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Reflection in the Fog—by Sister Ann Roe 

Some Days—a Devotional by Mother Rachael 

It is wintertime, dark and cold as 
I drive to work. There is one 
stretch of road that has no 
streetlamps, and as I drive into 
a patch of fog, it seems that I 
can only see a few feet ahead. 
My headlights seem dim. I strain 
my eyes, trying to peer through 
the grey unknown. 

Later, I am at work, safe and 
sound. The thought strikes me 
that I have spent a great deal of 
my life in the dark. I can only 
see so far into the future, and 
for the most part, up until God 
caught me, I invariably expected 

the worst case scenario of any 
situation. And nothing ever 
turned out the way I imagined. 

We cannot 
see God’s 
plan for us 
except in 
hindsight. 
Now I look 
back and it’s 
so obvious 
His hand 
was guiding 
me through 

the whole time. We little hu-
mans can’t see the future. We 

only have the present, and while 
we give that mental assent, we 
still think we can control the out-
come of our wishes and 
dreams. I can only see at best, 
what I will prepare for supper—
but even then, biscuits burn, 
saucepans explode with what 
was supposed to be Béchamel. 

How funny it is that we strain so 

hard to prove we know best, to 

peer through the fog. By God‘s 

grace and love, we are on the 

road to Him. Don’t worry!  

Some days God designs with 
clouds and rain or even snow; 
some days He makes the sun 
shine on tree and earth and 
sea. Some days the wind blows 
through the pine and I am re-
minded of the ocean and the 
whisper of waves along the 
shore. Some days God puts me 
where I need to be, and I don’t 
want to be, but at night, I find I 
am tired for the wonder the day 
has held, or not tired from the 
lack of paying attention to the 
Word and my wandering mind 
escapes me. 

Some days God sits the stars in 
the skies in just such a way that 
I can hide behind my hand and 
He (or so I like to think) won’t 
see me. Some days I want to 
stand on the top of every moun-
tain and look far and wide and 
think I can see much farther, 
into the homes of those I love, 
and those I don’t know, will find 
that most rare pearl among the 
cracks and crags of the sand; 
love and no one will go to bed 

alone. 

Some days the Word is alive; it 
always is, but it is me who only 
hears what I choose and see 
only what I choose to see. 
Some days the Word is a river 
rising up in my soul and I am 
held captive 
by the light 
pouring from 
the clouds and 
misting the 
ground like 
dew. Some 
days all I can 
think to say is: 
Thank you 
God, Amen. 

When I was a 
little girl, some 
days were the best days; why? 
All the rainbows I could count 
were before me in mirages on 
the road, and one real one 
would blanket the skies. There 
were dandelions, I now know 
them as ‘wishes’, to many to 
count. There were blades of 

grass that made a whistle; and 
puddles to leap and jump in. 
Some days back then were the 
best of times, and as an adult; 
some days come back around.  

These are those some days; 
when an old friend pops up; 
when a child who is shy, speaks 
and plays; when a mother be-
comes a grandmother and when 
a dad begins to taste being 
alone, and is not afraid. Some 
days are always days where 
God meets me more than half 
way and I meet Him and we 
speak like an old friend to an old 
friend and life is brighter. 

Some days love is a fire held in 

God’s palm against the back 

drop of snow on a far mountain 

peak. All my life I long for some 

days, but today I am content 

with now, because it is all I have 

and tomorrow will be, another 

‘some day and God will lead me 

through it with love. Amen. 

With the Easter 
Season quickly 
approaching, I 

think it would be 
nice if each of 
you/some of 

you would share  
your parish’s 
plans to cele-

brate this won-
derful time of 

the church year.  
I realize it might 

be a pretty 
standard story, 

but I bet each of 
you has your 
own special 
touch to ob-

serve this most 
holy celebration.  
Let’s put it out 
there for all to 

enjoy!! 

Minott 
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Waiting in Line—Deacon Darren Hayes 

January is over and we are part way 
into February, yet my mind seems to 
be stuck in some other month thinking 
that there is more time to get things 
done than there really is.  As I sit here 
and write this I am playing over the last 
few months that have taken place and 
they seem to play over and over inside 
my head.  The song on the radio play-
ing is Imagine Dragons, “It’s Time.”  At 
this precise moment I have an idea of 
what I want to put down in words yet it 
isn’t flowing as easy as you would 
seem to think.  So let me go back a 
few months to December. 
 
Specifically to December 23, 2013.  I 
was rushing to get ready for Christ-
mas….okay not exactly.   In fact the 
way the day turned out was me waking 
up and regretting the fight I had with 
my partner the day before.  You ever 
have one of those moments where you 
replay every little detail that you 
shouldn’t have said and you play it 
over and over in your head so you al-
ready “know that this day is going to be 
worse than the last.”   It was one of 
those days. 
 
I had heard about the fact that gay 
couples had been turned away on the 
21

st
 the Saturday before.   I knew that 

there was a plan to reopen doors for 
people to come and once again stand 
in line to get their marriage licenses.   I 
can’t say that was exactly my plan at 
the time.  Actually I am pretty sure my 
head was not even thinking about that 
at all. 
 
In fact my day seemed like it was going 
to be occupied with work and that was 
what I planned to go out and do.   I 
knew that other Clergy even from our 
own congregation were planning to go 
out and officiate for individuals who 
had received their license to race 
against a potential stay that was going 
to be put into place.  I was even asked 
to join them because after all it would 
be a historical event. 
 
It was where I saw myself being, where 
I knew that we should be, both me and 

Cody instead my mind went back to 
the work that we had for the day.  The 
day was already planned out and we 
knew that it needed to be done.  Yet 
we were both asked by Bishop James 
Wesley Morgan Jr if we were going to 
be there and if we was going to be able 
to help officiate then his question 
changed to if we were going to go wait 
in line. 
 
We ask ourselves silly questions 
sometimes in the oddest of times, and 
your mind can wander from one simple 
question.  So, all these questions 
formed after just the one question was 
asked. So it wasn’t an immediate an-
swer.  When we had talked about it 
originally we decided not to the day 
before.  Of course we weren’t exactly 
getting along the day before. Cody fi-
nally came in and asked what I 
thought, so I knew he had been asked 
the same question.  “We should be 
there at least to help officiate and sup-
port others.”  This was my first re-
sponse well simply because I thought 
that was what he meant.  We had al-
ready said no about waiting in line.  He 
said “No, what do you think about us 
going in line” 
 
I just stared at him and more thoughts 
started running through my head.  I 
was already regretting what I myself 
had said the night before,  I didn’t feel 
like I was meant to be with Cody at that 
moment in fact I felt as if he could be in 
such a better place at that moment of 
time if I was somewhere else, then all 
the thoughts stopped. 
 
“Why do you doubt yourself,  why do 
you put so much hatred and anger to-
ward yourself,  you have been with 
each other this long, do you not think 
there was a reason that you were 
brought together, do you want to deny 
that and not complete that portion of 
your life,  there is a reason you are 
together.” 
 
Doubt.   Doubt, something that seems 
to find its way into my thoughts all too 
often and on so many questions.  So 

this was one moment where I listened 
to the voice and said “Yes, of course 
we can stand in line, you know it’s go-
ing to be more than that.  I want to be 
able to help bring together others who 
got there license as well. “ 
 
“I already know that it’s part of what 
you are supposed to be doing.” 
 
Have you ever seen The Pajama 
Game?   In the film/musical there is a 
song called “Racing With the Clock.”  
This is the song that instantly started 
playing in my head while we were get-
ting ready to leave.  Over and Over  : 
 
Hurry up, hurry up, hurry up, hurry up 
Can't waste time, can't waste time, 
can't waste time, can't waste time 
When you're racing with the clock 
When you're racing with the clock 
And the second hand doesn't under-
stand 
That your back may break and your 
fingers ache 
And your constitution isn't made of rock 
It's a losing race when you're racing 
with the 
Racing, racing, racing with the clock 
 
Once I was ready I finally started 
laughing at the fact that it was the song 
stuck in my head.   I never thought 
something from a musical in high 
school would just start up in my head 
luckily it was the movie version sooo 
much better. 
 
We were ready to go.  We got down to 
the government and we were like awe-
some the line is gone there won’t be a 
long wait.  After all we weren’t there 
like everyone else that had been wait-
ing since the night before and six thirty 
in the morning, then we got into the 
building and we were wrong…there 
was a line wrapped through the hall-
ways.   It was interesting making our 
way to the back of the line.   It was not 
just same sex couples there were 
straight couples as well several actual-
ly. 
 
Continued on Page 3 
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If you wish to have an article 
or news item included in  OC-
COA Newsletter, please con-
tact Bishop Jim Morgan or Mr. 
Minott Gaillard.  This is just an 
attempt to share with each 
other and give us a chance to 
“promote”  each other when 
someone does something 
good that we’d like to copy—
or tries something that doesn’t 
work—and we won’t try that—
bottom line, we’d just like to 
open communication chan-
nels—share lessons 
learned—share our bless-
ings. Minott is at 
wmg937@aol.com.  Please 
submit articles  no later than 
the 15th of the month. 

Finally in the back of the line we spoke to 
the couple in front of us who ended up 
being a couple that knew someone from 
our Parish.  We spoke to them for some 
time about the church and about how 
they had been meaning to come that 
they hadn’t had the chance to do so yet.  
I gave them a card and told them they 
were more than welcome to come to any 
of the masses. 
 
Since we were in line I told Cody I was 
going to go through the line and talk with 
people for a few minutes about Glory to 
God and about coming across the street 
where they were doing the weddings for 
couples I even told the straight couples 
one that really thought about it for some 
time. 
 
It went well most of the people were very 
receptive about what I had to say and 
about taking the cards that I was handing 
out to them.   No one was rude and eve-
ryone seemed in good spirit about it 
even if not every person took a card. 
 
When I got back we had gained more 
people behind us in line.  So I spoke to 
them as well especially to the young cou-
ple behind us who had to travel down 
from up north because another location 
had refused to open their doors at all.  
This couple was straight.  I talked with 
them about how that made them feel and 
they were hurt. They said they didn’t un-
derstand why they didn’t open.  I said 
because they aren’t thinking clearly. 
 
We spent some time talking.  They were 
getting married in the LDS temple.  In 
fact, they spoke more with Cody than 
with me.  I was more of the listener in 
this conversation which is fine.  It had 
some great moments.  Especially when 
Cody mentioned things and the girl total-
ly went along with thinking she knew 
what he meant. 
 
When we finally got to the end of the line 
to get the license they were putting away 
cameras.  Yes, we had avoided expo-
sure in the media this is great.  This is so 
low key.  We would have something later 
to celebrate with people so that they did-
n’t feel like we had left them out of any-
thing. 
 

We had our License!   Cody was the 
Groom…and well I was the Bride… Hey 
wait a second…   This was hilarious to 
me. Oh well technically we are the Bride 
as a whole, so I just went with it and 
when people asked that was my re-
sponse…after all it is accurate yet still 
funny. 
 
Time to head over to the Hampton Inn 
and get married.  We had placed Bishop 
Jim as our 
officiate  so 
even if he 
was busy we 
were at that 
point deter-
mined to wait 
for him.  We 
were trying to 
get my sister 
there, howev-
er, there was-
n’t time, and 
Bishop Jim 
was already 
pulling us 
aside to marry us.  It was not long 
though it seemed to last forever and I 
didn’t even know that our friend Deacon 
Joseph, Jims husband, was standing 
behind us.  It was a great experience 
and it was great to be able to have them 
both there.  I wouldn’t have had it any 
other way….well except family and 
friends again that will come later. 
 
Now it was time to switch roles and start 
helping with the couples that were be-
hind us in line and that in itself was an 
amazing experience.  Almost every cou-
ple I officiated for had been together for 
eight years or longer and they had great 
stories to tell.  My sister finally arrived 
and was even a witness for them as was 
Cody. 
 
One of the couples had given me a fold-
ed up bill something that I was not ex-
pecting at all and asked them if they 
would take it back, but they insisted that I 
keep it.   It ended up being a hundred 
dollars and was very much needed to 
finish some miscellaneous projects, so 
that was very unexpected and thank God 
for that and for the opportunity of being a 
part of that moment in history and to be a 
part of those couples’ experiences and 

my own.  The whole thing was filled with 
so much love.  Love that I know God 
approves.  I thank God for opening peo-
ples’ eyes and allowing this to take 
place.  His presence in the room was 
very obvious. After all He is Love. 
 
When we finally got home and the next 
few days went by we began to discover 
we didn’t avoid the cameras at all.  Yet 
we were both fine with it and more and 

more pictures came out 
for two people coming 
into the last of the line at 
that time and being to-
wards the end we sure 
were appearing every-
where in the news.   We 
eventually just saw it as 
God wanting people to 
see what we had experi-
enced and for some rea-
son wanted us to be 
seen by more people .  A 
higher power intervening.  
After all God works in 
mysterious ways. 

Waiting in Line—Deacon Darren Hayes, Cont’d from Page 2 
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Editorial Regarding The History of the Anglican Church (Part 2) —  
by Bishop Richard L. Mence 

Following the establishment of 
Magna Carta the power of the 
Archbishops of Canter-
bury lessened and the 
powers of the kings in-
creased.  From the late 
14th Century conflict be-
tween the powerful 
houses of England gave 
rise to the War of the 
Roses.  Here the church 
was used as a pawn by 
both sides.  As this con-
flict rose there also 
came into being rumblings within 
the English Church which brought 
the attention of the pope into play.   
During the reigns of King John and 
King Henry III (1199-1272 CE)  the 
kings found themselves dependent 
upon and subservient to the See of 
Rome.  This position slowly 
changed over the years.  There 
was machinery in place for kings to 
take stronger and stronger influ-
ence regarding the appointment of 
bishops in their domains which was 
reflected not only in the relationship 
with the Church but with regards to 
the attitude of Parliament toward 
the position of the state relative to 
the Holy See.  Parliament exer-
cised its power with legislation dur-
ing the reigns of Edward III and 
Richard II (1327-1399 CE)  reduc-
ing the temporal authority of the 
Roman Pontiff significantly.  From 
1309-1377 (CE) the popes were 
exiled from Rome to Avignon and 
believed to be pawns of the French 
king who was constantly at odds 
with England for a variety of rea-
sons.  During these reigns there 
were often rival claimants to the 
papal throne where nations would 
split their loyalties between one or 
another of these co-existing pon-
tiffs to suit their political needs.  
Also, during the reigns of Richard 

II, Henry IV and Henry V (1377-
1413 CE) the Lollard heresy had to 

be dealt with.  The loyalty 
of the commons to the 
Church was becoming 
more fragile due to these 
and other causes so 
when a hero arose to criti-
cize the Church for faults 
and abuses the rulers 
saw the possibility of the 
undermining of the au-
thority of the temporal 
rulers.  By the end of the 

reign of Henry V (1399-1413 CE) 
this heresy was almost entirely 
suppressed.   

One can see that slowly but surely 
the power and influence of the Ro-
man Church was becoming eroded 
from a variety of influence both in-
ternal within the kingdom of Eng-
land and externally because of 
causes previously mentioned.  The 
War of the Roses ground on until 
the Battle of Bosworth Field and 
the reign of the Tudors began 
(1485 CE).  Here the church would 
become more an instrument of the 
state while the Archbishop of Can-
terbury was more a member of the 
Council than the Sheppard of 
Men’s Souls.  Part of this was due 
to the instability of the incumbent 
and the power of the electors at 
Canterbury to have their election 
stand.  Between the reigns of King 
John (1199 CE ) and the end of 
Henry VIII’s reign (1547 CE) the 
election of ten Archbishops of Can-
terbury were quashed or the in-
cumbent was excommunicated by 
the Roman pope.   By the coming 
of Henry VIII (1509-1547 CE) ties 
to Rome were more from force of 
habit than devotion and the political 
forces bearing on the continued 
rule of Tudor monarchs became 

more critical than satisfying the ex-
pectations of a Roman Pontiff thou-
sands of miles away who had no 
qualms in interfering with the oper-
ations of the English Church and 
appointing foreigners to English 
sees.  What loomed on the horizon 
was the Reformation of which Eng-
land was a significant part.  This 
will be discussed in more detail in 
the next essay in this series.   

It should be noted that I failed to 
include a bibliography of refer-
ences that I have employed during 
these writings, and so I have in-
cluded one here.     

The following books and other refer-
ences have been used to develop an 
historical perspective for this series of 
essays.   

Historical Atlas of Great Britain, Edited 
by Falkus, M.,  Gillingham, J., Cresent 
Books, NYC, NY.  l987. 

Crusades, Oldenburg, Zoe., l962. 

Historical Atals of the World, Barnes and 
Noble, Inc., NYC, NY.  l962. 

History of the English Speaking Peoples, 
Vol. I, 2., Churchill, Winston  S.,  
l936. 

Official Baronage of England, Vol II, 
Doyle, James E., 1889. 

Encyclopedia Britannica, Vols 16, 22. 

Dictionary of National Biography, 

The Magnificent Century 

The Three Edwards 

 All by Thomas Costain 

Oxford Illustrated History of the British 
Monarchy, Edited by John Cannon and 
Ralph Griffiths,  Oxford University Press, 
1989.   

 Oxford Dictionary of the Christian 
Church, Edited by F.L. Cross and the 3d 
Edition by E. A. Livingstone, 1997 

Story of Civilization;  Vol IV-the Age of 
Faith, Vol V-the Renaissance, Will Du-
rant, 1952, 1953.   


