
! I remember the first time I stepped foot into this church. I remember three years 
ago, the first time sitting through one of the services here, I sat in the front row, that first 
pew, right there, with my mother and my great-grandmother, Miss Edie Booth. “Mom-
mom,” as we call her, came here from California, and told my grandparents that she 
wanted to come to the Episcopal church, but she needed someone to come with her. 
That’s where we came in; after my mom told me she was going to come here, I thought 
it would be interesting to experience the different religious views that this church could 
offer me. Sitting through one of Allen’s sermons was… eye-opening. I never 
experienced a church like this one ever before. I had never partaken in communion--
except the occasional “Jesus Snack,” as my sister likes to call it, at a Southern Baptist 
Church we attended with friends, but that was a wafer and grape juice. Letting a young 
high-school kid sip wine? That was a huge shocker!!!
! I loved the openness that everyone here shared. People were generally happy to 
be here, and they were friendly enough to introduce themselves to me. Within minutes 
of me being in this building, I met over ten people. The generosity to share was just 
enough to open my heart. It wasn’t always that easy, though; my heart wasn’t always 
that willing and eager to open up to people. You see, I knew I belonged somewhere, but 
I wasn’t sure where. I grew up independent and went to New Community Church for the 
majority of my life. That’s where I was baptized, too, at the age of 9--funny story about 
that, too: it felt like I was drowning. But… I knew there was trouble brewing there when I 
got a little older. I had noticed that my family had stopped attending church every 
Sunday. This devastated me, because now, I had to outlet to share my praise for God 
with others, with the people I had known and done so with for years. Starting 
Wednesdays, I would walk down the street to the First Baptist Church on the Square, 
but that didn’t feel right, either. I went through a very dark period in my life… I was trying 
to find out what I was meant to believe in, what I was supposed to do, and even who I 
was. I was scared… terrified of my own thoughts. The safe feeling I normally had when I 
thought about God was no longer there, because I didn’t see God in my life anymore. I 
was doubting, because I had no outlet to put my faith in. That brings me back to this 
place. I felt right at home, within seconds. It was amazing and awe-inspiring how at 
ease I felt and how spiritual the energy was.!!
! Thomas did the same as me. He doubted, because he did not see. Thomas the 
Twin, one of the Twelve, was not with the disciples when Jesus came. So the other 
disciples told him, “We have seen the Lord!” But he said to them, “Unless I see the nail 
marks in his hands and put my finger where the nails were, and put my hand into his 
side, I will not believe.” A week later his disciples were in the house again, and Thomas 
was with them. Though the doors were locked, Jesus came and stood among them and 
said, “Peace be with you!” Then he said to Thomas, “Put your finger here; see my 
hands. Reach out your hand and put it into my side. Stop doubting and believe.” 
Thomas said to him, “My Lord and my God!” Then Jesus told him, “Because you have 
seen me, you have believed; blessed are those who have not seen and yet have 
believed.”!!



! Like the saying goes: just because you don’t see it, doesn’t mean its not real. 
This church, especially, has shown me that that is true. More true than I could have ever 
believed or even dreamed. It has opened my heart, my mind, and my soul, allowing me 
to experience my faith to the fullest. It was and is an amazing journey to experience, 
and that I hope to continue. Next month, I am moving to north Georgia to attend Dalton 
State College, where I will study to get my Bachelor’s degree in Education and History. I 
plan to become either a middle school or high school history teacher, and later on, I will 
go on the get my Master’s degree in Administrative Education so I can become a 
principal. If I don’t do that, I hope to go on to be ordained and become an Episcopal 
priest--so I should get used to being up here. Also, while in North Georgia, I will be 
attending the Dalton Episcopal Church, which just so happens to be St. Mark’s as well, 
so it will be like I never even left home.!!
! This church has showed me that God is everywhere you look. I see him in the 
smile of a happy person; I see him in the sun shining down through the leaves; I feel 
him in every warm kiss and hug that my family shares when we greet each other; I hear 
him in a laugh from my co-workers. When we take communion, we are sharing his body 
and blood, and we take him along with us where ever we go. We are his children, and 
we must spread his love. So go, share and spread God’s love and word to those who 
need it. Give someone a hug or a smile. Brighten someone’s day by asking them how 
their feeling. There’s a saying that my mom likes: “Angels exist among us, but 
sometimes they don't have wings, and we call them friends.” So, go and be someone’s 
angel.


