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After three years of existence, the 
Vergers' Guild of the Episcopal Church 
has had its first election since the 
Founding Officers were elected in 1989. 
Each year hence. there will be an election 
for one or two of the offices of the Guild 
Board. They will rotate on a three-year 
cycle. During the organizational meeting 
in 1989. it was decided that the positions 
of Secretary and Treasurer would serve an 
initial three-year term; the Vice President, 
a four-year term; and the President, a 
five-year term. And at that meeting, I 
was elected President; David Jette. Vice 
President: Andrew Morgret. Secretary; 
and Mark Graham, Treasurer. 1l1is new 
Board then voted to make the Host of 
each year's National Conference the 
Member-at-Large. A Chaplain would be 
appointed by the President. with consent 
of the Board, to also sit on the Board. 

This year the tenns of the Secretary and 
Treasurer expire, and so nominations and 
elections were held at the National 
Conference in St. Louis in October. 
Vince J~mg and Andy Morgret were 
elected to fill the Secretary and Tresurer 
positions. respectfully. Next year. the 
postion of Vice President will be open for 
election. 1l1ese new tenns of office will 
become effective on January I. 1993. 
Along with this year's elections, the By
Laws were also amended to make them 
consistent with this election procedure. 

I want to thank Mark Gral1am for serving 
as our first Treasurer. He has kept the 
fin~mcial records of the VGEC in good 
order. and made sure that we have stayed 
within the budgets. Mark, however, will 
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continue to be very active within the 
VGEC. I have appointed him to chair the 
Training Course Task Force, the 
committee assigned to develop a 
Training/Study Course about the vocation 
of a verger. Mark has some excellent 
thoughts and ideas that he presented to 
the Board and to the membership 
attending the October Conference. He 
will soon report in this Newsletter his 
ideas. thoughts, and plans to you. If you 
have something that you would like to 
communicate to Mark Graham concerning 
your thoughts, ideas, desires, for the 
Training Course. please write to him and 
let him know. The more input from all 
members of the VGEC, the better this 
course will be. Write to: Mark E. 
Graham, VGEC Training Course, 620 
Peachtree Street - NE. Apt #407, Atlanta 
GA 30308-2334. 

I want to thank Andy Morgret for serving 
as our first Secretary. He has ably kept 
the minutes and records of the first three 
years of developments of the VGEC. As 
a CPA, he will easily move over to the 
position of Treasurer, and keep our 
financial records in fine order. 

servitas in cultu et cultus per servitatem 
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FOURTH NATIONAL CONFERENCE 
OF THE 

VERGERS' GUILD OF THE EPISCOPAL CHURCH 

Friday, October 16, 1992 - 7:00p.m. 
Radisson Hotel - - Clayton, Missouri 

Speaker: The Rev. Dr. John G.B. Andrew, Rector, St. Thomas Church-Fifth Avenue, New York City, NY 

The. Annual Banquet of the 
Vergers' Guild of the Episcopal 
Church was one of the highlights 
of this year's National Conference. 
Conference members, spouses, and 
guests dined on cuts of thick 
Prime Rib of Beef along with 
vegetables, potatoes, salad, and 
chocolate cake. All present 
received the now traditional VGEC 
Conference Glass, etched with 
VGEC Fourth National 
Conference - Clayton Missouri -
1992 as a memento of their 
attendance and participation. 

This was also a special occasion 
for Charles Agneau, Verger 
(Retired) of Grace Cathedral in 
San Francisco, as he celebrated his 
70th birthday on this day, among 
friends and colleagues. He was 
presented with a Candle in his 
dessert, and the whole gathering 
sang "HapJJY Birthday!". Earlier 
in the day, he was also presented 
with a Card, signed by all VGEC 
members present. 

Following dinner, President 
William Gleason welcomed 
everyone to the Banquet, and 
introduced the persons sitting at 

the Head Table. He . then 
introduced to the gathering the 
Rev. C. Frederick Barbee, Vicar of 
the Church of St. Michael and St. 
George, Editor of The Anglican 
Digest, and a former student of the 
speaker, The Rev. Dr. John 
Andrew, who would not divulge 
any secrets about Father Barbee. 

The Rev. C. Frederick Barbee 

+ + + 
"When John Williams first came to me to 
inquire about having the Vergers' 
conference at the Church of St. Michael 
and St. George and asked for suggestions 
for a guest speaker, I had but one name ... 

"We are having the rare opportunity 
tonight of meeting and hearing a great 
worthy of the Anglican Communion ... 

"The Rev. John Andrew, educated at 
Oxford and Cuddesdon, has had a 
distinguished ministry -- to put it mildly. 

"He was Senior Chaplain to that blessed 
saint +Michael Ramsey when he was 
Archbishop of York and then when he 
was 1 OOth Archbishop of Canterbury ... 

"As Rector of one of the best-loved 
churches in the United States and 
throughout the world, his ministry has 
been marked by an unparalleled liturgy 
and that stands firm and solid as a rock in 
a turbulent sea of needless and unceasing 
change ... 

"And a preaching ministry that is the 
envy of Anglicans throughout the world ... 
His church is full, morning and evening ... 

"Father Andrew's preaching (and I have 
personally been guided by it since 1972 
when I first fell under his spell as a 
seminarian); his preaching, teaching, and 
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writing comes from the heart of a loving 
pastor with an imagination fired by the 
Holy Spirit he seeks to serve. He 
understru1ds with unique insight of what it 
means to 'seek ye first the kingdom of 
God.' 

"I can think of no better day to have the 
opportunity to hear Father Andrew than 
on the Feast Day of Thomas Cranmer 
[October lAJ for the beauty of holiness 
which Cnmmer bequeathed the Church 
has no finer witness than this wonderful 
man, colleague in the ministry of The 
Anglican Digest and Episcopal Book 
Club, and personal friend. 

I give you Father John Andrew!" 

+ + + 

Rev. Dr. John G.B. Andrew 
Rector, St Thomas Church-Fifth Ave. New York City 
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VALIANT VERGERS 

You do me a great honor. I have long 
regarded the Vergers of the Church as the 
real holders of power in the Cathedrals 
and Parish Churches of our countries. 
And when I look at you all I know why. 
You are the keepers of the secrets about 
the clergy. You know a lot of things 
about us and they are all F words: our 
fads and fancies, our foibles, our 
fantasies. our failings, our forgettings, our 
flamboyances, our pharisaisms, our 
faithfulnesses and our faithlessnesses. 
Funny how they all pretty well begin with 
F. The wonder and joy of it all is that 
you persist in doing good and keeping the 
Houses of God in order, as well as 
holding the reins of power. 

Like the Clergy, you have among you 
real characters. Never shall I forget in 
October 1960 when at the tender age of 
29 I was the newly-appointed Chaplain to 
+Michael Ramsey Archbishop of York-
the youngest chaplain to the Primate this 
century raw and completely 
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inexperienced, I reported to the Head 
verger of York Minster, Seth Tinsley 
within my first week on the job, because 
there was to be a consecration three days 
later of the Archdeacon of Warrington, 
Lawrence Brown, to be a Suffragan 
Bishop. Seth Tinsley had a reputation. 
He was spare, with grey hair in a crew 
cut: his wing collar and white bow tie 
gleaming over an immaculate black 
cassock. He ate Curates before breakfast, 
they said. He had seen me made Deacon 
just over four years previously at 
+Michael Ramsey's first Ordination after 
his enthronement in April 1956. He was 
not therefore likely to be impressed. The 
Diocesan Clergy were my friends and 
they gave me the respect and deference 
due to the Archbishop's Chaplain lovingly 
and unreservedly and unjealously. But 
with Seth I suspected you had to earn 
your spurs. I was right. 

He looked me up and down and 
recognized me. He was not impressed. 
Whatever made me say what I said I shall 
never know, but I heard my self saying: 
"Mr. Tinsley, /' m John Andrew the new 
Chaplain to the Archbishop. I know 
absolutely nothing and /' m wearing a 
large red L Plate" (which learner
drivers by law have to pin to the cars in 

Clockwise: Roy Harvey, Thomas Cameron, Paul Brinsden, Margaret Bennett, 
Wesley Dickmann, Ahead Martinette, and Patricia Harvey at the VGEC Annual Banquet 
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Britain). This phlegmatic Yorkshireman 
smiled and said. "First, I'm Seth. I like 
your style. Ler me show you around." 
We becrune then and there great friends, 
and I was devoted to him from that day 
to the day he died. He couldn't have 
been more thorough in his guidance of 
me. He taught me the place. He taught 
me the pace of that heavenly Minster. 
Where to stand. Where to put the 
Primatial Cross . Where the crozier stand 
was. What the steps were like. so that 
you didn't have to look down and count 
them or measure them, with heavy 
liturgical robes on. What the great silver 
gilt vessels for the Mass weighed. Where 
they went. He took me into his 
confidence. Ever thereafter, for great 
Consecrations. great celebrations, the 
wonderful Royal Wedding there on June 
8, 1961 when a local girl Katharine 
Worsley married Prince Edward. Duke of 
Kent and the whole of the Royal Family 
came there. a glance from me to Seth or 
from Seth to me made for a smooth 
Program of the Primate of England 
+Michael Archbishop of York. Seth was 
always there. always aware, silent, un
pushy. critical. to be sure, demanding of 
his colleagues who adored him despite 
their grumbks his insistence that things 
be right, that processions be on time at 
the right place. that service leaflets be 
neatly placed on chairs, that litter in that 
great Cathedral be spotted and gathered 
before the eagle-eyed Dean Eric Milner 
White spotted it tirst. 

He was. and remains. an inspiration. 
Things, even so, could go wrong. Even 
in the best families. the best houses. the 
best cathedrals. the best churches. There 
was an hilarious occasion on my first 
Christmas in York as Chaplain. On 
Christmas day the Archbishop come (or 
came. rather) to Matins in State. I say it 
like this bccaust: he processed in in Choir 
Dress, in the red coat without sleeves 
called a chimere. with, because he was an 
Archbishop a long train out the end of it. 
carried by two tiny choristers in cassock 
and surplice <md ruffs. He would change 
into Euchcu·istic vestments and mitre for 
the Ma<;s that followed at 11:30. He was 
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placed in his Nave throne, his train 
arranged by the choristers, who sat on the 
Throne steps. Very royal. Very 
dignified. Very picturesque. The 
Chaplain had a chair and prie-dieu on the 
Archbishop's left, further away from the 
congregation in the Nave. Archbishop 
+Michael was a fidget. During the 
Dean's sermon he fiddled with his feet 
and the buckles in his slippers got caught 
under the rug, under the throne. How he 
got himself into this mess, God only 
knows. I've never been able to figure it 
out. The rug was supposed to be nailed 
down, or rivetted down, to the platform 
under the throne. Perhaps the Vergers 
hadn't checked it. He got his feet fmnly 
under it. Shuffle ... shuffle.... I whispered, 

"What's the matter?" 
"''ve got my feet trapped." 
"How on earth did you do that?" 
"Don't ask me how: just get 
them free." 

I left my chair and in full view of the 
congregation I crawled on hands and 
knees in Choir Dress and Blue mantle up 
on to the platform and under the throne. 
Feet trapped like a fox in a snare. I 
pulled, and then pushed: 

"You're hurting me!" 
"I can't help that If 
you want to get your 
feet out you' ll have to 

get out of your 
slippers." 
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It took what seemed like sweaty ages 
(just a minute or two in fact) but enough 
to cause gyrations from the Archbishop in 
the throne, and much elbowing and red
faced pushing from the Chaplain, with the 
hands and knees crawl back to my chair. 

So much for rugs under thrones. 

I fared no better when we got to 
Canterbury. After the enthronement there 
in June 1961, where there was a superb 
senior verger whose name I've now 
misplaced, there was a fateful Sunday 
morning when I had received a public 
dressing down, a real humiliation, from 
the Archdeacon of Canterbury, a 
venerable figure, for something I had 
failed to do. I had failed to accord him 
and his colleagues certain rights and 
appurtenances. The Archbishop was 
standing some distance away, hearing 
everything but letting me take the fire. 

I took my place in the procession of 
Canons and Chapter, the Archbishop's 
verger in front of me, myself carrying the 
Gold Cross of Canterbury before my 
Employer. I started out still stinging with 
misery at the publica rebuke. We got to 
the Choir throne. I put the Gold Cross in 
its stand, to open the gates to the Throne. 
Everybody was standing and waiting, the 
Dean and Chapter in a line in front of the 
Throne to bow the Archbishop into it 
before taking their places in Choir. The 
throne area was piled high with hymnals 
from a big service the previous day, 
which one of the junior vergers had 
forgotten to move after clearing the 
Choir. The throne itself was piled with 
hymnals. You simply couldn't get in. I 
saw red. I picked up piles of hymnals 
and dumped them on a seat nearby in the 
Choir. I must have picked up 8 or 9 piles 
of books. They mounted up. People 
stood. The organist improvised. The 
Archbishop waited, giggling. I looked up 
at the fat Archdeacon with the last pile of 
hymnals in my hands and said: 
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"You demand your damned 
rig/us and appurtenances and 
_r•ou don't even check to see the 
Cathedral is clear and the 
throne is empty." 

Game. set and match. 

Things can go wrong. But rarely. 
wonder if any or you knew the legendary 
Dean· s V nger at Westminster Abbey. 
Algernon Greaves? If you look at the 
movie of the Coronation in 1953 you will 
see several shots of the legendary Algie. 
He was small. His hair looked as if it 
has been painted on. He was immaculate 
and polished from the crown of his head 
to his glistening boots. His white shirt 
cuffs were starched and had gold links. 
He was a dandy in his superb dark red 
and blue verger's gown; no one wore a 
gown half so grand; tassels and all. 
Nobody was in <my doubt about Algie's 
pre-eminence in the existence of 
vergerdom. He was quiet. laconic. and 
extremely funny. He was my great friend 
in the frequent dealing we had to have 
with the Ahhey from Lambeth Palace, 
where +Michael Ramsey lived as 
Archbishop of Canterbury. 

Algie, like all of us, had a thorn in his 
side. This particular thorn was an 
eccentric spinster of great birth and 
breeding whose eccentricities took over as 
she neared the sixties. She lived nearby. 
so her appe<mmces at the daily Abbey 
Services were frequent; one might say. 
ever-present. She occupied the same seat. 
in the lantern -- the area beyond the choir 
stalls berorc the chancel steps began -
and her well-bred voice cut like a knife 
through vast congregations. She always 
jumped in with the "Amen" before 
anybody else had realized a particular 
prayer was over. She would turn in her 
seat side-to-side. and behind her. glaring 
with a gorgon face of disapproval and 
scornful superiority upon her neighbors. 
regulars m1d visitors alike. She was 
thoroughly alarming and the unfortunate 
next to her had no place to leave to. 
They were trapped. 
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She abominated Algie. And she picked 
on him persistently. He once dropped his 
bunch of keys on the stone floor as she 
advanced upon him. With the Abbey full 
of congregation she said, 

"You'll do that once too often, 
Greaves!" 

I was there and I saw question marks 
growing over everybody's heads. Mad as 
a hatter. Poor Algie. 

But poor Algie had the Abbey running 
like a Patek Philippe watch. Silently, 
punctually, meticulously: processions 
were formed, elaborate ceremonies of 
state were celebrated. Algie could "see" 
all these details in his mind's eye. He 
could cope with the highest in the land 
and the leaders of Europe. The 
unforgettable 90Q'h Anniversary 
Thanksgiving on the Feast of the Holy 
Innocents. December 19, 1966. when the 
Abbey glimmered in the television lights 
like a jewel, when the Dean and Chapter 
appeared in the fine new copes made for 
that service, when the whole Royal 
Family appeared, with faces as cross as 
pigs at having their Christmas vacation in 
Sandringham disturbed by having to come 
back into London -- the Queen with a 
face like thunder -- didn't deter Algie for 
a single minute. He coaxed her into a 
contented smile with his good manners as 
he arranged the Queen's procession with 
the Precentor. He looked among the best 
dressed of the lot. It was a tour de force, 
in every sense of that term. 

And then, in the first days of my curacy 
back in 1956, now nearly 40 years ago, in 
the little East Coast fishing town of 
Redcar. a blue-collar area next to the 
great steel-working city of 
Middlesbrough, there was an ugly, square, 
graceless. squat stone parish church of St. 
Peter to which I was licensed under the 
famous slave-driver Canon Harold 
Hammersley. Ham was a bit of a saint as 
well as a slave-driver. He had a verger 
called Leslie; a local and a character par 
excellence; a rough and ready Mr. Fixit 
with a quick tongue and a smart answer 
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sometimes with an F in it when he forgot 
himself. There was no sophistication in 
Redcar. His interventions in the liturgy 
were hilarious. His "Geordie" 
background was divided between the 
steelworks and the fishing boats which 
plied their trade from the harbour. Beer
eyes and beer-nose; no teeth to speak of, 
he could send grumblers and complainers 
packing, and he was with all his quirks 
and awkwardnesses surprisingly devout. 
His loud singing voice disturbed the 
whole -- and enormous -- congregation. 
The church was the liveliest for miles 
around and people packed the place. He 
could still be heard singing above an 
overflow crowd. His appearance left a lot 
to be desired, from a slap-dash shave to 
boots which had never seen a brush and 
the same clothes which have never smelt 
the cleaner's fluid. Calamities occurred 
in that poor church but he was a great 
patcher-up and a great improvisor. And 
a great and outspoken critic of curates' 
sermons. He had his own ideas and we 
were treated to them, whether we invited 
them or not. And that went from the 
rector to the Wardens down to the 
smallest boy chorister. I would not have 
missed the fun and the hard work of that 
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place for all the tea in China. He got it 
into his head that he would make a good 
layreader. He did. He was superb at it. 
To hear his loud voice conduct the 
morning and evening office with the row 
of clergy like crows on a branch in front 
of him obediently making the responses 
was something I'll never forget. It was a 
religious experience, because Leslie was 
a believer. He would take issue with 
anybody, no matter who. But he never 
questioned what God said and wanted. 

And then there was old John in my 
former parish of Preston. He could just 
about write his name. He possessed 
nothing. lived on next to nothing, saved 
up week by week to make at 
Christmastime exquisite Christmas cakes 
which he gave to us; he would watch our 
faces to see if we liked them and we 
always did: he was a genius as a baker. 
He loved his parish church. worked in it 
as Assistant Verger and Sacristan. 
scrubbed it. polished the brasses until they 
gasped at his approach with the polishing 
rag, delighted in the liturgies and in his 
part in them. carrying the pole; cried like 
a child for a whole morning when his leg, 
injured in the First World War, rendered 
him unable to walk and work again and 
he had to resign. He was a child of God. 
a trusting. smiling friend of God. They 
had a marvelous relationship and he 
allowed me to share in it: it made God's 
reality alarmingly alive for me. I saw 
God in his eyes. He was blessed: he was 
pure in heru·t. He saw God ru1d we knew 
it. 

There is one marvelous quality all these 
men shared. Seth. the Head Verger at 
Canterbury. Algie. Leslie. old John: real 
commitment to the place, to the job. to 
their colleagues. and to their employer. 
To God. Tv God. 

I want to add a sixth name: the name of 
my friend and present colleague who alas 
couldn't come with me tonight: Morgan 
Holman. Morgan is what you call a piece 
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of work. He stands politically a little to 
the right of King Louis XIV. He doesn't 
think that you can improve much on the 
Tudor language of Cranmer. He is at 
odds with the Church over its decision to 
allow women into priesthood. He stands 
with a face full of surprise and utter 
incredulity when the choir sings any 
music composed later than Stanford in the 
early part of this century. He has the 
most marvelous courtesy coupled with the 
wickedest twinkle in any pair of eyes I've 
ever come across. He has a theatrical 
background and sees liturgy through those 
spectacles. He has a mean swing with 
the incense pot, and a very imposing 
presence as he verges me up the aisle, the 
tall silver and enamelled pole in his hand. 
Dignity. He invented it. 

He invented lots of other things as well. 
He is a charming host to the visitors and 
the best tour guide the church has ever 
had. People queue to join his full-scale 
tours. They take a lot over an hour and 
much climbing up and down is involved. 
People are invited and encouraged to 
wear rough clothes if they want the 
$64.00 tour. He has every statue -- and 
we have hundreds in our reredos and 
around the pulpit -- memorized. He is a 
walking ecclesiastical reference book. He 
is elegant. He likes to dress up. So we 
dress him up. 

In scarlet, usually; black for Lent; purple 
for Advent. His black gown has the 
church's arms on it, and your badge. He 
takes great pride in the vested appearance 
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of his rector and sees to it that a freshly 
pressed surplice is laid out for each 
office. I want immediately to add that 
this is entirely on his initiative. Our lives 
are ruled genially and gently but firmly 
towards excellence. It's all he cares 
about. Whether it's the sound system; or 
the hang of the altar frontal, or the 
candle-trim, or the meticulous records (he 
is our archivist) he knows here everything 
is: he can lay his hands on registers and 
chasubles, on transfers in and out; it's all 
the same -- he wants excellence: he is 
hard on the untidy and the slob. 
Moreover he keeps up a happy loud 
disputation with the Vicar with whom he 
has worked closely long over a decade. 
The sound of those two going at it 
amicably but accurately with no quarter 
given and none expected -- keeps me 
cheerful. The two friends are devoted to 
God and to excellence and to St. Thomas 
and the people and each other. He is a 
lesson to me, and he is a close and valued 
friend and a generous and amusing 
companion. I wish he were here -- but 
then I couldn't have talked like this. 

My friends, Valiant Vergers I call you-
you and I have a difficult series of jobs to 
do. God knows which are the most 
difficult, yours or mine. All I can say is 
that we share the same mountaintop to 
climb: excellence in the service of God. 
Paul it is who tell us: 

"hold fast to that which is good". 

Remember that some folks are intimidated 
by standards. They prefer settling for the 
mediocre in standards of everything. 
Stick to standards, even when they may 
be a rebuke to clergy and congregations 
alike. Be prepared to be put down as 
elitist, snobbish, persnickety. And still 
stick to your standards. Shame them into 
realizing where you came from and where 
you are determined that you, and the, 
should go. 

For twenty years in New York I have 
been committed to tlle pursuit of the 
excellent in worship and music and 
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preaching and pastoral care -- and the 
care of those who make all these things 
happen. I am known as the champion of 
organists and Church musiciru1s and their 
remuneration. I want to tell you that I 
would like to go down in St. TI10rnas 
history as your Ji·iend ru1d encourager too. 
Because I couldn't do what I do without 
you! 

+ + + 

Preached by THE REVEREND JOHN G.B. 
ANDREW, D.D., Rector of St. Thomas 
Church Fifth Avenue, New York City, New 
York, on Friday, 16 October 1992 at the 
Annual VGEC Banquet held at the 
Radisson Hotel-Clayton, during the 
FOURTH NATIONAL CONFERENCE OF 
THE . VERGERS ' GUILD OF THE 
EPISCOPAL CHURCH in the Church of 
St. Michael and St. George's, Clayton, 
Missouri. 
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MORE 4TH VGEC CONFERENCE HIGHLIGHTS 

VERGERS' GUILD OF THE EPISCOPAL CHURCH 



December 1992 

I want to wish each of you a 
very blessed and prayerful 
1992 Season of Advent as we 
await the celebration of the 
birth of Our Lord, Jesus 
Christ on Christmas Day. 
May each of you also have a 
very happy and Joyous 
Christmastide, and many 
prosperous blessings as we 
begin a new year and new 
events in 1993. 
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I want to remind you to send 
in your renewal for 
membership in the 
VERGERS' GUILD OF THE 
EflSCOPAL CHURCH fur 
1993. It is important to the 
VGEC that your membership 
is paid as soon as possible so 
that we can count on your 
support for 1993, and know 
what we will have to work 
with for our budget. 
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