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 I recently had a conversation with 
someone about why I always dress in 
clerical shirt, collar, and cassock. It was an 
interesting and enlightening chat. I was 
reminded that we each have our own 
response to each other and what life 
presents to us, a response that might be 
quite different from what was intended.  
 For some, seeing a priest in a 
cassock (which was the norm prior to 
Vatican II) elicits painful reminders of their 
childhood in parochial school, and for 
others contempt, and still for others 
bemusement. Among Anglicans, wearing a 
cassock after the 1960õs usually signaled 
sectarian identity. But what does it mean to 
me, and to many of my colleagues of my 
age group and those younger, and what do 
survey after survey suggest it means to 
younger folks who were not raised with 
any religious training?   
 Rather than suggesting any form of 
sectarian bias or leanings, wearing a 
cassock always reminds me that I am a 
living symbol of the Church and of Jesus, 
the cassock saying òIõm here for you if you 
need prayer or help.ó I do quite often get 
strangers on the street, in restaurants, in 

grocery stores, 
and coffee shops 
who approach 
me for 
conversation, 
prayer, 
assistance, or 
simple curiosity. 
In other words, 

wearing a cassock serves a deeply 
evangelical purpose in the life of the 
Church and society today, a society 
unfamiliar with the sacred.  
 It reminds us that there is rhythm 
to life that is possible, a way of living in the 
world following a pattern that resonates 

through the millennia 
that there is more to 
life than being a 
consumer, a fan, and 
a name on a ballot. 
There is a life based 
on the invitation of 
Jesus to participate in 
the life of the 
kingdom of God. It 
may look strange, or 
eccentric, to be sure, 
but given the many of conversations that 
would never have happened if I was not a 
walking billboard for the Church, I am 
happy to bear the raised eyebrows or the 
contempt of a few. If only one lost soul 
finds grace, then it will have been worth it.  
 Letõs back up a little bit. Yep:  there 
it isñI used the òEó wordéEvangelical, 
Evangelism. We will come back to that 
shortly.  
 On Ascension Sunday, the Sunday 
before Pentecost, those who were present 
for worship were gifted with an 
extraordinary experience. When I spoke to 
the congregation about having early onset 
Parkinsonõs and needing the prayers of 
every person present, I asked everyone to 
come lay their hands on me, to pray for me, 
and that I be anointed with holy oil. At both 
masses, the response was more beautiful 
and precious to me than I can describe, with 
the entire congregation coming forward to 
lay hands upon me, to lay the many hands 
of Jesus upon me for healing.  
 You see, we are literally the Body of 
Christ: his hands, his feet, and his heart. 
The gentleness of the prayers and of the 
hands laid upon me, row upon row of 
hands laid on the shoulders of those in 
front of them, creating a single, beautiful, 
and holy body, open to the presence of the 
Holy Spirit flowing through us for healing 
and blessing, was perhaps the most 
concrete feeling of being loved by God that 
I have had since I was a child. 

Continued on page 3 

òAs I was receiving such love, I heard the 
voice of the Lord whisper to me that for our 
church to thrive and grow, it will look more 
and more like Ascension Sunday, a day 
when all the people of God offered 
themselves to be the hands of Jesus to each 
other and to the world. ó 



#ÁÔÈÅÄÒÁÌ !ÄÄÓ 5ÎÅØÐÅÃÔÅÄ 0ÁÇÅÓ ÔÏ ÉÔÓ 
3ÐÉÒÉÔÕÁÌ 3ÔÏÒÙ 
By Nancy Alice Morton 

Sunday, May 28, 2017, will be remembered for 

remarkable signs and wonders at the Cathedral Church 

of St. Paul in Des Moines, The people of God (aka the 

entire congregation) physically moved from praying in 

the pews to participating in the narrative of the new 

things God is showing us.  

 

Act 1, page 1: 8 Oõclock  

 Fr. Troy Beecham, Dean of the Cathedral, told 

us of a recent diagnosis of early onset Parkinsonõs 

disease. In lieu of preaching, he sat in a chair near the 

front pews and invited the congregation to come, lay 

hands on him, and pray for healing. Everyone came 

forward. Those who could, touched him. Everybody 

else put a hand on the person ahead of them forming 

prayer links reaching out in all directions. Some prayed 

aloud. Most prayed silently. Fr. Troy was anointed with 

holy oil for healing in body, mind and spirit. After a few 

moments of silence, the Eucharist continued. 

Act 1, page 2 

 The disruption started midway through 

distribution of communion. A neatly -dressed young 

woman with a backpack entered the church and 

proceeded up the center aisle. With each step she cursed 

our building calling the people in it evil, devil 

worshipers. She prophesied our destruction and 

damnation.  

 Declaring Godõs love and ours, Fr. Troy stepped 

out calmly. His repeated words, òWe love you,ó picked 

up by the congregation waiting at the altar rail, echoed 

behind him. The usher who had greeted her arrival 

stood quietly beside the woman and walked with her 

when she turned and left the sanctuary.  

 

 Fr. Troy rebuked the curse on the building and 

its people in the name of the Father, Son and Holy 

Spirit. He called a blessing upon all including our 

strange visitor. Communion resumed.  

 

Act 2: 10 Oõclock   

 The Dean repeated his request for healing 

prayer. Again the congregation, joined by the choir, 

gathered around him, praying silently or aloud in 

English or their native language. Communion 

proceeded without interruption.  

(Personal reflection:  At the coffee hour between services the 

eight oõclockers were primed to tell and share their experiences 

to friends arriving for the next service. My information about 

the second service came later in the week when I started 

asking, òWhat do you make of what happened Sunday?ó 

Most mentioned awe and astonishment. Many felt the 

presence of the Holy Spirit. Some expressed anxiety about a 

stranger with a backpack.) 

Act 3: The Next Page ð Telling Our Stories  

 (Personal Reflection:  Getting ready to write this 

article, I asked several members about the events on May 28. 

Most responded quickly from the heart. Sometimes, however, I 

heard, òI wasnõt there, tell me what happened!ó It seems to me 

the Next Pages will highlight conversations, repeating stories 

about this astonishing experience that nourish us and bind us 

as a community of faith.) 

!Î )ÎÖÉÔÁÔÉÏÎ ÔÏ #ÏÎÖÅÒÓÁÔÉÏÎ 

3ÕÎÄÁÙȟ *ÕÌÙ γȟ ÁÔ ÎÏÏÎ ÁÔ 3ÔȢ 0ÁÕÌȭÓ #ÁÔÈÅÄÒÁÌ 
 

Informal table talk in small groups over lunch with those present on May 28 
and those who were not. 
 

Fr. Troy Beecham will update his healing in progress  
 

Format: Just enough structure so story tellers and listeners can participate 
comfortably and safely.  No formal presentations. No scribe/reporter 
needed. 



&ÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ $ÅÁÎȟ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅÄ 
 As I was receiving such love, I heard the 
voice of the Lord whisper to me that for our 
church to thrive and grow, it will look more and 
more like Ascension Sunday, a day when all the 
people of God offered themselves to be the 
hands of Jesus to each other and to the world.  
 Since then, I continue to hear folks talking 
about the experience, relating their feelings of 
awe, wonder, and love. In case you might have 
missed it, it is in the telling of our precious, 
treasured experiencesñthose moments of grace 
and powerful, gentle loveñthat we discover the 
true meaning of being evangelical and of 
practicing evangelism. When we talk with each 
other, our friends, or even strangers, and tell our 
stories of wonder and awe, we are inviting them 
to come and see, and to share in that experience of 
the love of God. We have no need to change 
people, or change their minds (thatõs 
proselytization, not evangelism). We only need to 
speak from our experiences of grace, hope, and 
 
 

 
love, and invite others to share in it with us. If I 
had told any of you that in sharing your story of 
Ascension Sunday, you had become evangelists, 
would you have imagined such a thing? As we 
heard recently in the story of Abraham and Sarah 
having a baby in their old age, the visitor 
exclaimed òIs anything toowonderful for the 
Lord?!ó 
 The Spirit of the Lord has been moving 
with greater freedom among us, dear friends, and 
I can feel the hand of the Lord beginning to turn 
the page for the start of a new chapter in the story 
of the life of the good people of St. Paul and our 
shared ministry in this community.  
 My prayer is that we will continue to 
grow in our openness to the Holy Spirit, to be 
empowered as the people of God, the Body of 
Christ, and to find deep satisfaction and joy in 
learning how to tell our treasured, shared 
experiences of grace.  This is a new day for the 
people of St. Paul, an exciting new chapter, and 
wondrous invitation!  
Thanks be to God!  

0ÌÅÁÓÅ *ÏÉÎ 5Ó 7ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅ #ÅÎÔÒÁÌ #ÏÌÌÅÇÅ !ÎÎÕÁÌ 3ÕÍÍÅÒ 2ÅÕÎÉÏÎ #ÈÏÉÒ 
ÃÏÍÅÓ ÔÏ 3ÔȢ 0ÁÕÌȭÓ ÏÎ 3ÕÎÄÁÙ ΰ !ÕÇÕÓÔ ÁÔ ΫΪȡΪΪ 3ÅÒÖÉÃÅ 

Every year Central College choir members past and present gather on a summer 

Sunday for singing and reconnecting. We are pleased to include the 10:00 Mass at the 

Cathedral as part of our reunion.  Please come and enjoy the grandeur and beauty 

from this fifty -voice reunion choir.  It is a perfect Sunday to invite friends and family, 

especially folks needing a spiritual home.   The Cathedral musical and liturgical 

traditions are a treasure worth sharing.   Finally, thank you for sharing the Cathedralõs 

warmth and hospitality to our guests on this festive day.  



! .ÏÔÅ ÏÆ !ÐÐÒÅÃÉÁÔÉÏÎ ÆÒÏÍ -ÁÒË "ÁÂÃÏÃËȟ #ÁÔÈÅÄÒÁÌ /ÒÇÁÎÉÓÔ 

August will mark my one -year 
anniversary as Cathedral 
Organist.  It is hard to believe 
that a year has passed.  As I 
reflect on the year, I remember 
millions of notes that have 
graced the Cathedral walls and 
soared to the rafters.  I recall the 
hymns, anthems, voluntaries, 
and service music that have led 
us to God, to each other, and to 
the world.   I can see the warm 

smiles and hear the kind words after 
services.  The Cathedral is known for its rich, 
noble music traditions not merely as historical 
preservation, but because sacred beauty helps us 
experience the transcendence, awe, and mystery 
of God often missing in popular culture.   Music 
and liturgy at the Cathedral help us to stop and 
listen.  It has been my humble privilege and 
honor to help this Cathedral pray, sing, and 
listen for Godõs voice this past year. 
 I hope you appreciate the beauty of our 
building, this world -class pipe organ, the unique 

Anglican traditions, and St. Paulõs mission as 
much as I do.  Everyone who knows me has 
been forced to hear about the Cathedral during 
this past year.  I have enjoyed sharing the 
Cathedral with my students, alumni, family, and 
friends .  I absolutely love it here and believe we 
have a unique witness to Godõs love, joy, and 
peace.  I hope you will join me in welcoming 
people as they look for a spiritual home.  
 Please accept my sincere gratitude for 
your presence, your voices, and your 
kindness.  While I enjoy practice and 
preparation on my own, my greatest joy is 
making music with you and for you as we offer 
our divine worship.   In addition, I am grateful to 
the entire Staff, Cathedral Choir, Cathedral Arts, 
and Chapter for their welcome and 
support.   òWhen in our music God is glorified, 
and adoration leaves no room for pride, it is as 
though the whole creation cried, 
Alleluia.ó  (Fred Pratt Green)   Thanks be to God. 

In gratitude, Mark Babcock 

*ÕÌÙ 3ÅÃÏÎÄ 3ÕÎÄÁÙ "ÒÕÎÃÈ 
Our July Second Sunday Brunch will be held in the 
Undercroft on Sunday, July 9th, and we hope you will join us.  
 
A light lunch will be served.  Please RSVP to the Cathedral 
Office by Noon on Wednesday, July 5th, by calling  
515-288-7297.  Thank you! 

The Coffee Hour Fund is getting low, and 

we would really appreciate contributions 

to keep it going.  Thanks! 


