person” you ever heard of who worked at one is TV’s Homer Simpson from 
the long-running cartoon series, “The Simpsons,” now, you know another. Amy hastens to assure readers, “I 
am not writing this article on behalf of nor as a representative of Constellation nor any representative of nu-
clear power generation.”  
 
In 2014, the O’Neil family embarked on a journey to relocate from Florence, South Carolina to Webster, 
New York.  At the time, my husband and I had spent our 20 years of marriage away from both of our fami-
lies. This move would bring us to my husband’s, Jeff, home town. After years of being disconnected from our 
homes and families due to distance, we were excited to be in a place that had “his people” and were looking 
forward to what a new beginning would bring.  Little did I know that this move would transform me from a 
part-time stay-at-home mother to a full-fledged nuclear professional. 
 
In 2006, I left a fifteen-year career in pharmaceutical R&D to focus on family and to pursue a dream of be-
coming a gemologist through the Gemological Institute of America (GIA). I was blessed with a part-time job 
in an upscale jewelry store in Florence, SC that enabled me to keep a foot in the working world while ful-
filling my need to be available to my young family as a stay-at-home parent.  However, at the time of our 
move our children, Seamus (12 years old) and Isabel (10 years old) had begun to display burgeoning inde-
pendence and self-sufficiency which left me wondering what I was going to do with the rest of my life.  Un-
der the crushing weight of two mortgages and with the need to establish some sort of community in a com-
pletely new region, I decided to venture back into the world of full-time employment.  I was in my mid-
forties and figured I had approximately 20 years, give or take, to make a run at a new career.   
 
As I began my job search, Jeff suggested that we attend the “community day” at the local nuclear power sta-
tion in Ontario, New York.  My response was, “the what?” I had passed R.E. Ginna Nuclear Power Station 
many times on our holiday visits to Webster; however, with the pastoral barn and the lovely apple trees in 
front, I had misidentified it as part of the Motts plant in Ontario.  To my surprise, it was NOT part of Motts.   
 
During the tour, I entered into nostalgia.  You see, my father was in power generation, and, convinced that I 
would be an engineer one day, he instructed me in great detail on how power is generated.  However, in 
1984, he died suddenly from an aggressive form of cancer. I was 14 years old.  His dream of my joining the 
world of power generation was not to come to fruition for 31 years.  Rather than pursue my father’s engineer-
ing career path for me, I pursued a degree in chemistry.   
 
As I debated my options, my thoughts centered around transitioning to education, pursuing pharmaceuticals 
again, or returning to gemology.  Then, I came across an ad for a chemist for Exelon Generation at the Ginna 
station, the power plant we had just visited. My first I thought was, “I know nothing about this subject,” but I 
read the description and thought, “Maybe I can.”  I said my prayers and submitted my application.  Little did 
I know that in approximately one month, I would start an adventure of a lifetime. 
Ginna Nuclear Power Station generates electricity via a controlled nuclear fission reaction. It is a pressurized 
water reactor plant (PWR). In PWR plants, the fission reaction produces energy in the form of heat, and the 
reaction is cooled using water.  The water that cools the reactor is called “primary water.”  The primary water 
is then cooled by a second volume of water called “secondary water.” During the heat exchange process be-
tween the primary and secondary water, steam is produced.  This steam passes through and rotates a turbine 
converting its energy into mechanical energy while rotating the main generator which converts the mechani-
cal energy into electrical energy (through the magic of magnetic fields and conductive materials).   
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In the United States, nuclear power generation is regulated by the Nuclear Regulatory Commission (NRC).  
The NRC oversees each nuclear power station and requires them to verify that programs are in place to ensure 
they operate their station within their technical specifications.  Technical specifications, or Techspecs, are doc-
uments submitted to the NRC that enable them to grant a station a license of operation. If a station cannot satis-
fy the NRC that they are operating according to their Techspecs and/or violations are severe enough, they can 
lose their operating license, and the NRC will (literally) take their keys away.   
 
Other industry groups that oversee the nuclear power generation industry are the Electrical Power Research 
Institute (EPRI), the Institute of Nuclear Power Operation (INPO), and the World Association of Nuclear Op-
erators (WANO). EPRI is a research group that publishes guidelines for power plant operation.  INPO is an 
industry group established by the US nuclear industry after the Three Mile Island accident in 1974. WANO is 
the global equivalent to INPO established after the Chernobyl accident in 1986.  The mission of both INPO and 
WANO is to maximize the safety and reliability of nuclear power plants worldwide.   
 
In nuclear power, there are three barriers to radioactive exposure:  the fuel cladding—a ceramic encasement 
around the radioactive fuel, the piping of the system, and the containment structure around the nuclear reactor 
– called Containment.  The power generation process takes place in systems that are mainly comprised various 
alloys of iron.  In nature, in the presence of oxygen and water, iron oxidizes to iron oxide, or rust (oxidation 
products).  One of the main focuses of power plant chemistry is to slow this oxidation process.  The other is to 
protect the first two barriers to radioactive exposure.  Chemistry does this by operating within boundaries set 
forth by EPRI, INPO, and WANO and by meeting the chemistry requirements set forth in our techspecs.  By 
having an effective chemistry program, the station protects its assets ensuring it can operate well into the future 
and assuring the regulators of our commitment to the health and safety of the public.   
 
At Ginna, I currently serve the station as the Unit Chemist and the Diesel Fuel Oil Chemist.  This means I own 
the primary chemistry program, the secondary chemistry program, and the diesel fuel oil program for the emer-
gency diesel generators on site, and I own the consequences of any non-compliance within the programs.   
 
As Unit Chemist, I oversee the chemistry programs that ensure the primary water used to cool the nuclear reac-
tion and the secondary water used to generate the steam for power generation meet the industry’s quality speci-
fications and are maintained in such a way that our plant assets are protected.  In short, I am responsible for the 
quality of approximately 950,000 gallons of water between both the primary and the secondary systems.  Many 
of the primary water surveillances are tied to our technical specifications.   
 
While I am responsible for all surveillances and limits being met, I do not work in a vacuum.  I am surrounded 
by extremely competent technicians and fellow chemists. We work together and with station personnel to 
maintain the station chemistry programs within procedural controls, industry guidance, and our technical speci-
fications. I am responsible to communicate any issues concerning chemistry to site stake holders, and I work 
with affected departments to make recommendations to the station on the proper course of action to take to re-
solve them. 
 
The primary and the secondary chemistry programs require that the water quality be maintained to parts per 
billion levels when monitoring for impurities and for dissolved oxygen.  To visualize this level of scrutiny, im-
agine that out of one billion golf balls, you are looking for one specific golf ball.  On the secondary side we are 
held to parts per trillion on some analytes.  This means that any perturbation in the system could introduce 
enough oxygen to drive us out of specification.  Also, any level of impurity could challenge us.  This is espe-
cially true during reactor downpowers, shutdowns, transients, refueling outages, and start-ups.   
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Ginna Nuclear Power Station has an 18-month fuel cycle.  At the end of 18 months, the reactor is shut down 
in order to refuel.  This time is called a refueling outage (RFO).  A refueling outage not only is a time to re-
fresh the fuel in the reactor, but it is also an opportunity for the station to make repairs and do preventative 
maintenance (PM) to the entire plant.  During a refueling outage, hundreds of contractors come on site to 
work every job in parallel.  Regularly scheduled PMs are carried out on pumps and other equipment.  Valves 
are taken apart and reassembled.  Turbines are swapped.  Heat exchangers are examined. Welding is done. 
This amounts to hundreds of work orders.  Throughout the entire process, people are in the systems and are 
using materials that, if not properly controlled, could lead to chemistry excursions outside of our operating 
limits.  During the downtime, we are required to purchase the power we are not making which amounts to 
millions of dollars per day. An RFO is a time that all hands are on deck working to get the work done as 
quickly and safely as possible so the station can return to full power.  All station personnel work twelve-hour 
shifts often without breaks.  Ginna’s outages take place during the spring and the fall.  During these times, I 
disappear from the world for approximately 2-3 months.  This April, Ginna will embark on its 44th refueling 
outage since it went critical in 1970. 
 
One of my responsibilities as unit chemist is to ensure that the station starts up after a refueling outage as if 
nothing happened inside its systems.  I accomplished this by collaborating with many different departments 
on site including operations, maintenance, engineering, and more.  I lead outage preparation focus teams dedi-
cated to minimizing chemistry impact from outage activities.  We begin months before the outages looking at 
all the scheduled work to develop our plans.  Prior to the outage, I partner with environmental personnel to 
evaluate all controlled materials (chemicals) that are identified for use on the systems.  I work with station 
welding coordinators and inventory control to develop strategies to ensure the wrong welding material stays 
out of the systems.   By partnering with multiple departments, by working collaboratively with my fellow 
chemists, and by developing a solid plan, we have been successful at minimizing system chemistry impacts 
from refueling outages. 
 
As the site Diesel Fuel Chemist, I am responsible for the quality of more than 60, 000 gallons of diesel fuel 
that supplies the safety related emergency diesel generators and other safety related and safety significant 
equipment.  The quality of this fuel is tied to our technical specifications. Every nuclear power plant has die-
sel generators in place if there is a reactor trip, a loss of power, or a loss of cooling accident. To better under-
stand all the issues surrounding emergency diesel fuel requirements in the nuclear industry, Constellation be-
longs to an industry group called the Diesel Fuel Owners Group, a group of nuclear professionals who share 
operating experiences and discuss pertinent trends and developments in diesel fuel.  Currently, I am serving a 
two-year term as the chairperson for this group. 
 
Developing into a unit chemist and a diesel fuel chemist in the world of nuclear power generation has 
stretched me in ways that I could not have imagined.  It has demanded I step into leadership roles that, by na-
ture, I would have avoided.  It has forced me to draw from my inner David to confront Goliaths in powerful 
positions as it requires me to push back when conflicting priorities might challenge plant chemistry. It has in-
sisted that I interact with and develop relationships with people that I would have otherwise coexisted with 
quietly.  It has taught me that I am not alone… that there are people in this world to seek out when I can’t 
know all the answers.   
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MY NATURE PHOTOGRAPHY 
by Peter Marr 

 
(Editor’s Note: We are most fortunate to be able to feature these five exquisite examples of Peter’s meticulous 
approach to art. The captured moment the viewer sees is so fleeting to the human eye that until the invention 
of photography, perhaps such an image was only previously available to God. When you consider the likely 
time involved in capturing each one in all its revelations, a photograph of Peter should rightly be in Web-
ster's Dictionary to illustrate the word, "patience.") 
 
One of my passions in life has been the photography of birds in their natural habitat. To achieve this, I had to 
purchase the best equipment I could afford and to do a lot of research regarding locations and bird behavior. 
The pictures shown here were taken at various locations in Florida in early Spring. The time is critical to take 
advantage of birds in mating plumage, and were ideally shot in early morning or afternoon light to enhance 
color quality.   
 
Herons and Egrets live solitary lives and only get together during the short mating season to build nests and 
raise young. The pictures of the Great Egret and Great Blue Heron, both carrying nesting material were taken 
at Venice Rookery, a densely crowded nesting location for many bird species. The picture of the Great Blue 
Heron is particularly dramatic as it tries to land at the nest site with its precious stick in such crowded condi-
tions.   
 
The Roseate Spoonbill in flight dramatically shows beautiful feather detail and color, and was shot on Sani-
bel, in an area which has since been destroyed by the latest hurricane.  
 
The White Ibis was photographed at the Wakodahatchee Wetlands, a picture enhanced by the fact that the 
bird is in full mating plumage, as evidenced by the rich scarlet color of his legs and facial coloration.   
 
The last shot of the Cormorant is made more dramatic by the relationship between the eyes of the fish and 
bird, both shown in sharp detail. 
 
 

 

Double-Crested Comorant with fish 
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Great Blue Heron with nesting material 

Great Egret in flight 
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Roseate Spoonbill 

White Ibis with catch 
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 “I SEE MY STITCHING AS A GIFT FROM GOD” 
An Interview with Pam Meyris by Content Editor Richard Reid 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
(Editor’s Note: Pam, a cradle Episcopalian, graduated from Adrian College in Michigan with a degree in 
English and a goal to become a librarian. Marriage to her first husband precluded it. In their 14 years togeth-
er, she had two children: Megan, now 42, and Emily, 41, who is the mother of her two grandchildren: Laina, 
now 17, and Jay, 14. She met her current husband, Rudy, when he, working as a UPS driver, delivered packag-
es to the school where she was serving as the principal’s secretary – “and the rest is history,” she assures. 
They’ve been married 31 years now. Before Pam retired in 2008, she had spent 26 years in Webster Central 
Schools as an administrative assistant. What follows has been edited for space and clarity.)  
 
Richard Reid: I understand your parents were part of the group of Good Shepherd’s original founders. What 
was that like for you growing up? 
 
Pam Meyris: My dad was a Warden and on the Vestry for many years while my mom taught in the Sunday 
School. They were both VERY ACTIVE. I was born and raised in Webster.  There were a lot more families 
with children here when I was a child and later a teen so many of my friends were from Good Shepherd fami-
lies. I was not very spiritual growing up. I just attended church because my parents wanted me to. That has 
changed for me now. 
 
RR: Was there any one thing that made the change or just an accumulation of feelings and events?  
 
PM: Both. I, along with Janet Maier and Kate Jackson approached Sharon Therkildsen to help with medita-
tion.  She agreed and from there the Meditation Group has grown and has been together for seven years.  I was 
so glad to be able to have grown in my spirituality and prayer life through this opportunity.  Rudy and I left 
Good Shepherd when our kids were teenagers because of a crisis we did not want to share.  We later learned 
that this was the wrong move.  We should have stayed and have our church family around when we needed 
help.  I am so glad we came back to Good Shepherd eight years ago.  We have been received and recognized as 
members and I would not change this decision for anything.  It is hard to leave and come back as much has 
changed but the love and caring are there and we are happy.  I have never felt so close to God and Jesus as I do 
today. What keeps me here is Father Lance and his message of Jesus’ love, his knowledge of the Gospels his 
message in the weekly homilies and also, I feel the people are my family. 
 
RR: If your parents could see you today at Good Shepherd, I expect they would be quite pleased with all your 
accomplishments and also dub you as VERY ACTIVE, too.  
 
PM: Yes, I imagine I have been. Many years ago, when my girls were in the Junior Choir together, Janet Maier 
and I were the “Choir Moms”, helping all the children in the group to get dressed and be ready to sing. I have a 
financial background and currently help the receiving treasurer count the weekly church income.  Being a sec-
retary for many years I have been the clerk of the vestry for three years before becoming a member of vestry. I 
still take minutes at vestry meetings and do the minutes for the members for each meeting. I count money for 
the church, two days per month. I do charitable stitching. 
 
RR: I’d like to chat a bit about your stitching. Who taught you to stitch and at what age? 
 



Page 13  Continued 

Continued 

 
PM: I learned to knit and sew from my mother.  She was an accomplished knitter and seamstress.  I learned to 
crochet from the internet.  I learned the stitches and watched videos to improve my skills I try to crochet every 
day to keep up the skills I have learned. For fun I like to stitch blankets for family.  For friends I like to stitch 
small gifts sometimes picking the gift to try out a new skill or stitch I have learned.  I like making hostess gifts 
when we visit our friends and family. 
 
RR: When did you start stitching at Good Shepherd? 
 
PM: My first experience with a “stitch day” was probably six years ago.  Janet and Paul Maier had turned their 
garage into an accommodating room for many of us to gather to start sewing felt hats for the homeless.  There 
were many stations set up in the area; sorting fabric, laying out the fabric, cutting the hats out of our patterns, 
pinning and finally sewing. There must have been at least six machines set up around the room with all of my 
sewing friends ready to complete our project.  One machine caught my eye.  It was a serger, a machine I had 
never used before and wanted to try. A serger makes a completed seam by sewing around the edge, cutting off 
any excess fabric making the edge completely finished.  I sat at the machine with a very patient Rita Wilbert.  
She guided me through the process, we got one hat completed and then it turned into a disaster.  I just could not 
get the hang of how to feed the material into the machine and ended up ruing a few hats before I gave up.  Rita 
in turn, was left with threading and rethreading the machine and there are about four spools of thread you have 
to thread just right to make it work.  Without my help that day I think 100+ hats were completed! 
 
RR: Yet you persisted with the group, despite a somewhat humbling start. 
 
PM: My stitching has evolved with me trying to work on all projects we are making so this has made me sew 
more than I am use to or comfortable with but I have learned.  Janet has helped me with that by helping me 
with personal projects to keep my skills up to date.  We made a quilt together about two years ago. 
 
RR: Do you see your stitching ability as one of God's gifts? Does stitching have a spiritual component for you? 
 
PM: I see my stitching as a gift from God.  To be able to explore and expand my skills is a gift, too.  Stitching 
makes it very easy for me to relax.  Many times, during my stitching, I am meditating or praying. If I am stitch-
ing for the Stitchers, I am praying because that work is important to me and to those who will receive the dona-
tions. I have made many hats, crocheted and sewn.  I have made mittens for babies in the Neonatal Intensive 
Care Unit (NICU) at Rochester General Hospital.  I make prayer squares for all to take, located in the Narthex. 
I have sewn shirt savers for people in a group home in Penfield that Father visits and sewn quilts for the Breast 
Coalition of Rochester.  
 
RR: What about SewGreen@Rochester? Have you worked with them? 
 
PM: SewGreen is the brainchild of Deacon Georgia Carney of the Episcopal Diocese of Rochester, who mod-
eled it after a similar program in Ithaca. SewGreen recycles everything to do with sewing, knitting, crochet, 
and needlework and promotes the practice of these skills through camps and classes for all ages in the commu-
nity. Janet and I often bring donations of material and other supplies to her. Sometimes they give us unfinished 
quilts to complete. Remembering my losing battle with that serger machine a year or so earlier, I took a class at 
Sew Green on using a serger, determined to master it. Once again, I could not thread the machine nor could I 
get it to work. After an hour, Georgia came to the rescue however, she could not get it to function either.  I left 
both experiences sweating and defeated.  Needless to say, I have never sat at a serger sewing machine again; 
final score: Serger 2, Pam 0. I still shop at SewGreen. Craft Bits and Pieces in Fairport which sells knitted and 
crocheted items from donated material to assist seniors in the Perinton area is a similar group that I’ve interact-
ed with over the years.  
 
RR: What would you like to do with Good Shepherd’s stitchers group that you have yet been able to do so far? 
 



PM:  In 2023, with Fr. Lance’s support, I would like to have the Stitchers Group visit Ashley Woods at 
Penfield Square, the Episcopal Senior Life Community on Route 250 by the Eastside YMCA and bring 
some of our supplies and sit with anyone who wants to join us for a sit and stitch hour. That will also bring 
awareness of the Good Shepherd community to them and what we do. 
 
RR: Thank you for all your service to Good Shepherd over the years, and for reminding us that even such 
simple items as a needle and thread can be used to spread God’s love.  
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FACES TO NAMES:  
MY NEPHEW, MY NIECE AND HER HUSBAND 

by Yvonne Arnold 
 

(Editor’s Note: We hope this will be the first in an occasional series of articles designed to answer the ques-
tion, “Who Are Our Military Men and Women Mentioned During the Prayers of the People?” Yvonne, whose 
idea it was for this article, has written the first one. Who will write the next one? Will it be you? Those inter-
ested in sharing their loved one's current military journey, should please contact Content Editor Richard Reid 
@ writer2363@gmail.com. If necessary, Richard can help you to shape your thoughts into a finished article.)  
 
Each Sunday we pray for a group of dedicated men and women who have chosen to serve our country. Their 
names are read, by first or first and last names, as we pray for their safekeeping. Each week I hear the names 
of my nephew, niece and my niece's husband read aloud. Do you ever wonder who these brave men and wom-
en are? I do. I offer you some background of these three young adults who are working hard, to serve to the 
best of their abilities.  
 
The desire to serve one's country has a history in my family. Svoboda (svo-bo-da) is a common Czech sur-
name. The word's primary meaning is 'freedom' or 'liberty'. My father's father, Charles, served in the Austrian 
Navy prior to WWI. My mother's mother and father both served in the US Navy and American Red Cross 
Overseas Commission, respectively during WWI.  
 

Nolan Svoboda: 20 years old. Nolan began his enlistment in the US Army in 2021 
following his graduation from high school. He completed One Station Unit Training 
(OSUT) to become an infantry mortarman. He went on to attend the Basic Airborne 
School, Fort Benning, GA, where he earned his Basic Jump Wings. Nolan was then 
assigned to Charlie Company mortars, 2nd Battalion, 505th Parachute Infantry Regi-
ment, 3rd Brigade Combat Team, 82nd Airborne Division at Fort Bragg, NC. In 
Spring 2022, his brigade deployed to Poland as part of the NATO response to 
the invasion of Ukraine. The 82nd paratroopers trained with various NATO armed 
forces including Poland, Estonia, Great Britain, Germany and France. He returned 
home in July 2022.  In January 2023, Nolan began Ranger School which is the US 
Army’s premier combat small unit tactics school. The Ranger course is 61 days in du-
ration and is divided into three phases: "benning," "mountain," and "florida." Many 
physical and psychological demands are required of these soldiers during this period 
of time. Nolan is a determined and focused young man. He is working hard to follow 
in the footsteps of my father, Lt. Colonel Sidney Svoboda, who served in the Army 

Airborne following the end of WW II and continued to serve until 1973, when he retired from the Army Re-
serves. Nolan proudly wears the Airborne patch and wings that belonged to my Dad. 
 

Sophie Svoboda: 22 years old. Sophie began her military journey in August 2018 
when she began college at Virginia Military Institute (VMI). She made her formal 
commitment to the United States Marine Corp in October 2021, when she was offi-
cially inducted on line, due to the pandemic. During the summer 2022 she attended 
and successfully completed Marine Corp Officers Candidate School. She graduated 
from VMI and received her commission in USMC as 2nd Lieutenant in May 2022. 
In October 2022 she reported to Marine Corps Base Quantico, Virginia to begin The 
Basic School which prepares each new officer to be an infantry platoon leader before 
moving to her specialty education. She is one of four women in her training class of 
100 officers.  
 

 

 

about:blank


 
Garrett Johnson: 22 years old. Garrett is a graduate of VMI, 
class of 2022, with a degree in Electrical Engineering. He was 
commissioned in the United States Navy as an Ensign at gradua-
tion. He is currently attending the Navy’s Nuclear Power School 
at Charleston, South Carolina with the goal being assigned to the 
submarine service. Garrett is Sophie’s husband. They were mar-
ried on December 28, 2022 in Savannah, GA. 
 
 
 
 
 

Our prayers support all service men, women and their families. Thank you for reading and listening for their 

names.  

 

 

 

Almighty God, we commend to your gracious care and 

keeping all the men and women of  our armed forces at 

home and abroad. Defend them day by day with your 

heavenly grace; strengthen them in their trials and temp-

tations; give them courage to face the perils which beset 

them; and grant them a sense of  your abiding presence 

wherever they may be; through Jesus Christ our Lord. 

Amen 
         Book of Common Prayer, pg 823 

Continued 
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PIANO LIFE 
By Richard Reid 

 
“88! GranPopPop’s a piano now,” Seth exclaimed as an engaging giggle rolled off his lips. Matt con-

templated his six-year-old great grandson with dumbstruck wonder, disregarding the arthritic stabs coursing 
through his wrinkled, outstretched hands. He had just time enough to think, “Did I know a piano has eighty-
eight keys at his age?” before the boy leaped onto the comfortable lap of the seated man. 

 
“Seth, be careful, don’t hurt GranPopPop,” his grandmother warned, as the child eluded her grasp by 

a narrow second.  
 
“It’s alright, Barbara, I’m fine,” he assured Luke’s wife as he embraced the squirming bundle of joy 

that was great grandchild number three. The child’s shaggy, golden locks reminded Matt of his son Luke’s 
hair from long ago. “Prince Valiant” he had dubbed that photo which Sarah so cherished. She had delayed 
the boy’s haircut until she could get to the photo department at Sears to better preserve a precious moment in 
time. How Matt wished Sarah could see Seth, his father Chris, Luke’s son, and Luke and Barbara, all here 
today at Silver Acres, the assisted living facility in Carney Falls. How Matt even more wished he could also 
see his beautiful bride, Sarah, who had succumbed to cancer, leaving him all too soon, almost three decades 
ago.  

“Look at you, Seth. What are they feeding you at home? You’ll be taller than your mom before you 
know it though your dad’s got nothing to worry about for a while at least” Matt said loud enough for all to 
hear.  

 
“We’re sorry we couldn’t be here last month for your birthday. I know it’s been so long since our last 

visit, Dad,” Luke began, “but coordinating everyone’s work schedules is a – “ 
 
“It’s not a problem, son,” Matt insisted. “Let’s not have any further words on that topic. I see you and 

your family often enough on Facetime, so why give the airlines all that money when it can be better-used 
saving for things, like college tuition for the children.” Matt was thinking of grandson Chris in particular 
when he said this, certain that Chris and Seth were only here today because Luke had paid for their airline 
tickets. Anne, Chris’ wife, had remained home with Cecily, great grandchild number five, the latest one. At 
seven months, it was easy to say she was too young to fly, but Matt knew that there were practical limits to 
Luke and Barbara’s largesse, particularly since his son’s home construction business, very much tied to the 
faltering economy, wasn’t doing that well now.   

 
“Your sister usually drops by every month,” Matt reminded Luke. “It’s only a three-hour roundtrip 

drive for her.” Ellie, Matt’s daughter, was always his problem child. Divorced twice, Ellie never had any 
children. An artist of modest talent with enough of a local reputation as a painter of landscapes and people to 
pay those bills that her alimony didn’t, she was living with a much younger woman, Nadine, also an artist. 
“Collages,” was the extent of Ellie’s description of the African-American woman’s art focus. Ellie seldom 
had her join in on phone calls or Facetime, always answering Matt’s usual, “How’s Nadine,” question with 
minimal words. He wondered about their living arrangements but since Ellie was so reticent to share much 
concerning her housemate, Matt decided it was best to just give Ellie the privacy she obviously needed. May-
be, he considered, she was still figuring it out herself. Anyway, having his daughter near him on her terms 
was far better than losing her completely over his.  

 
“And David and Jeanne,” Luke’s other son and daughter-in-law “get here a few times a year with 

their brood, so I hardly feel neglected. I don’t want to hear any guilt-tinged words out you, young man,” Matt 
said, gently dressing him down with love evident in his voice.  
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Early morning in The Great Range 

 

 The Garden Trailhead  

“Compared to you, old man,” Luke chuckled with his infectious smile, “most everyone is young, 
even in this place.” He was glad when his father had finally agreed to go into Silver Acres almost three years 
ago. Still in relatively good health, Matt really just needed relief from many of the downsides of living alone 
in a big house while getting very old: a long walk to the mailbox in all kinds of weather, doing laundry in the 
basement, driving a car for shopping and other chores, and the like. And what if he fell, Luke asked himself, 
knowing that Matt had repeatedly refused one of those fall alert devices. What Luke hadn’t counted on was 
moving so far away but he knew that Barbara’s chance to assume the presidency of such an important col-
lege could not be passed up.  

 
Addressing Seth, who was clearly content to be snuggling in his GranPopPop’s arms, Luke asked, 

“Do you want to tell him the news or should your dad or I do it?” 
 
“I want to tell! I want to tell!” the boy insisted. “GranPop and Granny got me a real nice new piano 

teacher, Mrs. Abraaaam . . . o . . .with.” 
 
“Abramowitz,” Luke corrected. “Beatrice Abramowitz.” 
 
“You really were able to get her to be his teacher? Then that must mean she thinks Seth is . . .  oh my 

God, I can’t believe it,” said a flabbergasted Matt! 
 
Quickly Chris, piped up. “She thinks my son is a very nice boy. She likes to teach well-behaved chil-

dren who want to learn to play the piano. It’s no big deal, right?” Looking at his grandson’s imploring face, 
hearing him mouth, “It’s no big deal,” the way he did, Matt instantly understood what Chris wanted for Seth: 
as normal a childhood as possible for a very gifted child bursting with potential. Yes, he thought, absolutely 
right. “Of course,” he assured Chris.  

 
“What did you bring me to post on my bulletin board this time,” Matt inquired. Seth’s initial response 

was silence but quickly a grin began to form, one that the boy could not quell. “Are you going to make me 
guess,” the old man asked in a voice that he was certain would tell the child that he had joined his game. 
From a broad grin to giggles was not that big a leap for any six-year-old. Seth discovered he couldn’t sup-
press them either. 

 
“Maybe if I tickle you,” Matt threatened. “Noooo!,” pleaded the squirming child as Matt gently ran 

his fingers over the boy’s tummy. “A dinosaur! A T-Rex,” an exhausted child blurted.  Pulling it from her 
bag, Barbara held it for Matt to see: a rather crudely composed sketch though still obviously a dinosaur. 
Clearly, he thought, Seth inherited my artistic talents, not Ellie’s. But where in the world did playing the pi-
ano ever come from? Perhaps it was Barbara’s family. “That’s terrific,” Matt offered. “Thank you so much 
for thinking of me.”  

 
They talked about many topics before joining Matt for lunch at one of the tables reserved for visiting 

families. As soon as Seth spied an upright piano in the corner, he quietly wandered over. Standing in front of 
it, he immediately began playing. A wave of silence washed across the large room as many people, in rapt 
amazement, stopped talking and eating to focus their attention on the music made by this small boy. That 
sounds familiar, Matt told himself. As if reading his mind, Barbara softly shared with those at the table, “It’s 
Beethoven’s ‘Turkish March’ from ‘The Ruins of Athens.’ For a six-year-old with only a few months of in-
struction, it’s absolutely astounding, a true gift from God,” the proud grandmother beamed. Upon finishing 
and turning to see the congratulating crowd focused on him, Seth ran back to the lunch table ignoring out-
stretched hands and applause that filled the room. He nestled himself in his father’s arms as several floored 
listeners came over to gush about what they witnessed. 

 
 



The executive director of Silver Acres, who was one of Seth’s well-wishers, 
took Matt and the others on a tour of the new wing that had opened since their last visit.  The plan was for 
Matt’s family to spend the night at the ski lodge, about an hour’s drive away, then Chris would be back to-
morrow to bring Matt there for a few hours. Ellie, with or without Nadine – that part was left up in the air – 
might join them for skiing that day. They’d have another day at the lodge by themselves but see Matt again 
for lunch before flying back on the fourth day.  

 
After all that had happened – unsurprisingly, Nadine had not accompanied Ellie – Matt sat in his 

room’s easy chair facing a sinking sun over skeletal trees in the distance. Rather than reflecting on the visit, a 
familiar batch of thoughts had taken over. Should he have remarried years ago when he was still relatively 
young, healthy and well-off, a real catch? Enough people were telling him that. Nonsense. None of those well-
meaning friends and family ever truly appreciated what Matt had known from the first time he realized he was 
in love with Sarah: she was the only one he would ever need to feel complete. There was still enough of Sarah 
in his heart, even after nearly thirty years, for him never to feel truly alone. Besides, at his age, surely it would 
only be a few more years until he would join her . . . somewhere.  

 
Having once again given those ponderings their time in the setting sun, Matt found his thoughts coa-

lescing on Seth. Thank God Luke and Barbara were able – and willing – to help with Seth’s lessons, especial-
ly now that Chris and Anne had a new baby. The salaries of a junior high school science teacher and a dental 
office receptionist wouldn’t stretch nearly far enough.  Matt knew that what he had put away for Seth would 
help a bit down the road. There would be more teachers, trips to competitions, special schools. A college like 
Curtis, Northwestern or Julliard doesn’t come cheap. And piano practice -- many hours a day most days with 
little time for other pursuits. He knew Chris wanted to keep a normal a life for Seth now, but there would be 
pressure and compromises. After that, then what? Disappointment over what might have been, had he only 
been good enough? Teaching music in a school or college? Or fame and fortune as a world-class pianist? An 
itinerant life: giving concerts in many big cities across the country, perhaps even the world, if he joined that 
rarified few. Marriage? Family? Raising a little trio of musical prodigies? No. Matt realized he was getting too 
silly. Well, one, perhaps, he allowed. 

 
That he was still around was a fact that Matt still found amazing. What was that quip: if I had known 

I’d live so long, I would have taken better care of myself. Compared to some in the south wing here, I’m not 
so bad off, not yet anyway, he decided. He might still have just enough time left to see Seth give his first recit-
al in a concert hall. Wouldn’t that be something, Matt mused with a gentle smile as the pale orange sun faded 
ino the enveloping clouds.  
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