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Good morning, I’m Marcia Piermattei. I expect you 

and I already know each other by faces if not names. 
You may also know that my husband Don died of 
pancreatic cancer just ten months ago and that’s 
background for what I’m going to say to you today. 

 
Don was diagnosed with pancreatic cancer just 

before Christmas last year. It was the nightmare 
scenario we all imagine when we are older and have a 
routine visit with our doctor. Will the Other Shoe drop 
this time? Will those tests find something  bad this 
time? It happened to Don, who was seemingly very 
healthy and active. Pancreatic cancer is a disease that 
hides itself for a long time, showing few symptoms and 
is often found by accident, just as Don’s was. The doctor 
is looking for something else and he finds this silent 
killer. Because Don seemed otherwise healthy, he 
looked like a good candidate for chemo. It would stop 
the cancer, but it could possibly give him some good 
time…possibly a year. That didn’t happen. The cancer 
moved very quickly after that first diagnosis and he died 
a little over a month later, at the end of January, at 
home, peacefully and without pain. A good death… 

 
Of course losing him was very hard. But when people 

told me I was “brave”  in dealing with my loss, I knew 
that it wasn’t bravery; it was gratitude for his gentle 
death, and the sure and certain knowledge that he was 
safe with his Lord and that we would be together again. 

  
There is a wonderful quote by Saul Bellow that has 

become very meaningful to me these last months: 
“Death is the dark backing that a mirror needs if we are 
to see anything…” 

 
It’s against that dark backing  that I saw through the 

mirror of his death into what he could still teach  me, 
and I had no idea how much he -- and God -- had to 
teach me! 

 
 When you lose your partner commonly you take 

over the parts of your life together that your partner 
handled. In Don’s case, he managed the finances and 
paid the bills along with a lot of other things. It was the 
financial aspect that had me most worried. A recent 
article in Atlantic Monthly I found online titled “Invisible 
Women” pointed out that most widows usually lose 
50% of their income when their spouse dies, but their 
expenses usually only drop by 1/3. That was true in my 
case as well. Don’s pension from CSU ended with his 
death, but Don had continued to work in a surgery 
specialty practice two days a week for ten years and 
then invested the money so that along with his social 
security I would have an income, but only half of our 
normal income. It turned out to be enough and a bit 
more, but the first months felt pretty shaky financially.  
The future looked like a tightrope and I’d be walking it 
like an acrobat without a net, the net that Don had 
always, in so many ways, provided. 

 
Just days after Don’s death, I needed  to sit down 

with the pile of mail on the kitchen island and write the 
month’s checks.  As I riffled through the check minder 
pages to get an idea of what a normal month looked 
like, I saw something I’d never noticed before. The first 
check written every month was written to St Luke’s to 
pay our pledge. I remembered Don saying many times 
that EVERYTHING WE HAVE BELONGS TO GOD; HE JUST 
LETS US KEEP SOME OF IT. Whatever happened to our 
bank account after that first check was written, we’d 
deal with, but the first check belonged to God through 
St Luke’s. He believed HOW YOU DEALT WITH GIVING 
WAS A GOOD INDICATOR OF YOUR RELATIONSHIP WITH 
THE GIVER.  

 
   As I started writing those first checks, his words hit 

home with me, because I thought of myself a deeply 
committed Christian. But at the same time, I know that 
I’d been only too happy in the years we’d been married 
to let Don write the checks and do the giving. In fact, I 
honestly couldn’t tell you how much our pledge was! 
What did that say about my relationship to God?  
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I’ve written that first check of the month to St Luke’s 
every month since then, although for only half of the 
pledge we had together, along with a promise that 
when I could, I’d  do better. 

 
This 2017 pledge  I made a start on that promise. 

And God willing it won’t stop there. 
 
Don and God weren’t quite done with my financial 

education, though. There was a big life lesson just 
ahead…. 

 
Around the second week in April I was feeling  

somewhat less stressed about finances. Every month 
was still an adventure and a day without a bill in the 
mailbox was a good day. I have a financial planner who 
kept reminding me that I was living well within my 
income and not touching my investments. I didn’t need 
to worry. But I had a bad case of the “what ifs.”  

 
Back to that day in April. I stopped to pick up the 

mail on my way home from town. (And here I need to 
tell you that we live 30 miles north of town on the 
Wyoming border out on open rangeland. We’d bought 
40 acres there after Don retired from CSU, built a small 
house, a workshop and airplane hangar for Don and a 
rough airstrip. It was his dream to sell the airplane he 
had and build one of the new homebuilt kits that had 
come on the market. He ended up building and flying 
three airplanes in the next ten years. There was also a 
small barn and corral for two horses for me.) 

 
As I shuffled through the mail that day in April, I 

looked over at the house and outbuildings and suddenly 
realized what should’ve been obvious long before:  
“Good grief, I own THAT place -- or maybe it’s better to 
say THAT place owns me!” It’s one thing to pay regular 
monthly bills. It’s another thing altogether when you 
realize that your life in the future is going to  be spent 
trying to stay ahead of even a modest property like this 
one. I felt like a hundred pound weight of responsibility 
had settled around my shoulders and it wasn’t going to 
go away. My financial fears returned with a vengeance. 

 
   Still, this was our home, the place we shared our 

life together and the place where Don was still close to 
me. God being my helper, I wanted more than anything 
to stay in the home we loved.  

 
   And then Jesus’ story of the widow and her two 

pennies kicked in. That parable had haunted me since 
Don’s death. Usually at 3 in the morning. She gave 

everything she had. What did God expect of me? What 
did he consider my two pennies?  And of course, what 
happened to her after she gave everything she had. Did 
she starve? Did she have any kind of safety net? 

 
That’s really what I wanted. I wanted my safety net 

(Don) back and it wasn’t going to happen. At least not in 
the way I expected, BECAUSE I’D BEEN LOOKING IN THE 
WRONG DIRECTION. I’d been looking DOWN from the 
high wire for the net. I should have been looking UP. If 
you know anything about high wire walkers, you know 
that when they lose their balance, they don’t look down 
because they’ll fall if they do, THEY LOOK UP. There’s a 
physiological reason why looking UP helps them 
rebalance, having to do with their inner ear, but it 
works just as well, maybe even better for a spiritual 
rebalance. Once I did that, I realized that I’d forgotten 
to trust God. 

   
Don knew about trust when he wrote that first check 

of the month. He knew that he was always safely in 
God’s plan for his life, not because of the money, but 
because it was an affirmation of his trust. 

 
For me, recognizing that made all the difference. I 

don’t know how the rest of my life will play out, but I 
know that widow didn’t starve and neither will I. She 
and I both had our safety nets. 

 
I have to say here, things are much better now. 

Looking back, I believe that my exaggerated and 
unfounded financial worries were a way of avoiding the 
elephant in the room, my grief over the loss of Don. I 
was afraid of fully facing his loss. I needed something I 
thought I could control -- or overcontrol… money -- and 
I made myself miserable. Once I let go and trusted God, 
like that widow did, I began to allow myself to grieve 
and to heal. That’s my 5-cent self-analysis, and it seems 
to be working. 

 
Now to the point of all this drama… 
    
When I received the letter from the Senior Warden 

and the vestry in October, laying out the financial 
situation here at St Luke’s, it occurred to me that  we, 
the congregation of St Luke’s, were facing the same 
challenge I had with my home and finances. And, like 
me, we at St. Luke’s were probably looking in the wrong 
direction for answers. 

 
We’d been given the wonderful gift of this church 

and all its treasures given to us by the people who came 
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before us, and now the financial safety net they’d also 
provided was gone. Spent wisely and well, but gone. 

 
So now we have to start paying our way here at St 

Luke’s, just as we do in the other parts of our life. No 
more relying on money invested in years past. No more 
financial safety net. And no more excuses. 

 
In fact, I’ve come to believe that this state of affairs 

has come at exactly the right time. In so many ways, St 
Luke’s is stronger than it’s ever been. Look at your 
bulletin or the online St Luke’s eNews. The list of 
opportunities for education, congregational gatherings, 
and worship is greater than anything I can remember in 
the 36 years Don and I have been members. 

 
    Our worship services are beautiful; the music  and 

choir outstanding. How many churches have their own 
resident composer writing original music for their choir 
and worship services? Do you realize that the name A.J. 
Hill next to a piece of music listed in the bulletin  
belongs to Andrew, our Director of Music, and was 
written just for us? 

 
   And then there’s Dale Nickell, the organist, pianist 

and often vocal soloist. There are no words to describe 
Dale beyond “amazing.” 

 
   Finally, after years of floundering with clergy, we 

got it right, TWICE. We need to make sure they stay and 
make them want to stay. 

 
   Then there’s you, the congregation. You are a 

committed, loving, amazing group of people. You can 
take on this challenge. No excuses. We all know what it 
takes financially to keep God’s house at St Luke’s up and 
running. Now it’s our turn to respond the way the staff 
and clergy have responded.  

 
If you’ve already made your pledge, we have plenty 

of extra pledge cards if you want to think a little bigger. 
If you are sitting back and waiting to see how the 
pledges add up before you commit, or if you prefer to 
just add a little to the collection plate, I have two words 
for you… Get Real!  

 
   Finally, here are Don’s words, taken from a talk he 

gave years ago when he was head of the pledge drive… 
”Today we are dealing with God in very concrete terms 
of dollars and cents. Our gifts reveal to Him the whole 
inside of our heart. While the amount we give doesn’t 
matter to God, what does matter is that our gifts be 

honest. If we say we love him then withhold anything 
from Him, we can’t fool Him. Remember, we are dealing 
with God.” 

 
   Finally, from my own experience, we have to 

remember to look UP for our safety net. It’s there, but 
only available if we do our best first; then God will 
honor our love, sacrifice, and trust offered in his name. 

 
Thank you! 
 

*   *   *   *   * 


