
“You step into the Road, and if you don’t keep your feet, there is no knowing 

where you might be swept off to.”(Tolkien) 

Four years ago, I stood before you and told you what I Believed, as you 

welcomed me as an independent member of this community. Now, I stand before you, 

prepared to embark upon a journey of my own, filled with fear and anticipation alike. I 

have not yet left, and already I feel the twangs of nostalgia; the memory of a 

sanctuary, a community of love and acceptance. 

This Church is more than just a meeting place. This Church is more than just a 

gathering of comely folk, intent on singing for joy and sorrow. This Church is more 

than just the rickety pews, the fading glass, or the stairs that creak in the Sunday 

morning light. The tolling of the Bells welcomes all, loves all, and nurtures all that 

pass beneath Their song. This Church is the people; the people that have smiled upon 

me as I ascended these steps. This Church is the community; the community that 

watched over me as I grew, cried as I cried, and laughed as I laughed. This Church is 

the love that has followed me through every new doorway, that has nurtured me as I 

ran carelessly through bramble and briar, headlong into the unknown. 

When asked what this Church may do for me to aid my upcoming journey, I 

replied simply “to exist, as it always has, as a community of servitude, in both the 

dark times and the light”. I ask only that you be, and continue to be, that I shall 

remember the existence of love, and hold fast my faith in the divinity of humanity. 

The next chapter in my life has no clear end, no clear paths to follow. I will walk 

this road, but I will not walk it alone. I know this because I have been walking this 

road, and I have never felt alone. 

Love, is the doctrine of this Church. The quest for truth is it’s sacrament, and 

service is it’s prayer. I know not what the future holds for me, but you have shown me 

this: while it may seem daunting and lonely, this road I take into the preambles of my 

true existence, is guided by the hands that have shown me love. The hands, that 

although coarse at times, will continue to support my quest, and the quest of all those 

that will pass after me. 

I will fail, but you have taught me this: where there is love, there is hope, and 

where there is hope, there is resilience. Where there is resilience, we will not grow 

despite our failures, but because of them. 



I know not what the future holds for me, but as a great writer once said, “Home 

is behind, the world ahead, and there are many paths to tread through shadows to the 

edge of night, until the stars are all alight”(Tolkien). I will not keep my feet; I will 

allow the winds of life to sweep me to where they will, but I promise this: I will keep 

my heart, and all the love and support you have ever shown it, and I will not rest till 

the light of the stars shines upon all that I will ever know. 

I know not what the future holds for me, but my songs, reminiscent of our 

community, shall pierce the convaluting airs, and we shall rejoice in the knowledge of 

our existence, and find relief and love, in service of each other. Thus do I covenant. 
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