
 Over thirteen years ago, in a time when we were not a church-going family, my 

husband and I experienced a parent’s worst nightmare. At that time, we had two beautiful 

girls: our first born, Ruth, was not yet six and Charlotte was only three. In the winter of 

2006, we were expecting our third child, but at fifteen weeks the pregnancy became 

complicated. Several visits to emergency rooms, the more than usual doctor visits, and a 

ten-day period of hospital bed rest followed. At 24 weeks our extremely premature baby 

boy was born via emergency c-section on April 15, my husband’s birthday. The following 

morning, Easter morning, our baby died peacefully in my arms. 

 This kind of experience left my family wondering why it had happened. There 

seemed to be no wordly explanation as to why things went so morbidly off course. Our 

little girls, who had never really heard the words “heaven” or “God” in such weighty 

conversations before were now asking us all sorts of questions. In our grief, so raw and 

disorienting, my husband and I did not know how to answer. There was no explanation. 

We were all trying to understand why this had happened to our little boy, to our family. 

We asked our maker all of the hardest questions you can imagine. 

 The experience shook our emotional and spiritual core. 

 We did not understand, and neither did our support systems at that time. Our 

families were of little help, and my in-laws even inflicted more harm in the weeks that 

followed, albeit probably unintentionally. I felt so alone and broken. A friend of mine at 

the time suggested that maybe I try to go to church, that maybe I would find some comfort 

there. I was ready to try anything. So on Memorial Day weekend of 2006, I found myself 

sitting in a pew at the back of the sanctuary of Flossmoor Community Church, listening to 

Jim Hartley preach about honoring those who had fought and died. Preach about trying to 

make meaning of a life after it is lost. Preach about honoring those lives by never 

forgetting them.   

 I wept silently in my pew.  

 And you, who would become my faith family, let me.  

 For that, I thank you. 



And yet my small words do not do justice to the overwhelming gratitude I feel for 

this place, for you all. You allowed me the physical space, the emotional space, the spiritual 

space to begin healing from all I had been through in the months prior. You allowed me 

the time and the safety to move forward, to move beyond my worst nightmare. 

And what you’ve done for my children: there are no words. As I said earlier, in their 

early lives, we had not been regular church-goers. My oldest daughter, with her big brown 

eyes met me after attending Sunday school that first Memorial Day service and excitedly 

reported, “Mom, they talk about God here!” I knew we had come to the right place. Week 

after week I sat in that pew toward the back and wept, for I felt as if most of the words 

Sunday after Sunday were meant just for me, were meant to address my broken-ness. You 

welcomed me to and began to include me in The Story. And it helped me to feel less alone. 

I started to weep less. 

And we've been coming back to Flossmoor Community Church ever since. We are 

irrevocably connected to this place. During the "Sacred Space" renovation project in 2007, 

I was fortunately heavily pregnant with our third daughter, Sophie. Do some of you 

remember being invited to write what we are grateful for on the subfloor of the new 

space? Somewhere under the carpet by the information desk out there is my oldest’s 

daughter’s young writing, thanking this church for giving her mom the courage to have 

another baby after the loss we had experienced.  

Now, I’m the surprised mom of a bonus baby who, as a six-year-old boy, has some 

special needs. I often feel like I don’t know what I’m doing, or whether I’m doing the best 

for him, but you have welcomed him, too. And even if you don’t feel like you know what to 

do, either, I feel comfort in knowing that you, my faith family, is alongside me, and 

together we will figure out how best to teach him the story of the living Christ.  

This is my story. And it’s been more than I could have ever dreamed. We all have at 

least one story, and some of us have many stories that connect us to Flossmoor 

Community Church. Just as stories we are told as children and we read as adults shape our 

sense of place and purpose in the world, these stories give our relationship with this 



church, our relationship with each other, and our relationship with our faith meaning and 

purpose.  

The author of Fahrenheit 451, Ray Bradbury, wrote what we now recognize as a 

literary classic, in the early 1950’s on a coin-operated typewriter in the basement of a 

building of UCLA, inserting a dime every twenty minutes. It cost him a little over 42 dollars 

to produce the first manuscript of that story. In the decades since, it has sold over ten 

million copies. 

In the mid-1970's, Stephen King was called out of the class he was teaching at the 

local community college to take an urgent phone call from his pregnant wife. In the days 

before cell phones, she was calling him from a payphone because the phone in the trailer 

they lived in at the time had been cut off again due to their inability to pay their bill. She 

was calling him to tell him that a telegram from King's editor had arrived asking if a 

$2,500 advance would be enough to polish up and finish his first novel, "Carrie," which 

sold a million copies in its first year. It was beyond his dreams.  

Sometimes a little bit of money can accomplish great things. And sometimes the 

good stories move us in profound and priceless ways. 

The last lines in the movie Big Fish, one of my family’s absolute favorite films, the 

narrator, after his storytelling father dies, says, “A man tells his stories so many times, he 

becomes the stories. They live on after him.” We are the authors of this wonderful 

narrative that is Flossmoor Community Church. What story do we want those who come 

after us to know? What will our next chapter be? For me this church, this faith family, you, 

are uniquely irreplaceable. You have moved me in profound and priceless ways with the 

stories you’ve shared with me over the years. I would love for these next chapters to be as 

amazing as so many of the chapters of our narrative have been up to now.  

So, I ask: how many dimes can you put in the typewriter? How much of an advance 

can you offer so that the narrative continues to provide meaning and purpose for us all? 

What can you do to make these next chapters of our story something beyond our dreams? 

 


