Sermon for May 19, 2019, The Fifth Sunday of Easter
Sally Smith
[Introduction by The Rev Colin Ambrose]
On this Youth Sunday we’re honored to have Sally Smith be our preacher. Sally is the daughter of
Fant and Collier Smith. Sally has grown up at St. Paul’s. She graduated from Central a couple of
days ago and will be headed off to Kenyon College this fall. Sally we’re honored to have you
preach for us this morning.
Good morning, thank you for being here whether you intended to hear me speak today or
not. My name is Sally Smith, and you may have caught onto that I will be preaching today.
Many of you know me or at least recognize me from my service as an acolyte or as a
Eucharistic minister. Today is Youth Sunday, which is why an 18-year-old who has been a
high school graduate for all of two days now is preaching rather than a priest with years of
experience.
I have attended Central Magnet School just down the street for the past seven years and
can’t wait to start at Kenyon College in Gambier, Ohio, this fall where I will major in
Political Science. Kenyon is a small liberal arts college with excellent programs in English
and political science, and among its alumni are President Rutherford B. Hayes, Chief
Justice William Rehnquist, Paul Newman, Allison Janney, Shaka Smart, John Green, and
our own bishop, Bishop Bauerschmidt. Kenyon was founded by Bishop Philander Chase
and continues to have ties to the Episcopal Church.
St. Paul’s and the St. Paul’s community is incredibly important to me, and I look forward to
church every week. I have attended St. Paul since long before I can remember, and this
parish has played a pivotal role in my life. When I was younger, I despised attending and
begged my parents not to make my siblings and me go; promising to hold a service in our
living room in exchange for skipping. As I grew older, my parents would sign my brother
Fant and me up for every church activity we aged into. In second grade, I joined choristers
and was asked to read at a children’s service, which led to my reading at Father Polk’s
installation as rector. In fourth grade, I reluctantly began acolyting. Having cut a deal over
lunch with Father Polk that I would acolyte if I could be added to the regular list of
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readers. I initially resented acolyting only to find in the coming years, that it would fill my
involvement within my church community. Since then, I’ve become both senior acolyte as
well as a Eucharistic minister.
St. Paul’s has played a role in my life that far exceeds the influence of a hour-long church
service every Sunday, and for that, I am grateful. Dr. Kris McCusker has become one of my
greatest advocates. She couldn’t be here today, but if you find her next Sunday, I’m sure
she will be more than happy to tell you the story about my confronting her about
Woodrow Wilson and the prevalence of his 14 points in the hallway of the discovery
school when I was in the third grade. Allie Davis, who will always be the best acolyte,
taught me and guided me through torch-bearing when I was just starting; terrified that I
would forget to put out the cushions and have to frantically put them out while the
doxology began, or leave too early during the procession. Youth Director Rick Byrne and
Father Polk were a large part of why last year I was asked to serve as a Eucharistic
minister; a role almost always reserved for adults within the church. Regardless of how
stressed I was because of school or work or college applications (all 17 of them), I have
always known that I could fall back on my church family and that the moment I stepped
foot into St. Paul’s everything would be okay.
Today we read from the twenty-first chapter of Revelation. In our reading, the image
presented to us is the image of a city. The city is the new Jerusalem coming down from
heaven. In verse three of our reading, God is quoted as saying, “See, the home of God is
among mortals. He will dwell with them as their God; they will be his peoples, and God
himself will be with them.” One commentator states that within Revelation, John’s vision is
of a communal society; a reminder that biblical practice in hope centers on humanity’s
relationship with God and one another. The home of God is among mortals. The promise of
Revelation presents to us is the promise of community. The Christian faith is about
relationships; about community. It’s the promise that God will heal our broken
relationships with him and our broken relationships with one another.
The second coming is not simply about what is to be and how our relationships with God
will grow, but about community as well, and I see a glimpse of the godly community that is
to be within St. Paul’s. See the home of God is among mortals. We don’t yet live in the full
fulfillment of this promise, but I’ve witnessed this promise in the community of St. Paul’s
because, despite all that is wrong with the world today, there is the love of St. Paul’s. There
are people like Kris McCusker, and Allie Davis, and Miss Baumann, and Kent and Tammy
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Sterling, and Joyce Adkins, and Angela Tipps, and so many more who have profoundly
influenced who I am today.
St. Paul’s has grown and changed a lot since I first started attending. Father Wise was the
rector when I was born, and my younger brother Fant was among the last to be baptized in
the old sanctuary. We used to climb on the tree outside of where the old parish hall used
to be following catechesis and children’s church. Despite the many changes made
throughout my lifetime, St. Paul’s has always been a constant for me. I look forward to
Joyce Adkins’ weekly announcement from the Welcome Committee. I look forward to
stopping by to see my friends working in the nursery. I look forward to seeing Angela Tipps
and her frantically saying gems like, “Oh, thank goodness Sally’s here. Everything’s going
to be okay.” I am so grateful not only to my parents who made it very clear to me as a
seven-year-old that we would be at church every Sunday we could but to a congregation
that has never made me question whether or not I belonged and has always embraced me
with open arms.
I’m not oblivious to the faults in the world that surround St. Paul’s. There is hunger, and
there is strife, and there’s a hatred that often consumes our thoughts, but when I think of
the future described to us in the Epistle reading; when I think about what the world could
be what our world eventually will be, I think of St. Paul’s. The people of St. Paul’s and my
church community embody what it means to be a Christian and what it means to be a child
of God. The St. Paul’s congregation has supported me for the past 18 years, and I will
sincerely miss my church home when I am at Kenyon. However, I know that wherever I go
no matter how much I miss St. Paul’s, I carry with me with my faith and the love and
support of my church family.
Thank you all for your guidance, love, and faith that shaped me into who I am today.
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