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Learning culture and learning about myself as a culture learner. 

Full disclosure is that I am an Episcopalian, and although I don’t go to church  

often, the culture is very familiar to me. Every Episcopalian/ Anglican / Church of England 

(different names, same sect) church has its own style, and I was curious about St. Michael’s.  

Since we hadn’t touched upon a church environment in any of our courses, and it  

was Easter Week, I thought about going to St. Michael’s. (Church is also a place I can sing  

my heart out without anyone noticing, or suffering too much.) 

Mary Lindquist is the Rector and could easily teach a class in active listening.  

Part of her job is to be available to everyone before and after the service. In this setting,  

our conversation happened as a matter of course.  

The church itself does an huge amount of community service and outreach: some 

examples are locally with food banks & public health services; nationally in New Orleans  

to help after Katrina; internationally in Haiti sfter the earthquake.. 

Its atmosphere is very low key. I would call it Vermontese. Some intercultural  

notes here: when women and men are referred to in St.Michael’s, the woman is mentioned  

first; and when God is referred to, it is as the one, not the he. 

Mary interjected a human connection -  with humor  - to the heart of her sermon.  

Relating her daughter’s nightmare about zombies, their being between the living and the  

dead, she spoke of how that made her think of Jesus. 

I learned that I still have a lot of questions about the whole concept of there being  
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such an idea as religion. An Episcopalian tenet is that we must use all of our faculties to  

question and examine; that our brain is a major part of our humanness, and it is our responsibility 

to use it. That it is not the church’s way to say: “this is what it is, and if you don’t agree, you 

don’t belong.” One of the reasons I joined the church was to understand how a person whose  

life has been focused on the intellect, can be part of a faith. The only evidence of religion in my 

immediate family was the Christmas idea of sharing and giving in a heartfelt, not commercial 

way. I had an aunt who made significant contributions to the field of biochemistry and was also  

a very active and stalwart Episcopalian. This combination so intrigued me, and I so loved her, 

that I felt the only way to inderstand, what was to me a dichotomy, was to join the church;  

to open myself to everything about life that I can. I am still searching. 

Through the participatory method, teaching the Giving of the Peace aspect of the  

sermon by itself, drew our classmates outward, and I felt encouraged for most in their  

struggles to heal the rifts between them. The offering of bacon-maple chips and candy didn’t 

hurt. Respecting cultural differences, I would use this exercise in a class any time I felt they  

were fairly comfortable with each other and had reached enough command of English to 

understand its significance. It’s a terrific way to open people up to new directions by  

changing a lesson in an unexpected way.
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