Journey to Faith

My very first memories of faith are connected to my grandmother on my Mom’s side.  She was actually my step-grandmother as my Mom’s mother passed away when she was five and my grandfather re-married when my Mom was around twelve.  So actually she was the only mother that my Mom really knew and the only grandmother (on my Mom’s side) that I ever knew.  We called her “Nannie.”


Nannie was a devout Catholic, never missing mass.  My grandfather was protestant.  I believe that his father was a Methodist minister.  Nannie’s religion and faith were very important in every aspect of her life.  I vividly remember as a small child sitting beside her and watching and listening to her say her daily prayers.  Her prayer book, prayer cards and of course her rosary were always present.  Her rosary always fascinated me and she would let me play with it.  These images are very clear to me.  She never forced her faith on any member of the family, but I remember her always, very patiently, answering my “why” questions, whatever they were.  As I grew older I would enjoy helping her with the festivals they would have at St. Ann’s each summer.  And, I especially remember liking to go to the little log cabin church that was St. Ann’s first home here in Williamsburg, Ohio.

For as long as I can remember my Mom, brother and I, and Daddy sometimes, attended the First Presbyterian Church here in Williamsburg.  This is where I was baptized and later became a member.  Besides Sunday School and Church there were other activities when I was a child that revolved around the church.  We would sometimes have our Brownie meetings there, with Girl Scout meetings following as we grew older.  Many activities were held in the basement of the church, from Halloween parties to dances.  (Music was supplied by someone bringing the “record player” and everyone contributing their latest “45’s.”)


 Over these many years there have been several ministers, but certain ones had more of a meaning to my life at the time in my life they were with us.  My first memory is of Rev. Cowan.  He was rather stout and would generally remind you of a grandfather, but I can remember some Sundays when he would be preaching and his face would start to get red during his sermon and I would become very quiet.  The next one that comes to mind would be Rev. Jack Masters.  But the one that really was important to me in that he showed me something special about my faith was Rev. Karl Gustafson.  I was the mother of a teenager when Karl was here, and he and his wife Kathy and their boys drew me in.  Our current minister is Kimberly Warwick and she has brought an energy and spirit to our church that we had been looking for.

There was a period of my life, for whatever reason, I grew away from the church.  It was my very dear lifelong friend Lola who kept talking to me and encouraging me to come back, assuring me that things would be just fine, and they were!  However, I began to feel that I had not really studied the Bible or my faith.  Our minister at this time was Rev. William Westmoreland.  There was a small group of us who felt the same way and we decided to start a Bible Study.  With Bill’s zest for studying the Bible we were able to learn so much in a relatively short period of time and I do thank him for that.


I have served as an Elder for 12 years and participated in many activities within the church and the community.  My Amazing Bible Race team, The Torah Racers, Phyllis, Kay and Lola, consists of individuals who have been lifelong members of this wonderful little church.  We encourage and support each other and are really enjoying this walk we are taking together.

My journey was at times confusing, but I have learned that if you really look, God will be there looking back at you and holding out his hand.  All you have to do is to ask.
Prayerfully submitted,

Susan Coyle Burgess
