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Good morning.  Ladeen Miller asked me to speak to you today on behalf of the 

Giving Committee – because I am a banker.  I will pause for a moment to give any 

of you who would like to, a chance to leave. 

Actually, against my training and inclination, I’m going to leave the spreadsheets 

aside and just tell you a little bit about myself and my relationship with All Saints 

by the Sea and why I feel drawn to assist financially with the mission and life of 

this parish. 

Like many of you, I come from someplace else.  In my case, that someplace else is 

New York City, where I lived for about 30 years before falling in love with Santa 

Barbara, its beauty and its climate, and moving here only a bit more than two 

years ago.  Though I was born and raised in the Roman church, I have been an 

Episcopalian for many years now.  My last parish, on Fifth Avenue, was a huge and 

surpassingly beautiful stone pile that looked like Hogwarts, had a tradition of fine 

preaching, wonderful liturgy and music, and a vibrant and intelligent and 

committed community of parishioners.  I was very happy there, and while I was 

ready to quit the big city, leaving that church was the one aspect of the move 

west about which I was probably most uncertain. 

I suppose I feared that I would find here either a stuffy, sleepy and clubby 

suburban parish or a place where people used crystals in a free-form liturgy 

accompanied only by such hymnal hits as “If I Had a Hammer” and “Kumbayah”.  

Boy, could I not have been more wrong.  From Day One my East Coast 

preconceptions were shattered, one after another.  What I did find was an 

astonishingly warm and welcoming community every bit as vibrant and intelligent 

and committed as the parish I left.  And without that certain cautious reserve that 

is the seemingly inevitable corollary to life in New York. 



It was only sometime later, in fact, that I learned All Saints had just been through 

a period of great crisis and upheaval.  Of that I have two observations:  one, you 

bear your troubles with uncommon grace; and two, you clearly possess 

tremendous reserves of strength and fidelity.  I could tell you tales of 

congregational dysfunction from my own experience that would make your blood 

curdle. 

So I have come to love this place, even with no history or attachment to it beyond 

this current interregnum.  But what makes me want to support it financially?  Not, 

I hasten to point out, because I am badgered into it by harangues from people like 

me.  I dislike asking for money (yet here I am this morning – go figure) and 

equally, I dislike being asked for money.  Indeed, in this election season, I have 

come to view Caller ID as an unalloyed blessing and one of the great advances of 

American civilization.  I certainly don’t go to church to hear speeches such as this 

and I don’t give just to obviate the need for speeches such as this.   

Rather, I suppose I give for two principal reasons: 

First – and here’s the banker bit – because it does indeed cost a lot to run this 

place in the manner to which we are accustomed and to which we aspire.  Adult 

education, inreach, outreach, the upkeep of our buildings and grounds, and not 

least, great preaching and great music are all very, very expensive.  Others do far 

more important work than I in witness to God by dedicating their time and talent 

to the mission of this place, but I feel compelled to do my part, as I am able. 

Second, and much more importantly, I think that I give as a way of saying “thank 

you.”  It’s not a matter of answering a need – though that need is a reality – but 

rather it is because I am so grateful for those things with which I have been 

blessed, freely and extravagantly and even profligately, not with any expectation 

of repayment and certainly not because of anything I did to deserve them.  And 

because I can, I want to pay it forward, as it were, so that others can experience 

what has meant so much to me – just the way it gives me pleasure and 

satisfaction when I get a friend to read a book or see a movie or listen to a piece 

of music that has profoundly affected me.  It’s why I give to the hospital in New 

York that saved my partner’s life a few years ago; it’s why I give to the college 



from which I was graduated, even though it has an endowment of something like 

$21 billion; and it’s why I give to All Saints, which has an endowment that is by 

comparison vanishingly small. 

We certainly do need the money.  It costs a good deal more to run this place than 

we take in every year, and our modest endowment is disappearing at a rapid clip.  

But I think it would be a terrible shame to cut programs and staff in order to live 

within diminished means.  This parish plays too important a role in the lives of its 

members -- of all ages and circumstances -- and in the broader community, to 

allow that to happen.  For me, personally, preaching and music and liturgy in 

particular have meant more than I can say, and I want others to know how these 

things can change their lives, as they have mine. 

I recently heard someone say that what makes Santa Barbara so unusual is that it 

is a place where so many of its residents have done extraordinary things with 

their lives.  If you have lived here a long time, you might not appreciate the truth 

of that statement.  But I can attest to it, as a newcomer, and to the fact that All 

Saints is a concentrated and lovely microcosm of that truth.  This is truly a blessed 

place, one that has and will continue to do great things for all of us fortunate 

enough to call it home, and we, in turn, for the world, if we sustain and nourish it 

– again, as we are able.  Even with the tremendous uncertainty we face now with 

a new rector arriving and a new chapter in our story about to begin, I am 

persuaded that this place will flourish in ways we cannot even yet imagine.  In 

that certainty I will do what I can to support the mission of All Saints, and I hope 

you will join me. 


