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UPCOMING PRAYER BOOK 
HOLY DAYS:
Jan. 6th - Epiphany
Holy Communion at 10:00 a.m.

Jan. 25th - Conversion of St. 
Paul
Holy Communion at 10:00 a.m.

Jan. 30th - St. Charles the 
Martyr
Holy Communion at 10:00 a.m.

Feb. 2nd - Purification of 
the BVM
Holy Communion at 10:00 a.m.

Feb. 22nd - Ash Wednesday
Holy Communion at 10:00 a.m. & 
6:30 p.m.

Feb. 24th - St. Matthias
Holy Communion at 10:00 a.m.

Mar. 1st & 3rd - Ember Days
Holy Communion at 10:00 a.m.

Please see the parish website for the 
complete list of Sunday and Holy Day 
services offered each month.

www.saintalbansjoppa.org 

My dear People:
Happy new year to al! I hope each of you feel hopeful and positive about 

the new year, and that the Lord richly blesses you in 2023 and beyond. I thank 
you for being part of Saint Alban’s and for all that you bring to our parish 
community. It is a privilege and pleasure to serve as your pastor. As I write this 
the final items have been submitted to Harford County for our building project, 
and we have meeting planned with our phenomenal landscapers, Superior Touch 
Lawncare, about a landscaping proposal for the parking and stormwater 
management phase of the project. We had a lovely Epiphany service and dinner 
on January 6th. Our next parish dinner is going to be Shrove Tuesday (February 
21st) at 6:30 p.m. It will be a potluck supper, so please come on out and join us, 
and sign up to bring something if you can. These dinners are a great way to get 
to know the people in your parish family. Shrove Tuesday itself is not a holy day. 
It is always the day before Ash Wednesday, which is the first day of Lent. The 
name comes from the word ‘shrive’ or ‘shriven’, which means ‘forgive’ or ‘to be 
forgiven.’ In other traditions it is called “Mardi Gras’ which means ‘Fat Tuesday.’ 
That is because rich, fatty foods were consumed by this day before the lenten 
fast. (Only later did it come to be associated with the hideous reveling we see in 
New Orleans and other places on this day.)  But getting back now to the English 
tradition… The days before Lent are sometimes called “Shrovetide” because it 
was traditional to make go to confession, where our sins are confessed and 
forgiven, before the beginning of Lent, so we may begin that season with pure 
hearts and minds, ready to receive all of the blessings and grace God offers us in 
Christ Jesus our Lord. Of course in the Anglican tradition private confession of 
sin to priest is entirely optional. But that does not mean that we should rule out 
using this sacrament altogether. The Prayer Book, in the Second Exhortation, 
mentions private confession as a remedy for people whose consciences cannot 
be quieted. Moving on, we thank Jeanne Klusewitz for filling in for our organist, 
Dr. Jim Anthony this month. She will be with us in February (except the first 
two weeks) and thereafter until Jim is able to return. Please continue to keep 
him in your prayers! As soon as I have his new mailing address I will send it out 
to everyone so you can send him a card if you want. The color for Epiphany 
season —after the octave— is green. This color symbolizes spiritual growth. 
Generally speaking, if a plant is green that means it is growing. Are we growing 
spiritually? Do we nurture our souls by daily studying God’s word, and having a 
time of prayer and devotion to him? Are we regular in coming to church to 
receive the Body and Blood of Christ? Do we strive to live our lives according to 
God’s commandments, and the example of our Lord Jesus Christ? I hope so! If 
not, the new year is a great time to begin all of this. God bless and keep you!
Faithfully, your priest, 
J. Gordon Anderson

http://www.saintalbansjoppa.org
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As everyone knows by now, my dear friend and 
mentor, Guy P. Hawtin, died a few weeks ago, 
just before Christmas. He was eighty. A 

number of years ago, one of my other mentors —my 
predecessor here at St. Alban’s, Father Ray Unterburger 
(may he rest in peace)— told me that the statistics were 
that half of the people that make it to eighty would not 
make it to ninety. So maybe it should not come as such 
a shock that Fr. Guy died. But it is a shock. He was so 
young at heart, happy, and active. Yet, as our Lord told 
his disciples in the Garden of Gethsemane, “The spirit is 
willing, but the flesh is weak.” No matter how strong is our 
will to live, and love and enjoy life, our bodies do not 
last forever. One day they will finally wither and stop 
working, and will “give up the ghost.” (Luke 23:46) It is 
then that we die, which is what happens when our souls 
are separated from our bodies. No matter who we are, 
and what we have done —how great or insignificant (to 
us) our life may be— one day we shall die, and have to 
face God and give an answer for what we have done and 
failed to do in the brief time of our earthly existence. 
So, in accordance with the Lord’s timing (“It is appointed 
unto man once to die, and then the judgment.” Hebrews 
9:27-28), Fr. Guy’s soul has left his body and is with the 
Lord awaiting the day of resurrection. This is indeed 
the hope of all who die in faith in Jesus Christ, that as 
He was raised from the dead, so all who are in him will 
one day be raised from the dead as well. The Christian 
hope is ultimately not to ‘die and go to heaven’, but 
rather (as we confess in the Creed) “the resurrection of the 
body and life everlasting.”

The legacy of Fr. Hawtin lives on in his family, and 
friends, and all the lives that he touched over the years. 
I am part of that legacy. I first met him in 1996 when I 
stumbled upon a newspaper ad for St. Stephen’s 
Anglican Church, though at that time it was called “St. 
Stephen’s Traditional Episcopal Church.” (N.B. Some of 
you may recall that the old sign on the corner of Old 
Joppa and 152 referred to St. Alban’s as “Traditional 
Episcopal” which was common in the early days of the 
continuing church movement.) At that time Fr. Hawtin 
himself was the most lively thing about St. Stephen’s. 
Although they had a decent building, the congregation 
was small and older, and the music was poor. But the 
1928 Prayer Book liturgy was absolutely gorgeous, and 
full of theological and devotional depth. Guy, of course, 
read it beautifully. He had an absolutely lovely English 
accent. To this day I still read (or at least try to read) 
certain prayers, such as the Prayer of Saint John 
Chrysostom, in the way that he did. What I remember 
the most about my first personal interaction with him 

was his warm and generous smile. The people in the 
church were very friendly too, and I have fond 
memories of each of them, especially a man named 
Don Stevens, who assisted at the altar and later asked if 
I would also like to serve at the altar. That was the very 
beginning of my liturgical ministry.

Fr. Hawtin helped prepare me for confirmation. We 
would stroll around the church parking lot and he 
would wax eloquent about various topics in church 
history and theology. I remember him explaining to me 
that the Anglican tradition is fundamentally Catholic, 
not Protestant. He would say, “The problem with the 
Roman Catholic Church is that they are not Catholic. 
They have added all sorts of extra dogmas and 
manmade traditions to the Catholic and Apostolic faith 
of the ancient, undivided Church!” Eventually St. 
Stephen’s hired a curate —a young priest named Fr. 
Chad Jones— and Guy handed me off to him to finish 
my private confirmation studies, and I was confirmed at 
St. Stephen’s in November 1997 by the Rt. Rev’d John T. 
Cahoon, Jr. Also confirmed that day was Aaron Browne, 
nephew of our or own Tim Browne, and on that day as 
well the famed choir of men and boys from Old Saint 
Paul’s Church in Baltimore, who along with their 
choirmaster, David Riley, had been rudely kicked out 
by a new “progressive” rector made their musical debut 
at St. Stephen’s… Guy offered Mr. Riley and the choir 
shelter, and the congregation was blessed with gorgeous 
music for years until Mr. Riley’s untimely death a few 
years ago. (Sadly —and to Guy’s everlasting regret— the 
men and boys choir withered and died under Mr. 
Riley’s talented but bumbling successor… but that is a 
story for another day.)

Guy felt a call to ministry as a young man. He read 
theology at Oxford at Hertford College, and planned 
on being ordained in the Church of England. He also 
wanted to pursue further academic studies in the New 
Testament. After finishing college his father told him 
that he would not pay for him to study New Testament 
on the postgraduate level, so Guy began doing some 
journalism to help pay the bills. Eventually he found 
that he loved journalism so much that he skipped 
ordination and made a career as a newsman. One of his 
most prominent gigs was as a journalist for the London 
Financial Times. He worked for them behind the Iron 
Curtain, and lived in various places all over Europe 
before eventually moving to Long Island, NY, so he 
could work in Manhattan.

Continued on the next page…
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Continued from the previous page…
Along the way he met his wife, Charlotte, who was 

an important journalist with Forbes. Together they 
reared three beautiful children. But as with most 
people called by God to full time ministry, Guy could 
not ignore God forever. Eventually —probably in the 
early 1980’s— he decided that he finally wanted to 
answer God’s call, so he approached the Episcopal 
Bishop of New York, Paul Moore, to see if he could 
apply for the ministry in the Diocese of New York. 
Bishop Moore told Guy that he was not interested in 
him. Because Moore was a well-known liberal, and Guy, 
through his journalism, was a well-known conservative, 
Guy always speculated that it was political differences 
that lead Moore to slam the door in Guy’s face. (The 
tragic story of Bishop Paul Moore is told in the book 
The Bishop’s Daughter written by his daughter, Honor 
Moore. Recently, the current Episcopalian Bishop of 
New York, Andrew Dietsche released a letter to his 
diocese apologizing for Bishop Moore’s well-known 
homosexual dalliances and predations upon 
seminarians, clergy, and laymen. All this despite the fact 
that he was married with nine kids! God was no doubt 
watching over Guy by not letting him get involved with 
such a troubled person.)

So Guy found refuge in the fledgling so-called 
“continuing” Anglican Church, a small jurisdiction 
called the United Episcopal Church, to be exact. After 
taking some additional classes in theology at Union 
Theological Seminary in NYC he was ordered deacon 
and eventually priest. He served small parishes in the 
NY metro region and in Connecticut part-time before 
accepting a call to come to Baltimore County to pastor 
St. Stephen’s Church full-time. This was quite a leap of 
faith, as the parish could not pay him anything near 
what he and his wife made as journalists. They built a 
large and beautiful home in Glen Arm (which Guy 
always referred to as, “The house that journalism 
built.”) and he began serving the small, up-and-coming 
parish… which at the time did not even have its own 
building! Eventually they did build a lovely church in 
the Mays Chapel section of Timonium which is there to 
this day.

The church grew under his 40 year leadership. 
Quite a few men felt called to take Holy Orders 
because of his example of service and ministry. He and 
his wife were very active in the community in various 
social clubs, as well as in different mercy ministries, 
such as the Joseph Richey Hospice and Dr. Bob’s Place. 
He was an excellent writer. The bi-weekly parish 
newsletter, St. Stephen’s News, regularly featured 
timely, thought-provoking articles penned by Guy. He 

was certainly one of the best raconteurs ever, telling 
fascinating stories about meeting Soviet dignitaries and 
East German Stasi agents, and a number of presidents 
(e.g. Richard Nixon) and future presidents (Donald 
Trump). Interestingly, he rarely incorporated these 
stories into his sermons. Rather, one had to hang out 
with him and relax with him over a long lunch, or 
cocktails for him to open up and start telling such 
amazing stories… like the time he helped save St. 
Bartholomew’s Church on Fifth Avenue from being 
demolished and sold to developers!

Guy’s churchmanship was classic high church 
Anglican. For the most part it was strictly 1928 Book of 
Common Prayer, though he would insert certain 
features of the Roman Rite here and there. A classic 
was: “Behold the Lamb of God! Behold him that taketh away 
the sin of the world. Happy are they who are called to his 
supper.” He permitted the use of incense only on the 
rarest of occasions (preferably when he was not 
around), and he referred to the devotion of Benediction 
of the Blessed Sacrament as “playing with church toys.” 
When I was there as seminarian Guy never chanted, 
though he had a very fine singing voice. It was 
commonly said that he had grown an aversion to Anglo-
Catholic ceremonial because he grew up in a very high 
and fussy Anglo-Catholic parish in the Church of 
England, which very well could have been the case. But 
I will say that just a few months before his death he 
told me how he wanted me to come to St. Stephen’s 
sometime to show him and his men the proper way to 
celebrate a Solemn High Mass. So liturgically speaking 
he was clearly moving “up the candle” (as we say) in his 
last years.

He had many dogs over the years whom everyone 
in the parish got to know quite well. When I was there 
as seminarian there was a large, elegant looking 
doberman named Rocky who was always at the 
church… until one day when he bit the organist in the 
hand. Unfortunately Guy had to put Rocky up for 
adoption because he could also be aggressive with 
others at times. Then followed Oliver, a curmudgeonly 
basset hound who was suspicious of just about anyone 
who wasn’t Guy. I distinctly remember Guy’s wife, 
Charlotte, coming into the parish one day with a scowl 
on her face telling Guy that he had to “…do something 
about that dog. He trapped me in the corner of the 
kitchen and wouldn’t let me leave the house.” In later 
years Fr. Hawtin had two wonderful Scotties who, in 
addition to being very well-fed, were devoted 
companions and friends.

Continued on the next page…
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His ways with words was so memorable. He referred 
to church synods and various clergy meetings as 
“something like the bar scene from Star Wars.” When I 
would wonder about what to bring for a parish dinner he 
would always say, “Oh Gordon, you’re a bachelor! No one 
expects you to bring anything.” St. Stephen’s Church was 
at times, “A comedy of errors.” Once in England he bought 
on clearance a bespoke cassock made for another cleric by 
the diocesan tailor. She explained to him the cleric had to 
resign in scandal due to an extra-marital affair. So Guy 
called this particular cassock “the adulterer’s cassock.” 
And after returning from a beach vacation with the family, 
when asked if he donned a bathing suit and went 
swimming Guy said no, and, quoted Psalm 147:10b, 
“Neither delighteth he in any man’s legs.” Indeed, Fr. Hawtin 
always had the right phrase or joke for any occasion. 

Words were just part of his overall style and mystique. 
He was a very classy dresser, always wearing a smart 
looking vest and suit jacket, his head adorned with one of 
the many hats he collected. In his old age he began 
collecting walking sticks, which he would gracefully 
coordinate with whatever outfit he was wearing, be it 
cassock or three piece suit. He also had a very fine 
collection of beautiful antique firearms that he 
meticulously maintained and displayed throughout his 
house, among his large collection of exquisite paintings 
and interesting books on every subject one could imagine.

But by far the greatest thing about Guy, and what 
continues to make him such an inspiration to me and so 
many others, was his devoted love of our Lord and Savior 
Jesus Christ. He was always so quick to forgive those who 

had wronged him, and let bygones be bygones. He was 
very understanding of the weakness of human nature, 
once taming my youthful idealism by telling me that it was 
too harsh to condemn some particular person or group of 
people as being totally “non-Christian.” He correctly said 
that while maybe they were “not the best Christians” to 
blankety declare people like casual churchgoers as being 
completely “non-Christian” was unfair, and he was right. 
For years Guy worked on a reduced salary, and it was 
sometimes hard for he and his family to make ends meet, 
but one never would have known it because Guy never 
complained. He always went about his ministry with 
cheerfulness and grace. When I was in seminary he helped 
me out not only by training me, but also by paying my rent 
a couple of times when I was short, and even providing me 
with a car when mine completely died.

It is to my everlasting regret that I did not get a 
chance to sit down with Fr. Hawtin and do a living history 
interview like I did with Fr. Don Edelmann a few months 
ago! Indeed I was planning on it, and I think everyone 
would have loved it. Alas, the Lord called him home! I 
look forward to seeing him again someday and picking up 
where we left off. In the meantime, I pray for the happy 
repose of his soul, and rest in the fact that he is in heaven 
praying for me, and the all the whole Church whom he 
loved so much. If you would like to hear some of the 
sermons of Fr. Guy P. Hawtin you can find them here on 
the St. Stephen’s YouTube channel. https://
www.youtube.com/@ststephensanglicanchurch9635 Well 
done, thou good and faithful servant! (Mt. 25:21) ✠ 

PARISH NEWS & UPDATES:

Online Service Changes: 
We have had significant problems as of late streaming 
our services on Facebook Live. The eight o’clock 
service often cuts out and then comes back on at 
various points, and the ten o’clock service always cuts 
out and never comes back on. We have had our router 
updated, and installed a signal booster, so everything is 
fine on our end. The problem seems to be with 
Facebook. It has been very frustrating. Therefore what 
we will be doing from here on out is prerecording the 
Sunday sermon and announcements and setting it to 
post on Sunday mornings on our YouTube channel. 
Most people I have talked to just watch the sermon 
anyway, and do not watch it live, but rather do so later 
in the morning or Sunday afternoon. So this will 
probably serve us all better and be a lot less frustrating 
for everyone. Older services already online will remain 

on our Facebook group and YouTube channel 
indefinitely.

Shrove Tuesday Dinner & Ash Wednesday
Join us on Tuesday, February 21st at 6:30 p.m. for our 
annual potluck Shrove Tuesday dinner. That is the day 
before Ash Wednesday, which is the beginning of Lent. 
Our Ash Wednesday services will be at 10:00 a.m. and 
6:30 p.m. on Wednesday, February 22nd. 

Thank You For Your Support 
“The minister is ordered, from time to time, to advise 
the People, whilst they are still in health, to make Wills 
arranging for the disposal of their temporal goods, and, 
when of ability, to leave Bequests for religious and 
other charitable uses.” (BCP, p. 320) ✠  

https://www.youtube.com/@ststephensanglicanchurch9635
https://www.youtube.com/@ststephensanglicanchurch9635
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