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NOTES
OF

REMEMBRANCES

During the years our children were in grammar and high school, it was my special joy to
work with fifth and sixth graders using the excellent Covenant Life Curriculum and working
with a team of great teachers.
1. I remember the joy and fun Wynelle Pardue, Lydia Wilfong, and others had as we
arranged the room like a market place, greeted them in Biblical like robes, gave the
children play money, and let them roam the room. As they bought gum (empty sticks),
cool aid (watered down), etc., the voice of Amos boomed out the condemnations for such
evil. I haven’t forgotten…hopefully the children have not either.
2.

I remember teaching the books of the Bible using rap for the minor prophets.

3. I remember a group from the church going to Palestine. As we took a boat ride on the
Sea of Galilee, Mary Daugherty, one of the teachers at the time, told of the experience of
Jesus and the disciples. When the tape was played in the class, the children never were
convinced we were really there on the actual sea!
4. I remember filming the story of the Bible “on location”. Baby Moses in the basket was
placed in the Cahaba River at River Run; Joseph was put in the well (a bank); etc. Wish
we could find that tape!
5. I remember Jerry and I following Phyllis Kirk’s choir tours. “In Remembrance of Me” is
engraved on my mind forever!
6. I remember the Kirk Recorders (I played soprano). Phyllis Kirk, Madeline Beck, and
Muriel Teague and I made up the group.
Years later, after I resumed my career and served as the DCE for South Highland
Presbyterian Church, Shades Valley called me to serve as your DCE. I felt it was God’s
call so I came. God truly works His purpose out in amazing ways!
1. I remember meeting with the Youth Council, a great group of talented young people
many who are now in full time ministry themselves. Youth camps, conferences, programs,
and much more were involved.
2. I remember working with Erskine and Mary Vandegrift to begin an Older Adult
Ministry.
3.

I remember guiding some very dedicated and teachers.

4. I remember working with the fantastic staff who did so much to help keep the church
alive and vibrant through good times and difficult days.
God has truly been working his purpose out through many years and
GOD IS STILL AT WORK!!!
I love you all!
Dean Vandegrift

SVPC Memories
As I reflect on seven years of ministry as a member of the Shades Valley
Presbyterian family, beginning with an interview by Pastor Tom Duncan and Elder
Floyd Reed, I am filled with emotion. Serving as Assistant and then Associate Pastor
matured me in ways that contributed to my personalgrowth and my long-term
ministry. With the strong support of my mentor and pastor Tom Duncan, the Session,
and members of the congregation, Ireceived opportunities to develop administrative
skills and to engage in clinical pastoral education.
Significant memories include relationships formed while facilitating and participating
in spiritual growth groups, working with youth and young adults, and leading in
worship. I am especially appreciative for opportunities to work with Music Director
Phyllis Kirk. There was the stewardship record that featured my narration
interspersed with selections by the Youth Choir, and there was the youth production
of “Godspell” which toured churches via an old Thrasher Brothers bus. Also,it was a
privilege to work with and learn from Christian Educator Hal Johnson. A highlight of
my ministry at Shades Valley was the opportunityto exchange pulpits with staff
member the Rev. James Lewis, longtime pastor of 23rd Street Missionary Baptist
Church. And I will never forget Mrs. Buis and her 1,000 Island dressing, Mrs.
Armour and her garden, and the gracious ministries of Bennie Fair and Mae
Walton.
I recall with deep gratitude the love, support, and encouragement extended to me
continually by members of the congregation, especiallyduring times of illness,
while earning a Master’s degree at Samford University and certification in Clinical
Pastoral Education at Baptist Medical Centers, and throughout the difficult
process of divorce and subsequent healing.
Additionally, I am thankful to the people of the congregation who lived intotheir
promises at the baptisms of my children Tyler and Tamara and my granddaughter
Kennedy. As a result of their nurturing by the people of this church, they confirmed
their baptisms and, as young adults, Tyler and Tamara were called by the voice of
this congregation to serve as elders. I will always remember Shades Valley
Presbyterian Church as sacred ground occupying a special place in my life,
ministry, and spiritualformation.
Harvey Jenkins
(pictures following)

A young Harvey Jenkins with son Tyler

Elder Floyd Reed holding infant Tamara Jenkins

Rev. Harvey Jenkins Sr.; Rev. Harvey Jenkins, Jr.;
Dr. Thomas Duncan holding Tamara; Rev James Lewis Sr.

From granddaughter Kennedy baptism.
Harvey, Tamara holding Kennedy, Tyler

Rev. Libby Rollins
Pastor
March 24, 2022

Wow! When asked to reflect on my memories of my days at Shades Valley, my
mind begins to race. What great times filled with such wonderful people! I am filled
with gratitude for my time there and for all of the saints who played such a vital role in
building my faith foundation over the years.
I’m guessing it was about 1978 when we first came to SVPC, and I remember our
earliest days there. My younger sisters got to go play in the nursery which looked like a
magical and inviting space, but since I was in the first grade, I had to stay in “big church.”
To a six year-old, the sanctuary was a strange place. But my mother taught me how to
read a hymnal (it’s VERY different than reading a storybook!) and in Sunday School we
learned the Doxology, so parts of the worship service soon began to make sense. As I
grew, I often dragged my dad to the back of the church after worship to stand in line so
that I could ask Dr. Duncan questions about what I saw and heard – “why do you have red
stripes on your sleeves and Terry’s robe is plain black?” “If it’s when Jesus died, why do
we call it GOOD Friday?” He was always kind and gentle in his answers, responding in a
way that I understood.
Music is an integral part of my SVPC memories. From ringing handbells to singing in
the children’s and youth choirs, to hearing the organ play as I came down the aisle on
my wedding day, Shades Valley is where I learned our sacred hymns that stir my soul
even to this day. I know the Ten Commandments because of a song we sang in
children’s choir called “The Perfect Ten” and I can still recite many of the lyrics to songs
learned in the old music room downstairs, where the office is now. Handbell music is the
defining theme for many of my memories – there were hours spent in rehearsal in the
handbell room, lugging bells and foam upstairs to the choir loft, and trips to Destin each
Spring Break to rehearse and play at churches and retirement homes throughout the
area. I still delight in playing bells and occasionally fill in for a missing ringer when bell
choirs play in worship at the various churches I serve.
Travel is also something that defines my memories. We went to Orlando and Mobile for
handbell festivals, to Covenant Mountain first, and later Gulftreat, for youth retreats and
camps, and to Mexico with Constructores Para Cristo to build homes. And nothing
permeates my memories more than youth conferences at Montreat. I wasn’t sure I wanted
to go my first year, 1987, but my mom made me, assuring me I’d love it. Boy was she
correct. I’ve made at least one trip to Montreat every single year since, and let’s just say
it’s one of my favorite places on the planet.
It was the trips to Montreat with the larger Birmingham Presbytery and later serving on
the Sheppards and Lapsley Youth Council that helped me see that the church is so much
bigger than a single location. I’ve experienced the Presbyterian family in many locations,
and have done so with such joy, all because my first Presbyterian family, SVPC, was

always a place of such love and support. Not every congregation I’ve been in has had
glass coke bottles that you could buy for a quarter, an old scary elevator, or a window big
enough in the balcony you could lay in, but they always remind me of the place where I
came from. In fact, the most beautiful sanctuaries I’ve been in are not the ones with ornate
stone work, stained glass windows, or deep wood tones, but instead have clear windows,
simple white walls, and red carpet. In my mind, that’s how a sanctuary should look. The
church where I am currently serving as Interim Pastor, First Presbyterian Church in
Hampton, VA, has a sanctuary almost identical to Shades Valley’s. When the search
committee was giving me the tour during the interview process, my comment was, “well
this feels like home.”
There are so many individuals that stand out in my mind, way too many to name them
all. But Dr. Duncan and Terry Newland define my memories of Pastors. We always loved
going down to Smith’s Variety store in Mountain Brook Village on the way to church on
Wednesday night to buy jelly beans to fill Terry’s candy jar! Phyllis Kirk spent countless
hours with us in rehearsals and performances, and summer weeks at Covenant Mountain
for Music Camp. Bennie Fair was always there ringing the bell and finding us treats in the
kitchen. Kitten Burge redecorated the youth room and made it a wonderful space for us.
There was a dedicated group of men who watched that pig in the pit all night long for the
4th of July picnic. Countless people provided dinner for the youth, took us on trips, let us
swim in their backyard pools, took us on boat rides at their lake houses, contributed to our
fundraisers, and much, much, more.
Christmas Eve holds dear memories from playing bells at the early service, to lighting
the luminaries outside for the late service, to walking the halls at Lakeshore Hospital in
between singing carols. There’s something really beautiful about a sanctuary bathed in
candlelight at midnight. But it’s more than Christmas Eve. That sanctuary was the place I lit
the advent wreath candles, was served my first communion after confirmation, preached
for the first time on Youth Sunday, was married, performed the wedding services of both
my sisters, and was ordained as a Minister of Word and Sacrament. It’s a place that holds
such fine memories of defining moments in my life. A place where I always felt warmly
welcomed and at peace, not so much because of the space, but rather because of the
people.
Although this chapter for Shades Valley is ending, I hope that you remember, as you
taught me many years ago, “the church is not a building, the church is not a steeple, the
church is the people.” And while you are vacating your beautiful building that houses so
many of my personal memories, the love of Shades Valley goes on, in a new location, for
new people. It is even still felt all the way to Virginia!
Blessings on this new chapter and time of transition. And deepest thanks for being
such a fabulous place to grow up and feel nurtured in our shared faith.
Rev. Libby (McIntosh) Rollins

514 South Armistead Avenue, Hampton, Virginia 23669
(757) 722-0006 Fax (757) 722-7306
www.firstpreshampton.org

FROM ANDY ACTON
Thursday March 31, 2022
Dear Shades Valley Presbyterian Church,
Please accept my apologies for not being able to be there with you for the Homecoming
Celebration and to mark the next chapter in the congregation’s life. I know it will be a
bittersweet occasion as many folks return to celebrate and remember how the church’s 68
years of ministry at 2305 Montevallo Road have impacted them.
Without a doubt, Shades Valley Presbyterian has forever shaped my faith and made me
the person I am today. Shades Valley has been an integral part of my life:
from my baptism to children’s sermons with Rev. Terry Newland to Sunday School classes
and children’s musicals & handbell trips with music director Phyllis Kirk to serving on youth
council and a Pastor Nominating Committee to youth group, retreats and Montreat Youth
Conferences (as a youth and later as an adviser & part-time co-youth director) to my
ordination and in recent years, opportunities to officiate two weddings.
There are so many memories and stories that if I recorded them all this letter would
become a six-part series of books. So I will simply offer a gratitude list of specific things
that bring a smile to my face when I recall Shades Valley in my mind and heart:
o My friends and I dressing up as angels for the musical Angels Aware when were in
elementary school and the fog machine that made it seem like we were hanging out
in heaven
o Being part of the musical Godspell as a youth and watching Steven Brast and Trey
Tarrant sing the duet, “All for the Best.”
o $.50 cent Ice-cold glass Coca-Cola bottles from the soda machine
o The exhilarating squeaky death trap of an elevator that was located next to the
kitchen when I was a kid and youth
o Benny Fair and Dwright Johnson—two of the wisest, funniest, kindest, strongest,
most faithful human beings I’ve ever met. I learned so much from each of them.
o Terry Newland teaching me, Jeff Tarrant and Bryan Rust how to play poker on a
Middle School Handbell Trip in South Alabama
o Preaching for the very first time as a HS senior on Youth Sunday. Youth singing the
“Irish Blessing” at the end of every Youth Sunday worship service
o Youth Group. Youth Group. Youth Group
o Serving at GBM as a 5th grader with Erskine Vandegrift during Vacation Bible
School
o “1-1-2-1-1-3-1” Those who know, know.  (Hint: it’s music and Easter related)
o Red carpet and white walls
o Playing pool in the CA Hut (If the door was locked, we could always open a window)
o Sitting in the balcony with friends and Phyllis during Sunday morning worship and
hiding in the balcony with friends from Phyllis because we didn’t want to practice
handbells that Sunday afternoon

o Jim Hooper showing me how to grill barbecue chicken on a church weekend retreat
at Camp Covenant Mountain. July 4th preparations and celebration: the pig in the
pit, the Brunswick stew, the homemade peach ice-cream and the flat sheet vanilla
cake with white icing adorned with a flag made of blueberries and strawberries.
o Sitting in the parlor listening to the Women’s Knitting & Crochet group
o Bonkey McCain and his family; his memorial service in which we celebrated his life
and bared witness to the Resurrection of Christ.
o My 7th grade Confirmation mentor, the late Judge Red Jones
o The Sunday evening after September 11, 2001 when Lindsey Wade Beebe and I,
both co-youth directors, gathered with the middle and high school youth on the
steps of the chancel to talk about what happened and discern where God was in the
midst of the chaos.
o Eating at Waffle House and driving around Mountain Brook looking at Christmas
Lights in between the 5 pm Christmas Eve Family Service and the 11 pm
Candlelight Service.
o The Christmas Eve Candlelight Service
o Adults who cared and always asked how you were doing and even gave free
tutoring lessons when you were having trouble with homework...like math.
o Friendships. Friendships. Friendships.
o Role models of perfectly imperfect, messy faith. Folks who encouraged me to use
my gifts for full time ministry as a minister of the Word and Sacrament. Messages
that God loved each of us no matter who we were or what we did
o The chiming of the bell on Sunday mornings
So many wonderful moments. So many good and hard times. So much grace and
compassion and mercy that has been shared and shared and shared some more.
In the 2017 Marvel movie Thor: Ragnarök, the Norse god and member of the superhero
team The Avengers has to evacuate his people from the celestial realm known as Asgard
as its being destroyed by a powerful monster. Once they are safely away, traversing the
stars in their spaceship, Thor looks at the hundreds of people—stunned and saddened that
the place they’ve known for so long is gone—and says to them: “Asgard is not a place, it is
its people.”
Shades Valley Presbyterian Church is not a place, it is its people. It always will be, even as
it merges with the wonderful folks at Southminster Presbyterian (another congregation that
is dear to my soul). May God be with you in this season of transformation and new life.
May you hear the call to be whatever Shades Valley’s people are called to be as disciples,
as partners in ministry, as the body of Christ, and God’s ambassadors for love and
reconciliation.
In Christ,
Rev. Andy Acton, pastor of Emory Presbyterian Church
Member of Shades Valley Presbyterian from 1976—2005
(pictures following)

Paul Helton and John Dantzler – Montreat 1991

Retreat with Paul Helton, Andy Acton, Rachel and Catherine McIntosh

High School Retreat: Youth Leaders,
Brad and Mystie Arnold, Andy Acton

Children’s Musical: Andy Acton
and Tom Watkins

Andy Acton and Sylvia Morales (1992)

Montreat 1993
Julie Peters,
John Dantzler, and
Libby McIntosh Rollins

Handbell Festival with Phyllis Kirk

1991 Lunch after Youth Sunday: Andy Acton, Katie Tarrant, Paul Helton, Libby McIntosh

1999 or 2000: High School Retreat: Drew Riley, Elizabeth Graham, Tricia Harkins

1991: High School Montreat Trip

1993 H.S. Retreat: Andy Acton, Lindsey Wade, Bonkey McCain,
David Gatchell, Emily Hampton, Jeff Tarrant

Family singing at Ordination service for Andy Acton

Ordination Service of Andy Acton

Celebration of
Ordination Service for
Andy Acton

Andy Acton and Leanne Pearce Reed

Ned and Mimi Beckes at Ordination Svc. for Andy Acton

Tricia Harkins Reception: Augusta Forbes, Gail Parrish, Andy Acton and Jane Culverhouse

Andy Acton officiating
Tricia Harkins wedding

Andy Acton with
Chris and Lindsey Wade Beebe

First Presbyterian Church
400 JEFFERSON / P.O. BOX 1725

TUPELO, MISSISSIPPI 38802

REV. DR. A. TAYLOR TODD, INTERIM PASTOR
REV. DR. RON RICHARDSON, PARISH ASSOCIATE
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March 30, 2022

To My Friends at Shades Valley Presbyterian Church,
I regret my duties to the congregation I am currently serving will keep me from the
festivities planned for the weekend of April 30 and May 1st. My thoughts will be with
you as you embark upon this new phase of your ministry.
As I look back over my ministry, it occurs to me that to date I spent just a little over
1/3 of my ministry with you. Those are years I will never forget. There are members,
many of whom have since joined the Church Triumphant, whose wisdom and leadership
I was the beneficiary and for which I am extremely grateful.
My time at Shades Valley Presbyterian Church had a profound effect on me as a
minister and has helped shape the course of my ministry today. I hope in some small
way I was able to contribute to the work and worship of the Shades Valley community
during the 14 years I served you as a teaching elder and minister of Word and
Sacrament and during the 68 years you have been at 2305 Montevallo Road.
May the Lord bless you and keep you as you enter this new phase of Christian
witness.
.
Grace and Peace,

Taylor
Taylor

Dear SVPC Friends,
I have puzzled over what to write for “Homecoming” ever since I got the letter announcing
this important event in the life and ministry of Shades Valley Presbyterian.
The difficulty I have felt trying to describe what SVPC has meant to me feels a lot like
“describing water to a fish”—the fish has no concept of after as we do because that water
has been its whole world.
And certainly, there is so much of my world and, my life that races itself back to SVPC that
I feel overwhelmed trying to define and articulate it.
Then again, maybe that image of water is a good place to start. Because while I was not
baptized at SVPC on those red steps in the sanctuary, I was blessed to have SVPC fulfill
baptismal promises in more ways than I can count.
In fact, my very first memory of church, one of my earliest memories of my whole life, is
coming into the pre-school Sunday School class one Sunday morning and being
welcomed as a friend, as a part of the family.
The welcome continued as I grew and teachers like Carolyn VanHoose and Wanda
Richardson and too many others that I know I am forgetting, taught me about Moses,
David, and Jesus, Phyllis Kirk about music and plays and joyful noises to the Lord, Jim
Hooper about life and struggle and hope, and Fletcher Harvey about movies, but also how
faith in Christ can be lived in normal everyday conversation.
In the narthex I learned how to shake hands from Jim Isaminger; in the Fellowship Hall I
learned that there were no better yeast rolls than Mayzell cooked and no better doughnuts
than Krispy Kreme; in the kitchen I learned the gentle wisdom of Benny Fair, in the choir
room I learned handbells and a few jokes that would make any ten year old laugh; in youth
rooms I learned to play games and laugh, learned about Montreat and Summer Camp and
that God had a call and claim on my life.
It was because of people like Libby McIntosh Rollins and Katie Tarrant Beckstrom, Lindsey
Wade Beebe, and Shelaine Bird,that I learned of a place called Presbyterian College in
Clinton, SC, and so followed in their footsteps to become a Blue Hose. And followed a few
of those again to Columbia Seminary and to the thing God was preparing me for since I
was sitting on those red steps in the sanctuary, talking with Terry, or going through
confirmation with Kitten Burge, or participating in Youth Sunday, or singing off-key in
musicals.
Everything traces back to the fact that you did not literally sprinkle my head at SVPC but
you still helped me learn how to swim in the waters of God’s grace. I learned what water
was and how much of a gift and sign of God’s love it could be.
That water still flows, still rings like that bell did every morning of my childhood and every
Sunday still in my heart. It rings even now as a new step unfolds; one I admit I am biased
to believe is a special blessing. I cannot wait to see dear church how the river that is SVPC
and the river that is Southminster will now flow together, reunited continuing to shed grace
and fulfill promises so that all will know they are Children of God. I cannot wait to see how
God again makes grace visible among and through you. I cannot wait to see how you
continue to share so many indescribable life changing and life forming moments of God’s
love.
The Lord Bless and Keep You, and Thank You So Much,
Ben Acton

When I think back at all the blessings in my life, the time from mid-1994 through the end of
1999 is dominant, as it is the time I served Shades Valley Presbyterian Church as Director
of Christian Education. I was surrounded with love and care from the first day of my
service there. Through my many years of ministry in God’s service, I have never
encountered any other group as dedicated to following Jesus to the Cross in Jerusalem.
My life was enriched beyond comprehension by the folks with whom I was blessed to
serve. I know I actually learned more from this very special group of people than they
learned from me. I thank the Lord for placing so many wonderful people in my life. Many
are now witnesses to the resurrection of our Lord and Savior but those still serving here on
earth will always hold a special place in my heart.
Some of the greatest joys of my life now are mere dreams when memories slip from
shadowed pasts to be relived again. Each church season and the worship times together;
the Wednesday night suppers and programs; and the countless decorations made and
bulletin boards prepared; working with the staff; Church School teachers, Christian
Education folks and the beloved Music Director to share the good news in various and
different ways with the children, youth and adults.
So now the end comes for Shades Valley Presbyterian Church as a building but with hope
renewed and faith still strong, the love will never cease for all the members and friends of
this congregation who will always be a memory sealed in my heart. Each one stands for
someone whose path touched mine and left a print of friendship for which I am indebted.
Your friend always in Christ,
Bev Dodson

Shades Valley Family,
When I think of ya’ll, I think immediately of the words from Paul to his people: I thank my
God every time I think of you! It has been a long time since we’ve been in each other’s
presence, but I take you with me everywhere. Because of this, I find it hard now to
write. In fact, I’ve put off writing, selfishly, because I want to live in days gone by.
I will forever be grateful for Shades Valley Presbyterian. I am grateful that you would take
a flyer on me, a young kid, graduating from seminary with barely a clue of how to be
anything, certainly not a minister. I am grateful for the grace you extended, the patience
you offered, and the love that flowed freely as I learned how to live into my calling.
Shades Valley is the place that welcomed my older two, Katelyn and Mac. I remember
your excitement as they were born, the way you nurtured Becky and me as we became
parents, and the loving ways you embraced our children. There are not words to express
how much this meant to us.
When I think of that time, I think of Becky and me, newlywed, trying to figure out how to be
married. Your care and love made this easier on us both. The way you modeled marriage
and family gave us models to emulate. We are better as a couple because of you.
I wish I was writing to you under different circumstances. I wish I could be in your
presence to extend love. Know the Carson family is with your in spirit and that, when we
think of you, it is in love!
Blessings on each and every one of you, Chris, Becky, Katelyn, Mac, and Cleigh

Rev. Dr. Chris Carson
Pastor, Riverside Presbyterian Church
3400 N Atlantic Ave
Cocoa Beach, FL 32932
(321) 783-6085
chris@riversidepresbyterianchurchcb.org

Memories from Tom Watkins
I could talk about Bennie and Dwright ringing a bell for worship or Mazel’s cornbread at
Wednesday night dinners or Mrs. VanHoose in the preschool wing or 4 th of July picnics or
late-night lock-ins or mission trips to far off places. But I’ll stick with three.
Sleeping in a van down by the ocean – Each year Phyllis Kirk would take the youth choirs
on some tour, usually to the beach. The oddity was that she liked driving at night. So, we
would leave late and arrive in Panama City close to midnight. She would pull along the
beach and have us spend the night there on the side of the road – girls in the van, boys in
the trailer! If not completely legal, it was a quite memorable: Sun rise on beach.
Going to a Sunday School class that wasn’t a Sunday School class – One year the
Vandegrift twins locked a teacher out of the 6th grade Sunday School classroom. She
banged on the door for 30 minutes. The next year, Jim Hooper and Tom Crawford, for
some strange reason, were assigned to lead us. They were never locked out, but my
compatriots took great pride in getting the men to set aside the curriculum and go oftscript. Whether the detours were of our manipulation or by the teacher’s design, it didn’t
matter. They became heroes because they were willing and able to stay in the same room
with us for 45 minutes.
One year, we decided that the junior high room needed to be painted… and not the boring
“John Calvin White” that covered the rest of the property. We wisely selected a bright bold
yellow and lavish royal blue. We did the work ourselves, leaving more paint on the floor
than the walls. And when it was completed, the blue and yellow corner room on the 3 rd
floor could be seen from space. Why this was ever allowed, I don’t know. Why someone
didn’t stop it, I don’t know. I’m not sure what the paint job accomplished, other than
allowing us to feel that we too had a place in the church.
Thinking back to all those incidents, it occurred to me that church didn’t “just happen.”
Behind all such memories is a church prepared to be patient and welcoming. Behind such
memories are people willing to live out the Gospel of Christ and the Spirit of God that
equipped and sustained them as they did so.

Many wonderful years at SVPC
Our Sanctuary Choir sang wonderful anthems on Sunday and special programs,
such as the Christian opera, “The Nazarene” with main characters, student Tim Banks,
who later became a music professor at Samford, and Betty Berg. This choir was the
backbone of our Music Ministry.
The adult handbell choir, Covenant Ringers, played for our worship services as
well as in the community. One summer we played for the national convention of
calligraphers, meeting in Birmingham. A young man came up to Elizabeth Judd and said,
“You all are good! You should play at the White House.” Liz responded, “Invite us and we
will!” In a few weeks. we received an official letter from the White House and we were
invited to play Christmas music at the White House that year…(and we did”! PS - The
young man was the official calligrapher for the White House.
The Evergreen Consort (Recorders) played in worship and played for other
churches as well as many retirement centers, Arlington, etc. (while wearing period
costumes).
Our Youth Choir presented many musicals, at home and also on tours, including
“Jesus Christ, Superstar”, with Tucker Burge (Jesus) and Rev. Harvey Jenkins. A minister
at a Presbyterian Church in Oklahoma said after the musical, “If I had known that you all
were this good, I would have publicized it more!”
Our Youth Handbell Choir, “Brass Rings”, played in church each month and also
went on tour during Spring Break to Florida every year. One year, we were there at the
beginning of Holy Week. We played the Palm Sunday service at Eglin Air Force Base as
well as First Presbyterian in Ft. Walton, FL. We also made palm crosses which we took to
both services.
Our Children’s Choir sang in church and presented musicals each Christmas and
Spring. One member of the group, Ben Acton, at age 12 said, “Mrs. Kirk, I have already
been in 12 musicals!”.
Our Children’s Handbell Choir, “Good Vibrations” played services during the year,
and also attended Handbell Festivals, getting to play with other children’s choirs from
around this and other states.
Our Beginner Choir sang as a part of the musicals, in full costumes, and
occasionally in worship. They were delightful, as little children usually are. A precious
moment was when Mary (aka Clare Spollen) in a Christmas musical, got tired of holding
“Baby Jesus”, so she handed him off to Joseph, who handed him off to the shepherd next
to him, who handed him off to the shepherd next to him, until “Baby Jesus” ended up with
the last shepherd. All of the congregation was smiling by then!
Thank You, Shades Valley Presbyterian, for many wonderful years!
Phyllis Kirk

Memories shared by Rev. Terry Newland
When I was asked to share some memories about my time and journey with Shades
Valley Presbyterian Church, I didn’t realize how difficult a task I had accepted. There are
so many memories and so many ways in which Shades Valley impacted the next steps in
my journey. You Called me out of seminary and I was ordained in the sanctuary! I
administered the Sacraments, Baptism and the Lord’s Supper, for the first time in the same
sanctuary! First wedding, first funeral, first…! I can’t begin to describe how awesome, while
at the same time humbling, sharing those “first” experiences with you was.
I had to be the luckiest person in my graduating class to land at Shades Valley. I arrived
believing that I was God’s gift to the church. As it turns out, Shades Valley was God’s gift
to me. For the most part you were gentle in your attempts to correct, guide, educate, and
mold me in ministry. You knew when to encourage me, build me up and when to knock me
off my high horse. As often as you brought me down you picked me up, never giving up on
me.
I cherish the way we were willing to take on new challenges. There were many successful
adventures in our ministry to each other and to those outside our comfort zone. There
were also many adventures that didn’t work out. I wish I had a video of our late 70’s
“Contemporary Service”. For the life of me I can’t remember what was contemporary about
it. However, my selective memory allows the positives to dominate as I reminisce. So, let’s
just leave it as an incredible season in my life and growth. Your willingness to learn from
setbacks and keep going prepared me for many future challenges.
Life on staff was a joy in those days. I learned what teamwork really means. The building
staff was just as beloved, if not more so, than the program staff. We all ate lunch together
in the kitchen a couple of times a week. We shared about our families and talked about
you. We also dreamed up the next adventure and what part each of us would play in
making it happen. Bennie and Mazel were building staff and as involved in the ministry of
the staff as the rest of us. I loved it that the money was given to Bennie on Wednesday
nights to lock up in the Coke machine. I use to kid Tom Duncan, the head of staff, that the
congregation trusted the sexton more than anyone else with the money. Ever where I
served after Shades Valley I tried to develop staff relations to be as healthy and mutually
supportive as my experience here.
Thank you for all you gave me and for all the freedom to grow from a know it all young
minister into a not so brilliant, but wiser, pastor. You set me up for an amazing journey that
brought me back as a part of your fellowship. All thanks be to God for you!

Some Reflections of Ministry at Shades Valley Presbyterian Church
By One of Its Pastors
Long ago and far away – as many narratives begin – but shortly after I moved to
Birmingham to begin a new ministry, I began hearing complimentary comments about
Shades Valley Presbyterian Church. Most of these glowing assessments pertained to the
worship experience, the music programs, the educational and youth ministries. Not
infrequently Dean Vandergrift’s name was linked with the many Christian Education
offerings, and if there were at the time a solitary, exceptional manual for the appropriate
implementation of CE in a congregational setting, then SVPC had it and Dean Vandergrift
was its author and principal agent. I recall from that decade long ago comments attributing
the prevalence of young families at SVPC to the educational programs. To be sure, an
aggregate of features explained those faithful and effective ministries – location, facilities,
staff, a strong history with meaningful traditions, stewardship commitments, the context of
community outreach of compassion and witness, (and who could overlook Wednesday
night gatherings with fabulous suppers.) But I begin my remembered reflections of time
spent at Shades Valley Presbyterian Church with this tribute to efforts that “taught the
faith” and nurtured the membership with Reformed understandings of what it is to be
Christian in the Twentieth Century.
I pass along no statistics per se to support my conviction that Shades Valley
Presbyterian Church did it right when it came to developing disciples of Jesus Christ.
Although there is this tradition: during the time I served as interim minister six of its
members entered seminary to begin their theological training or decided to go “under care”
of the Session and Presbytery with an intention to enter ministry. Friends, that is no small
feat. The six – Ben Acton, Andy Acton, Sharon Acton, Shelaine Bird, Brandon Miles, and
Lindsey Wade – preceded Kay Johnson, and followed others – Tom Watkins, Libby
McIntosh Rollins, Byron Vaughn, Chuck McVane, Wanda Johnson, Harry Stafford, and W.
Kenneth Forbes, Jr. By answering a perceived call to Christian service as an ordained
Teaching Elder, each and all rendered an implicit recognition of their Christian upbringing
in a vibrant community of faith. Their commitments testify to the integrity and inspiration of
many, many other members who influenced these future servants of Christ as they grew
up in a caring community of Presbyterian believers. It really is a tribute to Shades Valley
Presbyterian Church that throughout its history, these fourteen people, and countless
others around them, indicate to a great extent the power God’s Spirit to infuse the lives of
God’s children with faith, hope, and love in a collective, congregational setting.
As the membership of Shades Valley Presbyterian Church considers a future
direction by embarking on a union with Southminster Presbyterian Church, I trust the
ministries of tomorrow will be undertaken with a recognition of how powerful the force of
faith can be in continuation of the best from their respective pasts. I hope there will be
conscious efforts to discern the best elements of the histories achieved by these two
congregations, to share the individual and collective memories of these two congregations
in Birmingham, and to reflect carefully what dynamics from the past gave substance to the
best characteristics of these two churches uniting to form together an Uncommon Future.
Toward that hope there are two additional reflections I wish to add in this recollection of my
time of service with you all.
The first is that Shades Valley Presbyterian Church has been blessed by the
examples of compassionate and courageous leadership. There are hundreds of examples
of men and women who provided incalculable value to the life of Christian faith and
witness in and through the outreach of Shades Valley Presbyterian Church. I mention,
however, one in particular believing/hoping opportunities shall be made to recognize
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formally the contributions and the legacy established by officers and leaders in the past.
So, I share a recollection of my own association with Tom Duncan, pastor long ago of
Shades Valley Presbyterian Church. I worked with Tom on a Presbytery Administrative
Commission charged with the responsibility of resolving critical issues that arose in
another congregation. His thoughtful insights and wise experience afforded us reliable
resources to achieve the goals and positive intents of our undertaking. In the process of
working with Tom, I recall hearing comments from others about Shades Valley
Presbyterian Church during Tom’s long pastoral leadership. Going back to the 1960’s, it
was said that Shades Valley Presbyterian Church and Tom in particular sought to address
with Christian fidelity the explosive issues of race, war, civil disturbances, and divisive
issues that tore apart the fabric of Birmingham’s larger communities. In the contexts of
worship, Christian education, family fellowship gatherings, it is my understanding Tom
endeavored to effect a moderating atmosphere and expand the understandings of people
who cared enough to ask how the Christian faith addressed the larger contemporary social
settings of a community beset with distrust, violence, fear, and fractured relations. I recall
that during those years, it was not uncommon for the Birmingham News to publish –
starting on the front page – sermons of Birmingham pastors and frequently those by Tom –
as an effort to achieve better understandings, greater peace, and compassionate
tolerance. It was said that Shades Valley Presbyterian Church maintained a symbolic
presence in the greater community by virtue of its location between urban Birmingham and
suburban Mountain Brooke as well as a sacred purpose to build hopes of reconciliation
and redeemed human relationships. Tom’s example applied week after week, Sunday
after Sunday was consistent with other courageous Presbyterian pastors of the time whose
public and private postures were consistent with their understandings of Christ’s gospel
and the mandates of God’s Kingdom. Often these servants were more reviled than
revered; they suffered sometimes tragic stress and destructive losses as they took on the
risks of advocating the teachings of Jesus, the moral demands of our Lord’s life, the
principles of justice and freedom, and inclusiveness of others no matter their race, religion,
nationality. Tom’s pastoral performances are much like the ministries of Presbyterian
pastors described in a compendium of sermons published by Donald Shriver with the title
The Unsilent South, including one by Mimi’s father, James I. Lowry in 1965. Such
sermons reflect the tenacious truth that grace is at its heart costly if it is to be real. And
thus, I consider myself beyond fortunate to have lived in the light cast by courageous
leaders like Tom Duncan in Birmingham, Bob Walkup in Starkville, Mississippi, Murphy
Wilde in Oxford, Mississippi, Jim Lowry in Louisville, Kenneth Phiffer in New Orleans, Jim
Cogswell in Franklin, Tennessee, Al Hoyer in Amelia Courthouse, Virginia. And the list, I
believe, is a longer roll kept in Heaven. None of them enjoyed unanimity of support and
encouragement from disciples surrounding them. But all of them stood amidst the fidelity
of other faithful Christian leaders who pursued the pattern of our Lord, Jesus Christ.
That these pastors performed with courage, integrity, and fidelity is also a
realization so many other persons contributed to the benefit of congregational life. In other
words, none of us goes it alone: it is not insignificant that one of the earliest initiatives of
Jesus was to recruit apostle disciples to share in and carry on with his divine calling. And
Shades Valley Presbyterian Church has been especially blessed in regard to its ranks of
effective, faithful leaders.
And lastly, I hope the leadership of Shades Valley and Southminster Presbyterian
Churches will inaugurate in the near term a process of visioning and discerning the
qualities and characteristics that will comprise the mutual ministry of these congregations.
During my many years of interim ministries, I utilized variations of what is popularly called
appreciative inquiry. The best description of appreciative inquiry applied in a
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congregational setting is found in a brief text titled, Memories, Hopes, and Conversations:
Appreciative Inquiry and Congregational Change by Mark Lau Branson and published by
the Alban Institute in Herndon, Virginia. What commends this endeavor is the two-fold
nature of appreciative inquiry: it energizes congregational life as participants share their
memories of the best moments in the history of their congregation. Reflecting on the
people, the practices, the events, dynamics, traditions that formed congregational life in
the past enlivens members to value the most significant, most meaningful moments that
define their involvement in congregational life. The appreciative inquiry process also
enlightens members as they share with one another what they especially value. Collecting
these memories, stories, personal narratives may lead to an identification of the features of
congregational life that will most likely encourage a mutual quest for the members who will
traverse from one of two distinctly different traditions and unite in a new, unique communal
life. I believe the process would enable members of Shades Valley Presbyterian Church
and members of Southminster Presbyterian Church to appreciate what the “other” will
value, what “the other” considers important as they undertake a shared future. When
congregations undergo a change in pastoral leadership, no matter the facts and features
behind the transition, the governing presbytery requires the congregation to engage in a
thorough mission study. The mission study becomes the basis of a shared understanding
of what the leaders, the members, and the prospective pastor may anticipate as the most
significant elements which define the DNA of a congregation, and in the case of two
merging congregations, this “visioning” process could thereby provide a means for
members to be purposefully involved in the discernment process. Hopefully, you all will
complete a visioning process that will have the most positive of transformative effects.
So, I conclude by sharing what for me in the last years of my ministry became my
weekly benediction:
Friends, life is short and there is little time
to gladden the hearts of those who go the journey with us.
So, be quick to love; make haste to be kind.
Seek for others justice; and share always in the grace of Jesus Christ, our Lord. Amen.
Ned Beckes, April, 2022 from Wilmington, North Carolina.
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Dear Saints of Shades Valley Presbyterian Church,
Almost four decades ago you promised to love me, support me, enable me to grow up in
my faith, and to journey with me in life. It was a promise you made to me at my baptism. I
didn’t understand it or even know at the time you made such a meaningful promise to me
and my family. But year after year, and time after time, you made baptismal vows come
alive in my life. I dare not name anyone specific, because I fear I might leave someone
meaningful out. But also, it was not someone specific that taught me the meaning and
power of baptismal vows, it was the church. It was Shades Valley that taught me what it
means to love someone in faith. Through Wednesday night children’s bible study,
children’s choir, Sunday school, and youth group I knew that I was loved. I knew I had a
home.
The importance of such a feeling was lost on me until I was in college. I will never forget
the day in my junior year of school at Alabama when I received a valentine’s card from one
of the Sunday school classes. It came to be during a time when I felt alone and when I was
struggling with my faith and how to live my faith. The card was simple, not a lot of words.
But the message was clear. No matter where I go in life, no matter what I become in life,
Shades Valley will always be with me. I was reminded of this again in seminary when I
received care packages during exam week with cookies, notes, supplies, and most
importantly the reminder that my church still thought about me, still loved me, still wanted
to be a part of my faith journey and life.
When I graduated seminary I received a white stole from Shades Valley, a stole that
affirms my calling and reminds me that I am where I am in life only through the grace of
God and the support and never-ending care of Shades Valley. While certain members
have made greater impacts on my life, I think of the church as a whole when I think about
how I was nurtured and raised in faith. I think of all of you, because it was all of you, with
God, that cultivated a meaningful place where children were loved, taught about living
missionally, and caring for others. I would not be the minister or the person I am today
without the members of Shades Valley.
During this time of reflection, I have mourned the loss of Shades Valley, but I have come to
understand I was wrong to do so. We are not losing the heart of Shades Valley, we are
losing the building. The people, the members, the baptismal vow takers are bringing their
ministry forward with others. I am prayerfully hopeful for the future and continued ministry
of this wonderous group that has grown so many people into the way of Christ, the way of
love, the way of living as though our baptisms truly are important. Thank you, to the past,
present, and future members of this congregation that has changed, is changing, and will
continue to change the lives of so many through Christ.
Rev. Brandon E. Miles

Memories from Patrick Willson
Moments like this have a way of silencing us, of making us wondering whatto
say, but just as surely they also provide us with the words we need. One afternoon I
had concluded a service at Ridout's Funeral Chapel Southside, over the mountain,
when a nice looking fellow, well-dressed, came up to me, shook my hand, introduced
himself and said, "You're the Pastor of Shades Valley Presbyterian Church?"
"Yes, I am, I said."
"Well, Sir," he said, "I want you to know you people saved my life!"
In the Church we use language like that but not exactly quite like that. "I'm
glad to hear that, very glad to hear that, please tell me more!"
"Well, sir, you know that house out back of the church... " Ah.. .l knew that
house out back of the church very well and I knew where this conversation was
headed: "The Hut." He recognized my smile and smiled back at me.
"Yessir," he said, saying more than he was required to say, "I am a memberof
Cocaine Anonymous and I want you to know how grateful we are for your church
letting us meet there and for a lot of people who can't come to you and say
'thank you,' I just want to say 'thank you,' and ask you to pass that on when you can."
This seemed a good day to do that. I know some of you have heard me tell that story
before. It's a story worth telling again. Thank you! I wonder where theywill go now.
The ordinary things Shades Valley Presbyterian Church does and did made
remarkable things happen. Amazing to me it was about thirty years ago that Tom Watkins
phoned me up and asked me to have lunch, and we went right across the street here
to this place in the shopping center. Tom was in his first job right out of Auburn
University. The job was going great, of course, Tom knew how to study atAuburn and he
knew how to work, so he had a great start at his profession, it was going just fine, no
problems there. It was something else. Everything was great but great wasn't enough
by comparison to something else Tom was sensing. It was not up to the experience of
what he was doing with Paul Helton and John Dantzler on Sunday nights with Youth
Ministry. Tom was wondering if he shouldn't be considering Columbia Theological
Seminary. I knew for a fact that he should indeed be considering Columbia Theological
Seminary! I knew that because in my second year Shades Valley had hosted the newly
minted entity that would be named the Synod of Living Waters and the new President
of Columbia Seminary Doug Oldenburg had pulled me aside to make sure that I knew
Columbia Seminarywas our seminary and drew me a picture that looked just like Tom
Watkins. A few years passed and Tom did go to Columbia. He did well there. His first
pastorate was as an Associate Pastor. One member of his youth group member
became my daughter's college roommate so I received regular reports from her and
her parents. They thought he was great! They were right. Now he has a brand new
church in Raleigh, and preaching for you today. A few years later attending to a
meeting at Columbia seminary I ran into Sharon Daughtry and we had a great visit.She
told me how she
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had fallen in love with biblical studies and theology, and well, just fallen in love all
over again. A few more years later at Columbia I was carrying a great deal of heavy
weight from family matter and at the same time dealing long distance with a busy
church and, bless his heart, there was Andy Acton to help me negotiate the
Columbia Seminary Computer room. (We didn't worry about computers when I was
at CTS!). Andy's doing fine work at Emory Church, a strong voice in that university
community and a really important parish in Atlanta Presbytery. I'm sorry I haven't
seen Ben Acton in decades but I hear he's doing good ministry in Garner, North
Carolina.
Over forty plus years of ministry I stumbled into three interim Pastorates as
accidents always picking up after a disastrous interim pastorate or a situation that
needed an interim. Libby McIntosh Rollins, another Columbia graduate and childof
this church had become an expert on training pastors to do Intentional Interim Pastorate
and is known far and wide for her expertise. We passed like ships in the night in
the Presbytery of Eastern Virginia. Her husband David was coming to achurch in
Virginia Beach and introducing himself to me as Libby's husband as Iwas leaving
Williamsburg to be Interim Pastor of The National Presbyterian Church in Washington,
D. C.
I'm pretty sure I knew Lindsey Wade from the day she was born. In 1975 First
Presbyterian in Tupelo, Mississippi called me to develop a ministry to youngadults that
were coming to town. In time Mike and Judy joined us, and I always tried to be at the
hospital when the babies are born, I hope I was there in 1977. Nowadays I hear that
Lindsay Wade Beebe is in a new beginning and has gotten acquainted with Christie
Davis Ashton, Pastor of Hope Presbyterian in Huntsville, Alabama. I first knew Christie
as a William & Mary student sitting in the balcony of Williamsburg Presbyterian
Church where I was Pastor. She and her friend Stephanie Boardman Anthony were (I
believe in the class of 2000). Both are now outstanding Presbyterian pastors! Those
William & Mary students make great Pastors!
Williamsburg Presbyterian Church sends a lot of students to seminary. When
you have a large church of l 40o+ members and are located across the street from a
major university like The College of William & Mary you naturally send a lot of men
and women into ministry. I retired in 2011 but in 2013 President Ted Wardlaw of
Austin Presbyterian Theological Seminary asked me to come to Austin teach worship
and preaching for a year (they had had a death on the faculty). I walked into the
introductory worship class and much to my astonishment there was one of our
Williamsburg Presbyterian women smiling back, enjoying her surprise! Now she's having
a great time serving a church back in Virginia.
I shouldn't have been surprised. There's nothing surprising about large
churches perched on the edges of university campuses generating pastors, nothing
about that requires explaining. But you, Shades Valley Presbyterian Church: this
requires explaining! You require explaining! These remarkable people: Tom and
Sharon and Andy and Ben and Libby and Lindsey! Explain them! It's been a long
time since I've been around the Presbytery of Sheppards and Lapsley (and I have
by no means forgotten the Clayton family from South Highlands) but I seriously
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wonder if there's another church-in this presbytery or in this state--that has sent so
many pastors out to serve Christ in the Presbyterian Church.
Many, many churches call pastors but how many send pastors?
What message did they hear announced within these soon to be silenced walls
that was so vital to them that they clutched it to their hearts and wanted tocarry it
with them and keep it always and then give it to others because only in giving it to
other could it become as fully true as it promised to be?
What truth did they come to know in this holy place was so important that they
were compelled to leave this place to find other places to announce this truth and
explores this truth and know that it was still greater and grander than they hadyet
experienced.
What summons sent them from Shades Valley Presbyterian Church on the
unpredictable adventure that somehow began right here: "You're going to seminary?
Really? Do people still go to seminary? I mean Auburn is bad enough and you want
to go seminary? What for? What will you do then? How will you get a job? Where will
you go? You don't know, do you? No you don't!" And that's exactly the way it is. You
go, not knowing. Almost anything else makes more sense. And here at Shades
Valley Presbyterian Church is where such things begin, which makes this a pretty
remarkable place, a launching pad for imagination and for sanctification, to use the
theological word, and for consecration, to use another one. Oh, my God! Do we dare
speak of such things out loud? Audacious things have happened at this Shades
Valley Presbyterian Church. It may look tamed down but people have dreamed
daring things here and begun frightful journeys. Tom, Sharon, Andy, Ben, Libby,
Lindsey: these are remarkable people who made remarkable promises in this place
and who, by the Grace of God, kept them.
That is worth remembering and celebrating today!
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When Ruth and I came to Shades Valley Presbyterian, we were not looking for a church
home. We already had on. We came because I was asked to fill in for Taylor Todd who
was leaving on a 3 month sabbatical. Little did we know that our lives would be changed
drastically. From the first Sunday, we were welcomed with open arms, supported, & loved
beyond belief.
In 2011, Ruth had back surgery which left her unable to walk & in a wheelchair. She spent
several months in in-house rebab. When she returned home, the love & support was
unbelievable. For weeks, our doorbell would ring & there would be someone (usually the
Pardue’s) with enough food to last the whole week. The food was prepared by various
church members with care and sent with love and we received it with deep appreciation.
That love and support continued through her death and is still going strong to the present.
I don’t know how we would have weathered the difficult and trying times without the loving
folks at SVPC. We found a new church home in the process and I am so grateful for that
simple phone call asking me to fill in for 3 months, which in effect has lasted for over 15
years. I have found my church home!

Clyce Hurst

