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RUMINATIONS

Instead of one of my own feeble efforts at writing, I share with you all
one of my favorite Christmas stories. As it happens, its title mirrors
the title of our parish newsletter.
The Story of the Christmas Chimes
There was once in a faraway country where few people have ever
travelled, a wonderful great church. It stood on a high hill in the midst
of a great city; and every Sunday, as well as on sacred days like
Christmas, thousands of people climbed the hill to its great archways,
looking like lines of ants all moving in the same direction.
When you came to the building itself, you found stone columns and
dark passages, and a grand entrance leading to the main room of the
church. This room was so long that one standing at the doorway
could scarcely see to the other end, where the choir stood by the
marble altar. In the farthest corner was the organ; and this organ was
so loud, that sometimes when it played, the people for miles around
would close their shutters and prepare for a great thunderstorm.
Altogether, no such church as this was ever seen before, especially
when it was lighted up for some festival, and crowded with people,
young and old. But the strangest thing about the whole building was
the wonderful chime of bells.
At one corner of the church was a great gray tower, with ivy growing
over it as far up as one could see. I say as far as one could see,
because the tower was quite great enough to fit the great church, and
it rose so far into the sky that it was only in very fair weather that any
one claimed to be able to see the top. Even then one could not be
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Rector’s Ruminations
certain that it was in sight. Up, and up, and up climbed the
stones and the ivy; and as the men who built the church had
been dead for hundreds of years, everyone had forgotten how
high the tower was supposed to be.
Now all the people knew that at the top of the tower was a chime
of Christmas bells. They had hung there ever since the church
had been built, and were the most beautiful bells in the world.
Some thought it was because a great musician had cast them
and arranged them in their place; others said it was because of
the great height, which reached up where the air was clearest
and purest; however that might be no one who had ever heard
the chimes denied that they were the sweetest in the world.
Some described them as sounding like angels far up in the sky;
others as sounding like strange winds singing through the trees.
But the fact was that no one had heard them for years and
years. There was an old man living not far from the church who
said that his mother had spoken of hearing them when she was a little girl, and he was the only
one who was sure of as much as that. They were Christmas chimes, you see, and were not
meant to be played by men or on common days. It was the custom on Christmas Eve for all the
people to bring to the church their offerings to the Christ-Child; and when the greatest and best
offering was laid on the altar there used to come sounding through the music of the choir the
Christmas chimes far up in the tower. Some said that the wind rang them, and others, that they
were so high that the angels could set them swinging. But for many long years they had never
been heard. It was said that people had been growing less careful of their gifts for the ChristChild, and that no offering was brought great enough to deserve the music of the chimes.
Every Christmas Eve the rich people still crowded to the altar, each one trying to bring some
better gift than any other, without giving anything that he wanted for himself, and the church
was crowded with those who thought that perhaps the wonderful bells might be heard again.
But although the service was splendid, and the offerings plenty, only the roar of the wind could
be heard, far up in the stone tower.
Now, a number of miles from the city, in a little country village, where nothing could be seen of
the great church but glimpses of the tower when the weather was fine, lived a boy named
Pedro, and his little brother. They knew very little about the Christmas chimes, but they had
heard of the service in the church on Christmas Eve, and had a secret plan which they had
often talked over when by themselves, to go to see the beautiful celebration.
"Nobody can guess, Little Brother," Pedro would say; "all the fine things there are to see and
hear; and I have even heard it said that the Christ-Child sometimes comes down to bless the
service. What if we could see Him?"
The day before Christmas was bitterly cold, with a few lonely snowflakes flying in the air, and a
hard white crust on the ground. Sure enough Pedro and Little Brother were able to slip quietly
away early in the afternoon; and although the walking was hard in the frosty air, before nightfall
they had trudged so far, hand in hand, that they saw the lights of the big city just ahead of them.
Indeed they were about to enter one of the great gates in the wall that surrounded it, when they
saw something dark on the snow near their path, and stepped aside to look at it.
Continued on Next Page
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Rector’s Ruminations
It was a poor woman, who had fallen just outside the
city, too sick and tired to get in where she might have
found shelter. The soft snow made of a drift a sort of
pillow for her, and she would soon be so sound
asleep, in the wintry air, that no one could ever waken
her again. All this Pedro saw in a moment and he
knelt down beside her and tried to rouse her, even
tugging at her arm a little, as though he would have
tried to carry her away. He turned her face toward
him, so that he could rub some of the snow on it, and
when he had looked at her silently a moment he stood
up again, and said: "It's no use, Little Brother. You will
have to go on alone." "Alone?" cried Little Brother.
"And you not see the Christmas festival?" "No," said
Pedro, and he could not keep back a bit of a choking
sound in his throat. "See this poor woman. Her face
looks like the Madonna in the chapel window, and she
will freeze to death if nobody cares for her. Every one has gone to the church now, but when
you come back you can bring some one to help her. I will rub her to keep her from freezing, and
perhaps get her to eat the bun that is left in my pocket." "But I cannot bear to leave you, and go
on alone," said Little Brother. "Both of us need not miss the service," said Pedro. "and it had
better be I than you. You can easily find your way to church; and you must see and hear
everything twice, Little Brother--once for you and once for me. I am sure the Christ-Child must
know how I should love to come with you and worship Him; and oh! if you get a chance, Little
Brother, to slip up to the altar without getting in any one's way, take this little silver piece of
mine, and lay it down for my offering, when no one is looking. Do not forget where you have left
me, and forgive me for not going with you."
In this way he hurried Little Brother off to the city and winked hard to keep back the tears, as he
heard the crunching footsteps sounding farther and farther away in the twilight. It was pretty
hard to lose the music and splendour of the Christmas celebration that he had been planning for
so long, and spend the time instead in that lonely place in the snow.
The great church was a wonderful place that night. Every one said that it had never looked so
bright and beautiful before. When the organ played and the thousands of people sang, the walls
shook with the sound, and little Pedro, away outside the city wall, felt the earth tremble around
them.
At the close of the service came the procession with the offerings to be laid on the altar. Rich
men and great men marched proudly up to lay down their gifts to the Christ-Child. Some brought
wonderful jewels, some baskets of gold so heavy that they could scarcely carry them down the
aisle. A great writer laid down a book that he had been making for years and years. And last of
all walked the king of the country, hoping with all the rest to win for himself the chime of the
Christmas bells. There went a great murmur through the church as the people saw the king take
from his head the royal crown, all set with precious stones, and lay it gleaming on the altar, as
his offering to the Holy Child. "Surely," every one said, "we shall hear the bells now, for nothing
like this has ever happened before."
Continued on Page 9
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The word contemplative originates from the Old French word
contemplation, derived from the Latin contemplationem which means
'act of looking at,' from contemplari, meaning 'to gaze attentively,
observe'. Originally it meant 'to mark out a space for observation'
(as an augur would). In English, it meant 'religious musing.'
As soon as we pass the Festival of All Saints (or All Hallow’s Eve – the
night before) we move into what our culture now calls “The Holidays”.
And you can be sure that there will be the usual back and forth between
those who want to hang on to “Merry Christmas” over against those who
want cling to what they claim is the non-religious “Happy Holidays”. Oh such foolish people we are!
We forget our origins and the path of life we walk. As Evelyn Underhill put it, “We come from God.
We belong to God. We are destined for God.”
The humor for me comes from the fact that the word holiday comes from Holy Day. Just as the
word Christmas comes from Christ’s mass. So when you wish someone “Happy Holidays” you are,
in fact, saying “Happy Holy Days!”. Just saying that gets me to thinking – What are Holy Days? At
one level, I know they are days set aside for special observance of the presence of Divine Love in
special people or events. I know that something that is called Holy is set aside, dedicated for the
purposes of God. But that leads me to the question – Which days are not Holy? What does it mean
for something or a person or event to be Holy? The word Holy comes from the Old English hālig,
related to Dutch and German heilig, both of which also refer to whole. So what is it that makes
someone or something holy (wholey?). While we can set aside special times and places to honor
the Holy among us, we are not the ones that make life Holy. “We come from God. We belong to
God. We are destined for God.”
In the Contemplative life we learn how to see (not just know in our thoughts) that all of creation and
the people and the days of our lives are connected in the wholeness and holiness that Jesus knew
and taught from his very earthly beginnings. Isn’t every day permeated with the presence and activity of the Life of God?
God’s life is poured out into the whole of creation. To me, this says, that
every moment, every creature, every person, whether good or bad, difficult or easy, is filled with Divine Love. We either block that love or we
allow it to flow through us so it can be seen. We either focus so much
on our own small lives or we stand and look into the world with eyes
that see and celebrate a greater life at work than our own, even if we
don’t understand it.
I have the privilege of volunteering at Helpline House once a week. I get
to greet people from all walks of life who have humbled themselves to
ask for help. Some are folks who faces radiate gladness, joy and
thanksgiving even though their lives are challenging and difficult. Others
are self-conscious, struggling with hardship, or simply putting one foot in
front of the other to cope with their day. They are all the faces of Christ
in our midst, the Holy Ones who are mostly not seen by the rest of us.
Continued on Next Page
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They all remind me that every day is made Holy by the Holy One who
walks with us, in us, through us and all around us.
Happy Holy Days! Celebrate every day as connected to the One who
creates us and pours out Love in creation. Look for the One whose life
is being born anew in us and the whole creation every day of the year.
May Your Holidays be filled with the blessings of the Holy One,
Patricia+
Portrait of Christ by Melody Owens

Thank you to all who have already pledged. If you haven’t yet
turned in your 2016 pledge, please do so today! If you have
questions on what you pledged last year or need assistance,
contact Julie Houck at jhouck@stbbi.org or 206-842-5601 x3.
To enter your pledge now, click here: www.stbbi.org.
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In 2015, after a two year hold, we hosted four luncheons for
some special people…our own parish seniors Just Over
Youth, plus guests from 5 senior living residences on
the island. Our Deacon Dan holds weekly devotions at
those, so his “congregations” are invited. Attendance
ranged from 56 to a high of 83 in November.

Our wonderful team members:
Robin, Kathleen & Monica

Staffing such a large-scale event in November involved a
total of 28 volunteers. The “earlies”, led by Sylvia Dunning,
were willing to show up at 9am to set up the Parish Hall to
make it beautiful. Four greeters who assisted our guests
from their cars & vans into the hall keeps our congestion
under control. We count on a check-in team to make sure
everyone has a name tag, and keep attendance records for
future needs.
Margaret Atwood led the teams of servers who create a fine
dining atmosphere…caring, calm, professional. Sarina
Ames and her chef crew outdid themselves with black
bean/pumpkin/chicken chili, corn bread, and a salad that
had some guests asking for seconds. Dessert of delicious
chocolate cake was provided by Robin Cook.
The hardest-working team is certainly the clean-up crew.
The last luncheon had three courses, plus wine, punch and
assorted serving dishes. That’s a lot of dishes! But they
labored through and got over 300 dishes and glasses
washed and put away.

The fabulous Agate Passage Quartet

In the future, volunteers can sign up for just one task, or for
sequential ones to keep our staff numbers lean. They can
work just one event, or sign up for all of them. As of this
time, dates for the 2016 JOY lunches have not been set. If
you are interested in knowing more about this gracious and
well-liked program, please contact me for more information.
~ Kathleen Jennings, Chair

Joe working on his wine badge with Kathleen
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Well, maybe brunch as well. Fifty-four people have become a
part of the St. Barnabas Supper Club Tradition. Groups of 7
or 8 meet once a month for a meal, clever conversation and
fellowship. This year marks the first time we have a group
that is family-centered, to include children. This popular program has existed for years, and is a great way for new members to meet others, for singles who would like a social event
which does not require a partner, and for long-time members
to expand their acquaintances. Plus, we hear that some really special menus appear during these events, too. Requirements to join are two simple commitments: agree to host
your group when it is your turn, and commit to show up on

1 Gillian Allard
2 Clark Gudmundson
3 Anne Pell
4 Mary Barnett, David de la Vergne
6 Jason Hebert
7 Audrey Baker
9 Leslie Krantz, Jan Everts, Robin Hilderman
12 Dick Gregory
13 Rebecca Allen
15 Steve Holland, Abbey Heller
17 Harper Muma
19 Bill Good
23 Elizabeth Donnelly
25 Julie Houck
26 Candace Gudmundson
30 Ray Sheldon

1 Patrick Hodge
6 Sue Hylen, Fergus Pons
7 Stephen Jennings, Jackson McDaniel
12 Victoria Josslin
13 Charlie Christenson, Hannah Judge
15 Dan Fowler
16 Thomas Ball
17 Linda Krause, Sarah Bullock
18 Kate Godman, Stu Case, Dorothy Timma
19 Marilyn Abbott, Jacqueline Killigrew
20 Sister Mary Louise Sulonen
21 Judith McDaniel
22 Lauren Walsh, Donna Cederwall
24 John Thorne
25 Bette Angell
27 Neva Cole

MONGOLIAN QUILTING CENTER BOOTH
CHRISTMAS IN THE COUNTRY |
St. Barnabas - 3-6th December

This will be the third year for St. Barnabas
to host Christmas in the Country. There
will be a booth selling products made by
women at the Mongolian Quilting Center to
raise funds for them. Last year we raised
$2,250 and we are optimistic that we can
do the same or more this year. Please
contact Maggie Ball if you are
able to spare a couple of hours to
assist on this very busy weekend
(3 Amabile concerts and Schola/Compline Choir Evensong). Here are the volunteer time
slots:
Thursday, Dec 3 - 1:30pm at Maggie's house to load car, 2pm St. B set up | Friday, Dec 4
& Saturday Dec 5 – time slots 10-12:15, 12:15-2:45, 2:45-5pm | Sunday Dec 6 - 11am -1pm, 13pm, 3-5pm, 5pm take down. The continuing support by parishioners of this project is greatly appreciated. You may contact Maggie | maggie.quilter@gmail.com | 206-714-4789.
Thank you.
CHRISTMAS IN THE COUNTRY BAKE SALE!
St. Barnabas also holds a bake sale during this event. we need
bakers and workers to work during the event. Since we have
many parishioners assisting Maggie in the Mongolia Booth,
and several in the Amabile Choir, we need your help! Contact
Caroline Cox to sign up for the 3-day bake sale. Contact |
carosmit8@msn.com.
“Christmas in the Country, held annually the first Friday,
Saturday & Sunday of December, is Bainbridge Island's
premier winter holiday event. Launching the celebration of the
Christmas season each year since 1993, this beloved
community event supports home-based business
entrepreneurs, nonprofit organizations, artists, authors, and
musicians. Following a map, visitors will drive the winding,
tree-lined, rural roads on Bainbridge and stop at quaint historic
cottages, farms, fascinating homes hand built by the
owners, and nonprofit venues. One can experience first hand a
historical perspective of some of the early 1900 Bainbridge Island homes or meet native born
Islanders who are descendants of individuals significant to Island history. Venues are tucked deep
within tall stands of Douglas fir and cedar trees and others in various neighborhood hills and dales,
some of them built between 1910-1930 in conjunction with two large sawmills that operated on both
ends of the Island. The Christmas in the Country tour allows you to explore backwoods Bainbridge
and experience private homes and buildings while shopping for unique, handmade art, gift items,
and epicurean delights created by local and regional artists and authors.
Christmas in the Country is festive & fun!! The free, driving tour is suitable for all ages. Besides
holiday shopping that is unique and personal, there are activities for children including free pony
rides and Santa visits. We have several fascinating venues to welcome you to stop in and
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Rector’s Ruminations(Cont’d)
(Continued from Pg. 3) But still only the cold old wind was heard in
the tower and the people shook their heads; and some of them said,
as they had before, that they never really believed the story of the
chimes, and doubted if they ever rang at all.
The procession was over, and the choir began the closing hymn.
Suddenly the organist stopped playing; and everyone looked at the
old minister, who was standing by the altar, holding up his hand for
silence. Not a sound could be heard from any one in the church, but
as all the people strained their ears to listen, there came softly, but
distinctly, swinging through the air, the sound of the chimes in the
tower. So far away, and yet so clear the music seemed--so much
sweeter were the notes than anything that had been heard before,
rising and falling away up there in the sky, that the people in the
church sat for a moment as still as though something held each of them by the shoulders. Then
they all stood up together and stared straight at the altar, to see what great gift had awakened the
long silent bells.
But all that the nearest of them saw was the childish figure of Little Brother, who had crept softly
down the aisle when no one was looking, and had laid Pedro's little piece of silver on the altar.
The End

experience history, meet fascinating artists and their handmade arts & crafts, nosh on savory
foods, and enjoy festive music, activities and décor. Bathe in the fascinating charm and hominess within the classy and historic homes. Encounter Santa and his elves in the rustic coziness
of a family built barn. Enjoy the mirth of children riding a pony in a bucolic equestrian stable.
Please consider carpooling as parking is limited. For safety and to avoid traffic congestion when

2016 Locations: Lynwood
Commons | Countryman
Stables | St Barnabas
Episcopal Church | Camp
Yeomalt Cabin | Hajnalka's
Studio | Sweetlife Farm |
Hazel Creek Farm

VESTRY, COMMISSIONS &
COMMITTEES

Vestry | Dennis Tierney (Rector), Bill Galvani (Sr Warden), Kristoffer Anderson (Jr Warden)
Members | Stu Case, Sue Hylen, Ed Ellis, Jean Kellerman, Michael Lacey, Steve Schmitz &
Virginia Walker Clerk of the Vestry | Mark Morris
Treasurer | Denton Kiehle
Treasurer Emerita | Carole Hedderly-Smith
Chimes Editors | Katrina Diller & Dennis Tierney
Finance Standing Committee | Tom Beierle (chair), Denton Kiehle, Virginia Walker, Dennis
Tierney
Stewardship Standing Committee | Helene Schmitz (chair), Tim Duffy | Legacy Circle (Marite
Butners, Dorothy Foster, Lynn Whipple)]
Buildings & Grounds Standing Committee | Anne Pell & Denise Kolb (co-chairs), Fred
Meredith, Dennis Tierney
Christian Action Commission | Bill Galvani (chair), Maggie Ball, Joan Collins, Robin Cook,
Dan Fowler, Nancy Sias, Lee-ann Holland & Ric Cederwall
Pastoral Care Committee | Outreach Committee and Office of the Rector
Secret Prayer Partners (Alice Reasoner), Prayer Chain (Lee-Ann Holland),
Reiki Ministry (Sr Mary Louise Sulonen, Ric Cederwall)

Outreach Committee | Bill Galvani (chair), Maggie Ball, Joan Collins, Robin Cook, Dan
Fowler, Nancy Sias, Lee-ann Holland & Ric Cederwall | Super Supper (Laurie Fergusson & Julie
Houck), JOY Luncheon (Danielle Desaulniers & Kathleen Jennings), New Way Life Mongolian
Quilting Center (Maggie Ball), Chaplains on the Harbor (Steve & Helene Schmitz), CROP
Walk (Deena Hanke)
Christian Formation Commission | Ruth Anderson (chair), Barb Herrick, Dennis Tierney |
Sunday School (TBD), Youth Groups & Adult Education (Barbara Bolles, Dennis Tierney),
Nursery (TBD), Library (Barb Herrick)
Fellowship Commission | Sylvia Dunning (chair), Karen Carncross, Laura Carroll, Joan Collins,
Helene Schmitz, Honora Dunkak, Nancy Dysland, Roth Hafer, Kate Houchen, Kathleen & Stephen
Jennings, Jean Kellerman, Jayne Kenyon, Doug & Gigi Norwine, Jody Prongay, Alan & Alice
Reasoner, Pat & Duke Schader, Steven Schmitz | Greeters (Stephen Jennings), Welcome Table
(Randy & Linda Krause), Supper Club (Stephen & Kathleen Jennings), Newcomer Brunch (Babe
Kehres), Coffee Hour (Caroline Cox), Special Events (Sylvia Dunning)
Worship Commission | Joan Collins (chair), Su Beecham, Donna Brookfield, Dan Fowler, Paul
Roy, Nancy Tiederman, Dennis Tierney | Ushers (Brian Andvik), Liturgical Ministers (Joan Collins),
Altar Guild (Joan Collins, Honora Dunkak), Weddings (TBD), Memorial Service
Receptions (Christine Davis), Women’s Schola Nova, Compline Choir & Amabile Choir (Anne
Pell), Bread Bakers (Laurie Fergusson)

