
Lessons Learned 

When I first joined a church.  I chose the Methodist Church because I had been baptized in the Methodist Church in 

Royal Oak when I was an infant.  I was accepted into the church with open arms and made to feel that I 

belonged.  There was no youth program although there were a few youths but none that attended regularly.  I was 

not at the church long before I was given a “job.”  I was to tend the nursery on the rare Sundays’ that it was 

necessary.  I did that for a while and then I was in Nurses Training and living in Detroit.  There I visited any patients 

that came in from my home church. A few of us visited various churches in the area and we found that people would 

feel sorry for the poor students so far from home and would have us over to their homes for Sunday Dinner. We 

were well fed at school, but a home cooked meal tasted good. We did that until our group was on different schedules 

and did not have Sundays off consistently.  When I graduated and married and had children in school, I slowly 

returned to church.   I taught 4- and 5-year old’s and wrote letters to our college students and worked a couple of 

hours a week in the office.  I gave of myself what I was able to give.  When we moved to 26 Mile Road we went to 

the local Methodist Church.  I became active in Social Concerns and ushered.  Although our reception at the church 

was great, I soon found that I should not ruffle feathers.  When I wanted to Usher one gentleman would make a 

remark as he walked by about “women libbers.”  When I joined the Women’s group, they were entrenched in their 

ways and not receptive to any new ideas.  Politically I was a lone wolf. When there was a ministerial change, I 

began to drift away from my purpose for church. I served on Pastor Parish Relations Committee and there were 

issues.  I sought other pastures.  I came to Utica.  The first Sunday the newly formed Bell Choir was playing.  There 

were all women ushering and they did this once a month.  No one talked to me, but I did not care about that.  I 

needed to get back to why I went to church.  I needed to return to Jesus.  I went to both churches for a while and 

then as I felt my purpose returning, decided to join Utica.  My husband was not happy as he fit in very well at the 

smaller church and was directing the choir and serving on the Administrative Board.  I suggested he stay there but 

he wanted to come with me. So, we both joined, and he found new purpose with the UMM, serving on Memorials 

and car shows.   Changing churches can be very painful but with time I cannot imagine being any other 

place.  When we joined, we were given a card to fill out.  On it was a line that read, “Where would you like to 

serve?”  When I first joined a church, serving was a natural extension of our giving.  I do not think I have ever been 

without a “job.”  Most times it was several jobs.  I have been blessed that when I saw a need that could be filled, I 

was given permission to fill that need. Prayer quilting, communion, ushering, preparing the bears for the pews, 

coffee hour for the Contemporary Service when it was in the sanctuary, greeting, Prayer Shawls, funeral luncheons, 

Christmas Teas, even making cakes. teaching Sunday School.  All these were jobs I filled when I saw a need.  While 

my real “job” might be serving on Administrative Board, Trustees, Council on Ministries, Religion and Race, Pastor 

Parish Relations or Staff Parish Relations, or Stewardship campaigns and I was a Stephen Minister.  Some of these 

no longer exist and I hope it was not anything that I said that caused their demise and just that our focus changes. 

Although Jesus calls us to give from our abundance or our widows mite and he also calls us to serve, at 87 I have 

slowed down and no longer do so much but I have watched others picking up the needs.  I thank God that he led me 

to Utica where I have been given that opportunity so willingly. Do you hear that still small voice in the night? 

1 Samuel 3: 10 The Lord came and stood there, calling out as at other times, “Samuel, Samuel” Then Samuel said, 

“Speak Lord for your servant is listening.” 

 Lord, we thank you for the day.  We thank you for those who served our country and for those who died in the 

wars.  Thank you, Lord, for the safety and freedoms they have protected for us. Be with our country Lord may we be 

as one, unified and honoring those who have gone before.  Be with those who are ill and those who grieve, may they 

be comforted.  Be with our church Lord, may we find the path you have chosen for us in all things.  Be with our 

Pastor, bless his ministry, be with him in all things.  Bless his family.  Be with our staff and leaders, guide and 

protect them.  May we be the church you see in us, the hands, and feet of Jesus Christ. May we hear that still small 

voice calling us to serve.   Amen 

Grace Epperson 

  

 


