
For the last 60 some years, every time one of my children or grandchildren asks me 
what gift I would like for my birthday or for Christmas, I have consistently replied, “Just a 
little peace and quiet.” Not that it has done me any good to ask. The closest I ever came 
to receiving that gift was when one daughter gave me a small pillow with those very 
words sewn into it. For years this little give-and-take has been a family joke. But, as a 
matter of fact, it is not nor has it ever been a joke. 
 
It was at Ascension that I found and continue to find a gift of “peace and quiet.” Each 
Sunday I try to arrive 10 or 15 minutes before the 10 a.m. service begins. At that time of 
day, the sanctuary is empty except perhaps for Dan Romero and a few choir members 
busily at work in the chancel. They are not even aware that I am there. 
 
I walk straight across the back of the sanctuary. At the center of the rear wall I stop at 
the awe-inspiring relief of the Madonna and Child. The two figures are highlighted by a 
modest spotlight that casts gentle shadows on the pair. It is there and then that I find 
peace and quiet. I talk softly to the Madonna while the Christ Child smiles and extends 
his hand as if to welcome me home. Everything is quiet and still—very still—as if the 
Earth had stopped in its orbit for a few brief moments. Everything is silent and peaceful. 
I am not alone. 
 
—Bill Dorn 
 
The image that comes to mind is Father Gary Horley washing my feet on Maundy 
Thursday. I expected the typical, token dip of my toes in the basin and quick towel and 
on to the next person. You know, “Feet! Gross!” I was unprepared for Father Gary’s 
soothing bath of water, massage, gentle and thorough drying all the way up to my 
ankles, and warm and gracious hug for letting him wash my feet. I was astonished. I 
then returned this marvelous gift fully to his feet.  
 
As I watched the rest of the congregation proceed, all around me a typically somber 
service was suddenly filled with gratitude, community, laughter, hugs, and serving each 
other. I left that night treasuring the sunset pouring through the stained glass window of 
the Second Coming…with a firm belief that quite possibly the kingdom of God had just 
been experienced in those precious moments of community and servanthood. 
 
Time and again, the individuals who comprise Ascension surprise me in just this way. 
They go deeper, do more, take greater care, and are willing to open up in ways that I 
never expected based upon my own outward expectations. People share their children 
with me in Sunday School and on retreats, their hopes and dreams in Community Bible 
Experience, their deepest prayers at Morning Prayer, and their wise counsel when I 
seek it out. I am pushed to enter into deeper community and to open myself more with 
each shared worship and each shared cup of coffee. 
 
Like the foot washing on Maundy Thursday, I am learning to shed outward expectations 
and to take people just as they are. The more time, effort, and attention I give in serving 
the Ascension community just as it is, the greater my own return has been in the 



relationships I have built and the lessons I have learned. Ascension has become a 
place where I can share my deepest hopes, my own faith journey, and my greatest 
losses. I walk away feeling loved, not judged. The Ascension community, for me, has 
become a place of rest, respite, refreshment, and renewal over and over, just as 
Maundy Thursday foot washing is a cyclical part of our liturgy. It’s a good place to start if 
you want to see the soul of our church.  
 
—Laura Osborne 
 
As I sit down to think of what Church of the Ascension has come to mean to me over 
the years, a flood of memories come to mind; but the one that really stayed with me was 
What would my life be without Church of the Ascension? […] 
 
The peace that I have received from being a member of this community while living in 
this turbulent world could not be so easily replaced. To be a part of a community that is 
centered on a life-long journey—not this secular world’s relentless measuring of 
temporal and disjointed moments. To be able to gather in the splendor of Church of the 
Ascension with the simple purpose of experiencing Christian fellowship in contrast to 
the pervasive consumerism found on every street corner.  
 
What would I spend to find this peace? What would I give to provide my children with 
such strength in their lives? It is the human condition to take things for granted and to 
assume that things will always be there. So I ask of each of you as I have asked of 
myself, before you make your commitment for 2016, what would you give to bring 
Ascension back if it were gone from your life? 
 
In closing, I would like to share a quote from Georges Bastille I drag around in my day 
planner as affirmation of why I do the things I do. The “Amen” is what I say when I 
finish. “Sacrifice is nothing other than the production of sacred things.” Amen. 
 
—Tison Cory 
 
 
When I leave Church of the Ascension on Sunday, I leave with a feeling of being fulfilled 
by a closeness to God and a warmth from the congregation. The service inspires me to 
be better; the fellowship after connects me to my community. I’ve looked for so long to 
find this foundation for me and my family. 
 
The ministry, the teaching, the Sunday School for my children, the wholesomeness of 
the congregation shows no judgment. We are all welcome, whether we attend every 
Sunday or not. 
 
I am thankful to be a part of the Chalice Ministry. It certainly has strengthened my faith 
and allowed me to grow closer to the church community. 
 



Sue does an amazing job with the children, providing activities for all ages. I asked what 
the church means to one of my children, and he said, “Church of the Ascension helps 
me to relate what I learn in church to my life and how to handle what comes my way.” I 
truly believe the kid’s faith is growing because of the guidance Sue and Father Lucas 
provide. 
 
Father Lucas is so approachable, open, and willing to listen. He offers ways to digest 
whatever I question regarding the Lord or coping with loss. I have grown spiritually since 
his arrival at Ascension.  
 
When I think of Ascension, I am filled with a connection, a happiness in knowing my 
family and I are growing closer to God, and a thankfulness for being embraced 
unconditionally each and every Sunday. 
 
—Molly Freeman 
 
 
I first became familiar with Church of the Ascension 25 or 30 years ago. 
 
I was raised Roman Catholic and had drifted away from the church. A friend and 
longtime parishioner of Ascension, Bill Covode, invited me to attend the 8 a.m. service 
with him before we went golfing. 
 
When I walked in, I was very attracted to the intimate space. Internally I felt the Holy 
Spirit moving in my soul. I met Father Short and felt his connection to God. I knew this 
was a good place. 
 
Through the years I’ve served as a Chalice Minister and a member of the Vestry. I’ve 
done photography for the website and was a part of the Vestry that chose Father Lucas 
as our pastor. 
 
I find Father Lucas to be a humble man full of the Holy Spirit. He has continued to 
create a church that feels like family. The joyous expressions and greetings of my fellow 
parishioners express that. 
 
I come to Church of Ascension to give thanks and praise to my God. 
 
It’s perfect for me! 
 
—Paul Abdoo   



We were welcomed with warm and engaging smiles from the moment we walked 
through Ascension’s doors, and we quickly felt exactly at home. We are at that frenetic 
stage of our lives—building careers, chasing a toddler, having a baby—where just 
managing the day-to-day requires 150% laser focus. Taking an hour to step back from 
that, to be uplifted by the music, rooted by the warm community, and reminded to 
maintain a greater social consciousness, provides a valuable touchstone for our lives.  
Those few minutes of simply standing together to sing, or taking communion side by 
side, prompts us to live for the small moments, for each other, and for those around 
us—rather than that pile of clothes on the bed or that pressing project on our desks. 
 
For us, coming to Ascension is a regular reminder that the world, and our place in it, is 
greater than our to-do list—and that giving of ourselves, in whatever capacity we can 
manage, is a worthwhile and rewarding pursuit. Taking a little time each week to reflect, 
to connect, and to relax strengthens us as a couple, as a family, and as members of the 
community. We couldn’t ask for a better place to find that time than with the community 
at Ascension.  
 
—Caroline Miner 
 
 
Being a member of Ascension means having a second family. 
 
You may not see them every week, but they will be there if you need them. They will be 
with you in the darkest times of your life but also celebrate the most joyous times in your 
life. 
 
Being a member of Ascension means having a place to go where you’ll always be safe 
and loved. […] 
 
My husband and I have only been members for four and a half years; however, in that 
time, Father Lucas has married us, baptized our two children, blessed our house, and 
come over multiple times. I’ve never had this type of relationship at any church I’ve 
been a part of. Being a part of Ascension makes us feel valued and loved.   
 
I love sharing peace during the service. Now I do go to the 8 a.m. service, but everyone 
shakes everyone’s hand. Everyone knows my name and my children’s names.  
 
I can’t talk about what I love at Ascension without talking about Oktoberfest. Where else 
do you get to break bread together and drink beer that your priest made? Only at 
Ascension! I’m glad and blessed to be a member at Ascension. 
 
—Emily Piala. 



We have attended the Episcopal Church regularly ever since we were married. We 
learned early on the concept of pledging and have participated consistency since.   
 
Simply put, Ascension is a community with a long history and commitment to be here for 
all of us and future members for years to come. Although we all attend church and 
participate in programs on a weekly basis, we depend on and take for granted that our 
clergy and staff as well as the facility will be there for us and we for each other, much 
more than on only a short-term transactional basis. Most of us depend on our 
employment and other sources of income on a longer-term basis. So, too do the people 
who serve us so well, as do our Vestry members and parishioners. 
 
Most Christian churches do not assess dues. This gives us the freedom to decide, 
based on each family’s circumstances from year to year, how much we are able to give 
in time, talent, and treasure to sustain the health of this community from whom we draw 
friends, spiritual growth, and fulfillment. We realize that we all need to do our fair share 
in the form of a pledge to keep this spirit and community alive for both ourselves and 
others in the future. The buck stops with us. 
 
—Jack Blumenthal 
 
 
Ascension is the church of my adult life and the only church my husband and children 
have ever known. I grew up at St. John’s Cathedral—a wonderful, large, church home—
that I still love to visit, but it is not my home. Decades ago, before I noticed I was in its 
shadow, I spent summers and sold Girl Scout cookies across the street from Ascension 
at the video store (now Satchel’s), antique store (now the coffee shop), and Oliver’s (still 
the same!).  
 
My now husband brought me back to the church when we got engaged, as I had 
struggled in my early 20s (I still do!) with my relationship with the church. (It was his first 
time—he was baptized at Ascension on an Easter evening not too long ago.) Our 
weekly attendance during our engagement was the beginning of my love story with the 
early service and its attendees (even though we haven’t been as consistent in recent 
years!). It was the beautiful architecture, history, and music, paired with the kindness 
and consistency of the weekly ritual that re-awakened in me a spirituality I wasn’t sure 
was really there.  
 
These days, I cherish watching my children run down the Gilpin sidewalk toward the 
nursery, with Father Lucas and Joe in the background chatting and welcoming people in 
the morning. For me, Ascension is the morning air, the quiet centering place, the smiling 
face. It is the church home and community that I didn’t know I was looking for and that I 
am thrilled to be providing for my children.  
 
Liz Doris 



Thinking back over my time at Ascension, sometimes as a regular and sometimes as an 
irregular, I see that it has taken on a different meaning depending on where I was in 
life.  
 
I began attending church at Ascension in 2003 when my wife and I were planning our 
wedding. We liked the building and the people and decided to get married here. I hadn’t 
regularly attended church as a adult prior to that, but Ascension provided a connection 
to my childhood that kept pulling me back. I took comfort in the consistency and 
familiarity of the service.  
 
As life progressed and changed, what Ascension meant to me did as well. Many 
Sundays it provided a much-needed hour of mental reflection—something that often 
took on a direction I didn’t anticipate—but I always left feeling calm and in a better 
place. As my family has grown, Ascension has taken on a new focus as our children 
grow and develop a spiritual foundation in Sunday School with Ms. Sue every week. At 
the moment, I think asking Morgan what Ascension means to her might get an answer 
along the lines of “muffins,” but thinking back, my earliest memory of church was of 
eating the best graham crackers I had ever had in the nursery of an old building at 
church…. Maybe the apple didn’t fall so far from the tree.   
 
In addition to the snacks, the after-service coffee hour has always been a good 
opportunity to catch up with the friends we have made over the years and meet new 
ones. As Ascension and I continue to grow and change as we have over the past 12 
years or so, I find myself welcoming the new meanings and significance it will take on 
for me. 
 
—Lynn Haney 
 
Even though I have lived in the neighborhood for over 50 years, I only began to attend 
Ascension within the last ten years because my family, son George and [daughter-in-
law] Christina, did.  
 
We decided on Ascension because it’s the “not-Cathedral”: no pomp and circumstance, 
just a simpler kind of worship with a lot of nice people. And there are so many things 
about “belonging” to Ascension that mean a lot to me: first and foremost Father Lucas 
has been a breath of fresh air; Dan Romero has great ambitions for our music; Sue 
Richardson has revitalized children’s programs. […] 
 
I most recently participated in the study of the New Testament (some old friends, some 
new friends). Having a Christmas Pageant is an important part of the holy season and 
involves whole families, some of whom we only see twice a year. And last but not least, 
I can walk to church (and have a delicious overpriced latte at Novo across the street). 
 
—Ellie Caulkins 
 



Because of the prayer chain, we were not alone.  
 
Many of you may know this story. In 1981, the Diocesan convention focused on 
alcoholism, and my husband and I were delegates. The keynote speaker was an 
Episcopal priest and a recovering alcoholic. The breakout sessions offered discussions 
about AA, Al-Anon, rehab programs, and the intervention process. I went to all of them. 
 
For two years, I’d been in denial about Ranald’s drinking. By the end of that convention, 
I knew I had to do something. The following Monday, I called the rehab facility at St. 
Luke’s hospital and made an appointment to learn about intervention.  
 
Two weeks later, we staged an intervention. Fr. Jim Short was there. That day, Ranald 
went into treatment and turned his life around.  
 
In the years that followed, Ranald was instrumental in negotiations for purchase of the 
St. Francis Center’s facility. He helped found the Colorado Episcopal Foundation. He 
spent two months in Africa with the Denver-based Kenya Children’s Foundation. He and 
several other parishioners played music in nursing homes. Called “The Insufferables,” 
what they lacked in ability, they made up for in enthusiasm. He taught Sunday School, 
he trained acolytes. Ascension and AA were vital in his life.  
 
On July 2, 1996, Ranald decided to trim a high branch on a tree. The ladder slipped. He 
fell. He was 72. The moment we got to Denver Health, I called the church, and 
immediately word went out to the prayer chain. At 8 p.m. that evening, my son and I 
learned Ranald couldn’t be saved. It was over. My son, who was nineteen, said, “Well, 
dad died living.” 
 
But the story didn’t end there.  
 
A nurse asked if we wanted to see Ranald. My son felt he couldn’t, but I didn’t want to 
leave him because he would be alone. At that moment, two Ascension members 
stepped off the elevator. Because of the prayer chain, word had gone out, and they felt 
they needed to come to the hospital. They stayed with my son while I went to see 
Ranald. My son was not alone.  
 
At 10 p.m. that night, Nancy Yeaman was at my front door. Her husband, Ron Reeves, 
had died suddenly in February. She was still grieving, but there she was. 
 
The next morning, Nancy Dorn showed up with ham. Diane Ipsen brought gazpacho. 
More people came. We were embraced by the Ascension community.  
 
Because of AA and his fifteen years of sobriety, Ranald’s love of the Lord, and the 
incredible community of faith at this church, he truly died living. And because of the 
prayer chain, we were not alone.   
 
—Jedeane Macdonald 


