
                                        

                                                                             My  Faith Story 

 
           Hi, I am Julie and I want to share that there is no better place to be than in the House of 
the Lord. 
 
          This is the perfect place to share all of the joys, the victories, the heartaches, and the pain.  
It wasn’t until the last 20 years of my life that I came to realize the incredible importance of being 
in this place. 
 
          I have attended church all my life:  worship services, Sunday school, youth group, and 
different types of weekly choir practices.  During college, I continued to go to church.  However, 
I just went to church.  I stood.  I sat.  I recited.  I sang.  And, I left.  I did this same routine for many 
years.  Going to church was a part of my life – not going was not an option.  However, I was 
missing a great big piece of what the “church” would offer to me and did not even know it. 
 
          My search for a Methodist church began as soon as I moved to Pennsylvania.  By following 
a little sign on the electric pole down the street, I found this one.  Throughout my time in this 
church, the members have walked alongside me and encouraged me to grow as a Christian in 
order to ultimately develop a closer and more personal relationship with my Lord and Savior, 
Jesus Christ.  I rejoice every day because I have found the missing piece.  Jesus Christ came out 
of my head and entered my heart. 
 
          My life and my perspective had changed.  I no longer go to church as a routine.  I come to 
learn how to be a better “me” which includes being convicted of any wrong, being taught of 
Jesus’ never-ending love for me, and showing that love to others. 
 
          On a recent Sunday morning, I led two hymns to open worship.  As I sang, I was overcome 
by feelings of fear, pain, and sadness.  I began to cry and knew I would not be able to stop.  It was 
clear to me that I could no longer lead the singing of these hymns.  As a result, I went to the only 
place I knew to go, the altar.  In the process of letting go of those pains—through crying and 
wailing—I began to heal.  My church family immediately covered me with prayer. 
 
                                                                 This is what church is for. 
 
          It’s not uncommon for people to show up at church with smiles on their faces, letting others 
know that life is just great.  Despite that, every Sunday, we all enter this sanctuary carrying 
baggage from this world.  It is my constant prayer that all of us who enter this place each week 
will find a refreshment for our souls and spirits.  Through refreshment, we can receive the love 
of God and share it with others. 

 

                                There is no better place to be than in the House of the Lord. 

 
 

PSALM 23:6 (ESV)  “Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life, and I shall 
dwell in the house of the Lord forever.” 

 


