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Wednesday, January 11 Day 161 Melissa Anderson        

It Takes A Church 

Have you ever had a thought or idea that seemingly came 
from nowhere, but kept coming back over and over? The 
phrase, “it takes a church,” popped into my head recently. I 
don’t take credit for it. I believe it started with something 
Davis Chappell once said in a sermon. It’s been like a neon 
sign in my head ever since, and that’s why I’m sitting here 
scribbling these words on a Saturday morning in my 
pajamas.  

Several weeks ago when Davis and Sherre Chappell were 
packing to leave, I dropped by their house for a final 
farewell. Davis’ mother-in-law, Mrs. Jeanne was there. She 
thanked me for a cancer box that the cancer support group 
sent to her friend. Then she and Sherre began marveling 
over Scott’s cancer success.  At some point in the 
conversation, I said, “it takes a church.” I’m sure they didn’t 
know what I meant. It was a weird response. Davis was in 
earshot, and for a moment he looked puzzled, but then I 
could see the wheels turning. Either he “got it” or thought 
that I was crazy and felt relieved to be moving on to 
Nashville. 

I’m always grateful when anyone congratulates Scott for his 
success in battling cancer. I feel so blessed, and I am 
delighted to report that Scott has NED. What is NED? It’s 
what every cancer patient wants to appear on their chart. It 
stands for No Evidence of Disease. It means that the cancer 
is no longer detectable. It means success; it means hope.  So 
how did we get to this elusive NED? Well, we didn’t do it 
alone; it took a church.  

Shortly after the big C diagnosis, God literally led us to 
pursue care at MD Anderson in Houston, Texas, and then 
He took care of the rest. How did He do it? He activated his 
people at Lawrenceville First United Methodist Church. Our 
church saw our need, and they got busy. Very busy. We 
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Continued... 

received help from so many people and groups within the 
church. We even received help from the husband of one of 
the employees in the church office. He had never met us, 
but felt called to help after his wife shared our story. Prayer 
blankets and meals were delivered. Frequent flyer miles 
and offers to keep our children came so that we could go to 
Houston as often as was necessary.  

Once while we were at MD Anderson, a Sunday school 
classmate called to say that the class was at our house 
having a party. I was baffled, and thought I had a very bad 
faux pas on my hands. I panicked.  When did I plan this 
party? I was relieved that it was not a faux pas. It was our 
class doing the yard work at my house that we’d been 
unable to do because we were busy fighting cancer.  

I could go on and on, but I won’t. Many of the people in 
this church know this story intimately. Why? Because they 
cared enough to become part of the story. They jumped in 
the trenches with us. They were not deterred. They took 
action without being asked. It was love and grace up in our 
face. We did nothing to deserve it, nonetheless we received. 

Now back to the neon sign. In trying to process the 
message in my head, I have become convinced that indeed 
it does take a church, but it is so much bigger than our 
cancer odyssey.  

I believe...  

it takes a church to show God’s love to the homeless 

it takes a church to reach out to a struggling single parent 

it takes a church to provide assistance to the elderly 

it takes a church to offer love and support to cancer patients 

it takes a church to lead people to Christ 

it takes a church to grieve when death takes a loved one 

it takes a church to teach our children about God’s love so 
that they can be the Light of the future  

Obviously this list is grossly incomplete. It’s only a 
snapshot; there’s so much more. The needs are           
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Wednesday, January 11 Day 161 continued Melissa Anderson 

endless and complicated, but thanks be to God that our Lord 
and His church are uniquely qualified to handle all of life’s 
complexities! 

I’d like to sum it up with this. Perhaps the phrase, “it takes a 
church,” means that it takes all of us holding God’s hand, 
fulfilling His plans, sharing His love, and doing the dance 
together. I learned years ago when I took ballroom dancing 
lessons, that when a couple dances, one takes the lead, and 
the other loosens up enough to follow and flow with their 
partner and the music. Remembering that, I imagine the 
people of God’s church holding hands and dancing in a 
circle with Jesus in the middle leading the dance. The dance 
is smooth, and effortless. Joy is everywhere. Grace is 
abundant, and the dance never ends… 

By Melissa Anderson       July 2013 

Thursday,  January 12 Day 162  
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Keith and Alice Morse Day 163 Friday, January 13 

Celebrating 200 years of Service 
 

First United Methodist Church of Lawrenceville is 
providing our grandsons, Josiah and Jeremiah, with 
spiritual development that is crucial for them to become the 
individuals that God intends. They are experiencing the love 
of Christ from many that look nothing like themselves. They 
have had the opportunity to see what it means to help others 
as they have assisted with the Summer Lunch Program, 
Village of Hope (i.e. dropping off food to families/
individuals who cannot get to the Co-op), Grace Arbor, 
Vacation Bible Xperience(s), weekly Wednesday night 
engagement, and interactive activities outside the four walls 
of the church. Additionally, Josiah is participating in 
confirmation classes, and we look forward to Jeremiah 
receiving this much needed spiritual foundation as well. 
They need to know what it is that they believe. 
Emotionally, they have experienced the support of  
individuals who have loved them during this challenging 
time in their lives. Though separated from their parents, this 
body of believers have provided a steady and reliable 
foundation for them. They will reflect on their time at 
FUMCLV and know with certainty that the adults loved and 
cared for them, through their continual presence and 
prayers. It is important that Josiah and Jeremiah remain in a 
stable and safe environment. FUMCLV assists us in 
providing the type of environment where they can grow. 
Their awareness is being expanded as they understand their 
relationship with God, others, and their self-identity. 
Josiah said "I want to die at this church". Truly, this is a 
place that he will never forget and neither will we. 
 
Keith and Alice Morse 
Grandparents of Josiah and Jeremiah Simpson 
Members since May 2015  
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Saturday, January 14 Day 164 Smitty Thomas 

LVfirst United Methodist Church 
200 Days of Remembering 

 

The First United Methodist Church in Lawrenceville has 
always been a leader within the community since it’s 
inception. I cannot personally vouch for all 200 years, but I 
can recall actions from 1989, when I first started to attend 
FUMC. I have witnessed several churches being planted, 
most notably The Way which was led by one of our former 
Associate Ministers, Carter McGinnis. I can recall many 
events either sponsored or supported by our church such as 
the 4th of July fireworks celebrations, our Men’s retreats, 
events at our local schools and many, many more over the 
years. One significant calling of our church was to support a 
program called Family Promise of Gwinnett. This effort was 
instigated around 2005 with the establishment of an 
organization to assist in defeating homelessness within 
Gwinnett County. In cooperation with other churches within 
the community, Family Promise of Gwinnett established a 
program whereby homeless families would be housed at a 
different church each week while in the process of getting 
back on their feet financially and emotionally to obtain 
more permanent housing. 

The rotation model was designed to dilute the burden of any 
one church or group of helping 3-4 families at a time. It is 
not surprising that FUMC took a lead role in implementing 
this program. The first Chairman of the Board of this group 
was none other than our own Tom Cioffi. Additionally, 
Brent Bohannon, an Associate Minister at the time 
transitioned into the Executive Director’s role of Family 
Promise. Many members of our church were initial board 
members of Family Promise and that has continued 
throughout the 17-18 years that the organization has existed. 
FUMC has been one of the leading financial supporters of 
Family Promise and certainly has reflected strong volunteer 
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support for the organization throughout its existence. I 
remember Dave Houtz and myself driving the truck to pick-
up the belongings of our families to transfer to the next 
church every 1st Sunday of every month for over 15 years. 
We were not alone in this effort. Numerous people did the 
same thing every month. Our volunteers insured that the 
families were well taken care of when it was our church’s 
turn to house and feed these families. Many relationships 
were established, and the program enjoyed many successes 
in ensuring that families got back on their feet. Family 
Promise of Gwinnett is the one program designed to allow 
families to stay together during their bout with 
homelessness. There are men’s shelters as well as women’s 
and children’s shelters within the county however Family 
Promise is the only one to provide for the entire family. 
Family Promise of Gwinnett has been a blessing to multiple 
families over the years and FUMC has been a blessing to 
Family Promise! 

Once Covid-19 became prevalent in 2020, Family Promise 
had to think out of the box. As churches closed and 
volunteers dwindled the organization had to rethink the 
operating model. Subsequently, through much prayer and 
support from numerous donors, Family Promise transitioned 
into a static model of operation. We call this home Promise 
Haven as it is intended to develop a feeling of hope and a 
haven of safety for the families we are serving. Countless 
hours were exerted to make this possible! Although very 
similar in previous support for our families we now have 
one location whereby the families are housed, and our 
volunteers come there to provide food, interaction, and 
support for our housed families. In essence our volunteer 
base executes a local mission trip when serving our families. 

Again, LVfirst is on the frontline of support in our endeavor 
to serve the community. Family Promise of Gwinnett 
cherishes the ongoing support of our church and its people! 
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Sunday, January 15 Day 165 Marcia Duncan 

I just finished reading Book 4 of our 200th Celebration.  The 
stories, prayers and messages therein are so stirring, 
beautiful, awe-inspiring.  I am almost afraid to submit an 
entry as I fear I will fall way short of the ones printed in 
Books 1 through 4.  Nonetheless, I feel like God wants me to 
just say something about how I love Lawrenceville First 
United Methodist Church.  My family and I joined in August 
of 1953, immediately after moving to Lawrenceville.  Seeing 
Reverend Henderson’s name in print today reminded me of 
the fact he was the pastor at that time.  My dad, Ned Shirley, 
died of a massive heart attack in December 1958.  He was 
only 44, I was 18 and my brother and sister just 9 and almost 
11.  Rev. George Holden officiated his funeral, my first 
funeral of so many.  My mother, Pauline (Polly) Shirley 
found the church such a comfort and she remained an active 
member of the church and the Joy Class until her death in 
2005.  I was away from Lawrenceville after high school, 
only enjoying my former church occasionally on visits to 
Mother. I returned to Lawrenceville in 1993 following the 
death of my husband (we lived in Mableton 25 years) in 
1992.  I came back to be near immediate family again but 
also to marry my high school classmate and good friend for 
years, Gordon Duncan.  Oddly enough, I had been attending 
church at Leland UMC where Emery Cartrett was the 
minister.  He and his wife, Bernice, were here at 
Lawrenceville FUMC working with the Youth while we 
were in high school.  Emery married us at that church in 

I can honestly say that I don’t think Family Promise of 
Gwinnett would exist today without LVfirst church! Perhaps 
there is something to the saying “Connecting the Church to 
the Community and the Community to the Church”! 
 

Smitty Thomas, LVfirst Church Member, 
Chairman of the Board, Family Promise of Gwinnett 

Saturday, January 14  Day 164 continued Smitty Thomas 
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Day 166                    Monday, January 16 Day 167                    Tuesday, January 17 

 Day 168 Wednesday, January 18 

Mableton. Then we rejoined LV FIRST and became very 
active in several areas – the Wesley Class, the Campground 
Committee and Debra Circle (me), ushering on 3rd Sundays 
with Jan Jones, and attending Wednesday night dinners and 
seminars.  Gordon served as a Conference delegate in 2003 
and 2004.  We lost Gordon to cancer in September 2004.  
Davis Chappell officiated his funeral, then my mother’s 5 
months later.  I am so thankful that God and the love and 
support of so many wonderful people in this church helped 
me through some rough days.  I am grateful and feel so 
blessed to be a tiny part of LV FIRST today! 
 

Thank you, Lord, for the wonderful life you have given me, 
the precious people I know and have known.  Help me to be 
worthy of your love as I am a sinner.  Thank you for the Staff 
and lay leaders here.  I’m grateful that Lawrenceville 
FUMC is a part of my life.    Amen 

Marcia Duncan 

May the Word of God guide our 

thoughts, words, and deeds. 



 

10 

Thursday, January 19 Day 169 Dr. R. Allen Stewart 

I served as the associate pastor at 
Lawrenceville First United 
Methodist Church from June of 
1990 until June of 1994.  
Lawrenceville was my first 
appointment out of seminary, and I 
was very nervous my first week 
there.  While serving a three-point 
charge in seminary, I would pass by 
Lawrenceville First on my way 
back to my home.  I remember 

looking at the large steeple, passing through town and 
wondering what it would be like to work at a church like 
that.  In Dawsonville I served three small country churches, 
two had outhouses and only one had indoor plumbing.  
After I came to Lawrenceville, I counted all the bathrooms.  
What a blessing. 
 

When I interviewed with the staff-parish Relations 
Committee for the associate’s position, Dave Hester, who 
became one of my dearest friends, told me later that I had 
made a comment about mountain people, and he had voted 
not to hire me. 
 

After settling in, I was overwhelmed by the sincerity of the 
members and other staff.  My twin daughters were born 
while we were in Lawrenceville, and all three of us went on 
all the senior adult trips together.  They had 50 grandparents 
on each outing. Tracey worked at Trickum Middle School, 
and I assisted Rev. Jack Bozeman with everything, mostly 
with what he did not want to do. Lol!  I was given the 
responsibility to “handle” the Sunday-night services., They 
were not well attended but were so much fun.  It was there 
that I fine-tuned children’s sermons, worked out a theology 
of preaching, and made life-long friends and acquaintances. 
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My children’s sermons were rated on a scale from 1-10 by 
the Stewart “twins” and many others in the pews.  
 

Over my three years with Rev. Jack Boseman, I was given 
the opportunity to participate in church administration and 
worship as well as many weddings.  After serving with Rev. 
Bozeman for three years Dr. Mike Long was appointed to 
Lawrenceville First.  Dr. Long allowed me to preach often 
during the morning services and my year with him was one 
of greatest years in my ministry.  I did not want to leave but 
I was reassigned.  I truly learned to love this community and 
church under his guidance. 
 

The important names of so many that helped me grow and 
learn are those like Sandra Franklin, who led music at 
Lawrenceville’s very first service in our current Sanctuary 
many years ago; Virginia LeMaster was at that same 
service.  Names such as  Dave and Janette Hester, who 
became our dear friends; Roof’s, Johnsons, Hamilton’s, 
Whitworth’s, and so many others. 
 

There were many great long-lasting accomplishments that 
impacted the church and my ministry.  Disciple Bible Study 
was started at Lawrenceville while I was there, due to the 
generosity and foresight of Mrs. Chris Whitworth.  I was 
able to visit the Holy Land for my first time, now I’m on my 
17th trip in February.  I learned how to raise money in 
campaigns.  I learned how church should work, and how to 
work with committees and volunteers. I also learned how to 
lead Bible studies and teach Scripture. 
 

As I look back, it seemed like a simpler time.  Maybe it was 
or was not, but all I know is that Lawrenceville First UMC 
changed my life and has changed the lives of countless 
others over the past 200 years.  God blessed me by placing 
it into my life. 
 

Fondly,  Dr. R. Allen Stewart 
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Friday, January 12 Day 170 Barbara Rozier 

Becoming a member of our church family was, and has 
continued to be, a huge blessing in my life.   I came just 
months after my husband Joe unexpectedly passed away.  We 
had just embarked on a new century and I was trying to 
figure our what this new season of my life would look like. I 
knew I would continue working as a middle school 
counselor, but I also wanted to get more involved in the 
ministry of my new church.  Becoming a Stephen Minister 
seemed to be a natural place for me to serve. It just 
reinforced my belief that we can all use the support and 
encouragement of another Christian as we make our way 
through the challenges we face in life.  Losing a loved one 
was certainly one of my challenges.  I was not familiar with 
the Stephen Ministry program at the time when my husband 
died, but was blessed to be led to a grief support group. That 
experience made me think that offering support for those 
who are grieving could also be done in a group setting.  I 
spoke with our Congregational Care Pastor, Sheri Smith, and 
we researched existing programs.  We picked GriefShare, a 
thirteen week video/ discussion based program.  I was 
willing to facilitate the group and a fellow Stephen Minister, 
Bruce Mercora, stepped up to be my partner.  As time passed 
two of our participants, Lauralee Burke and Vicki Smith 
joined our ranks and a third Stephen Minister, Glenn Sadler, 
became a facilitator as well.  Several of our other participants 
have gone back to their own churches and started GriefShare 
programs there.  And one of our participants, Kathy Johnson, 
encouraged us to start a small group for widows “Women 
Moving Forward” at our church. Sally Baker and I facilitate 
that group and GriefShare continues offering loving support 
under the leadership of Susan Simpson, Jan Parker, and 
Keith Krebbs.   
 
Barbara Rozier 
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1952  “the History of LV” Day 171 Saturday, January 21 

Continued... 

A fire at the parsonage on September 10, 1931 badly 
damaged the home, but Rev. W. W. Cash was able to save 
most of his effects. The good work of fire fighters kept the 
flames away from the church, twenty-five feet away. 
Insurance completely covered the $1350 loss and $1400 was 
raised to supplement the cost of constructing a brick veneer 
bungalow with six rooms, including a modern kitchen with 
all conveniences. Hardwood floors and French doors were 
installed and except for a final coat of paint, the work was 
completed by January 17, 1932. The WM Society raised 
funds to furnish it. Rev. Cash and his family were 
temporarily housed on Perry Street. 
 

On April 30, 1932, Bishop John M. Moore led a dedication 
service for the church and parsonage. The plant was 
described as "one of the most up-to-date edifices in the 
country." The parsonage was valued at $3,500; the two 
church buildings at $17,500. The campground, in its 
centennial year (1932) was valued at $2000. 
 

Rev. W. W. Cash (PC 1931-34), serving his fourth year in 
the pulpit at Lawrenceville and knowing that the church was 
over 100 years old, arranged for a centennial celebration in 
1934. Bishop Warren A. Candler preached to a capacity 
crowd on an ideal fall day, September 9, 1934. The other 
churches "called in their services," and many visitors 
attended with the Methodists. A ladies quartet sang, and 
other grand old hymns were sung. (It was well known that 
Bishop Candler did not approve of «new fangled" music.) 
John C. Houston read a brief history of the church as it was 
known at the time. Members of the quartet were the Messers 
T. E. Peeples, A. L. Veal, G. S. Perry and J. P. Day. 
 

Bishop Candler remarked that the area didn't seem to have 
suffered very much from the depression because he saw no 
buggies or no oxcarts on his travel from Atlanta,                
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Sunday, January 22 Day 172  

but several cars had indeed threatened to run over him. He 
also noticed no women wearing calico dresses. His chosen 
text was Ephesians 5:32. The meeting opened with silent 
prayer, followed by voluntary prayer and a hymn. 
Then Rev. E. B. Collins, the First Baptist Church preacher, 

offered prayer. It 
was a great day of 
celebration for the 
church which 
actually began in 
1823 with a group 
gathered in a log 
cabin. 
 

Saturday, January 21 Day 171 continued 1952  “the History of LV” 

Today is National Hugging Day.™   

National Hug Day was primarily created to encourage 
family and friends to hug often (and consensually) with one 
another. Reasonable care should be taken with those who 
are either uncomfortable with public affection or their 
reaction to a hug is unknown. In those situations, it is 

advised to ask first before hugging 
and exchange consent. There is an 
abundance of past and current 
research available that finds 
positive touch, such as hugging, 
improves one’s physical, 
emotional and spiritual health.  

Embrace National Hugging Day™  

every day! 
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Andrew Erwin  Day 173 Monday, January 23 

Love God. Love Others. Reach The 
World. When I think of Lawrenceville 
First UMC, that’s immediately what I 
think of. Not because I spent 7 years 
saying it, but because I spent 7 years 
watching you live it.  
 

I watched you Love God as a liturgist in 
the sanctuary and a preacher in the 
Warehouse. I saw it on the incredible 
retreats where students made professions of faith in Jesus 
for the very first time and were baptized. I saw it in the way 
the sawdust kicked up while we sang under the arbor during 
campmeeting. There’s no doubt that you love God 
passionately.  
 

But you also Love Others fiercely. I experienced this in the 
mission trips that we took to Costa Rica where teenagers 
shared and showed the love of Jesus through construction 
projects and leading Vacation Bible School. I witnessed this 
in the Lawrenceville Assistance Project (LAP) as teams of 
people sacrificially served families in our community. I saw 
this in the dedication of so many outstanding volunteers 
who were willing to invest in the lives of students. Your love 
for others has been truly relentless.  
 

And the overflow of the way you Love God and Love others 
is a commitment to Reach The World. This is plain to see in 
your dedication to putting Lawrenceville first! You are 
making Christ visible as you serve your community and 
share the story of what God is doing in your life.  
 

Loving God, Loving Others, and Reaching the World is the 
foundation that has been poured over the last 200 years. I 
can’t wait to see what you are going to build upon it as you 
step into the future God has for you! 
 

Peace, Andrew Erwin | The Vine | Lead Pastor 
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Tuesday, January 24 Day  174  

Wednesday, January 25 Day 175 Tom Morgan 

I remember how strange it was to “Tent” at the Camp 
Grounds and have to use the outhouses for the bathroom. I 
especially liked the one that had two holes side- by -side, 
but I didn’t really want to share it with anyone. When they 
put in the little toilet houses, we were really Up-Town!! 
They even installed a shower in the one near the spring, 
with a water heater, but the water heater was always on the 
blink, so it wasn’t so successful to try using the shower and 
then head to work.  

Tom 
Morgan 



 

17 

LVfirst History Day 176 Thursday, January 26 

The August 1885 campmeeting was a great success. Rev. 

William Asbury Dodge, leader of the Holiness Movement 

was scheduled to replace PE W. A. Parks, but he too failed 

to appear. The crowds were immense at the campground, 

and the Spirit abounded. "There was much shouting and 

rejoicing - the horn blew." With much prayer and praise the 

meeting which began on Saturday night lasted until AM 

Sunday "before the sound of rejoicing died out." 

Those preachers who led the worship services were: Josiah 

Lewis, Jr., James L. Fowler, James L. Perryman, William 

Maltbie Winn, James M. Armstrong, and Samuel D. Evans. 

Several local preachers and the Presbyterian pastor also 

joined in the preaching. 

The rebuilding of the Gwinnett County Courthouse was 

completed in 1885. The 1872-73 structure was not 

satisfactory and was rebuilt. 

On Tuesday night August 31, 1886, the great earthquake in 

Charleston, S.C. was felt in Lawrenceville as it shook the 

Southeast. 

"The Methodist Church was crowded with citizens of this 

place and surrounding communities witnessing exercises of 

the protracted meeting there being conducted by the Rev. 

Messrs. Worley (PE Ambrose Gaines Worley) and Aiken 

(PC Eldridge K. Akin). The wildest confusion and 

consternation struck the congregated from the earth melting 

beneath them. Mr. Worley had just closed with a powerful 

appeal to come down to prayer. Only one came until the 

earth began to shake and the people rose from their seats, 

some screaming and others praying. In a short time, the 

church was deserted." 
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Friday, January 27 Day 177  

Saturday, January 28 Day 178 Tom Morgan  

Sunday,  January 29 Day 179  

Before the current Church Building, there was a house on the 
site and we used the basement to stage the newspaper 
recycling drive for a fund raiser. The Gwinnett Dailey would 
give us their almost used spools of paper and we would use a 
razor knife to cut the last bit, fold it, tie it and do the next 
one. Sort of hated to see the old place go, but what a great 
church building we enjoy today!!!          Tom Morgan  

Did you know that on this day: 
 
In 1595, Shakespeare's play “Romeo & 
Juliet” was performed for the first time?  
The book was released 2 years later. 
 

Today celebrates Puzzle Day as well as 
Freethinkers Day.  
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Monday, January 30 Day 180 Alise Mercora Cannon 

A flood of memories enters my mind as I recollect growing 
up attending the First United Methodist Church in 
Lawrenceville, GA. These memories are precious and 
encapsulate the essence of time with family, friends, and 
growing in faith. 

Our family was very involved in the church. My 
Grandmother, Eunice Mercora, loved being a part of this 
fellowship. She was very active in her Sunday school class 
and ladies’ group; and she made sure my sister, friends, and 
I behaved during services. My mother, Vonda Mercora, was 
very active in the choir, ensemble, and bell choir. Anytime I 
envision the sanctuary, I see her standing there. She often 
sang solos, and in my opinion, no one could sing “O Holy 
Night” more beautifully. My dad, Bruce Mercora, served in 
various capacities and was a Sunday school teacher and 
Stephen Minister. Most recently, we celebrated his life there 
and I could envision him looking down smiling at the 
people and place he held so dear. 

My sister, Renee Mercora Vieau, and I attended Sunday 
school, special Wednesday night dinners, Easter egg hunts 
on the lawn, summer camp meeting, and children’s choir. 
We both served as acolytes and attended youth group 
functions and trips. I credit my parents for involving us in 
church and for instilling love, faith, and values. I fondly 
remember the talks the pastor would give to the kids on 
Sunday morning, and how it made me feel special and 
valued. 

Some of my fondest memories are those at camp meeting. 
Our family would spend the week in one of the cabins with 
sawdust floors. There were so many fun activities and 
somehow, I felt closer to God while sitting under the arbor 
listening to the messages and music. There was something 
about the beauty of the surrounding nature, the simplicity 
and lack and pretense.  On certain nights the families would 



 

20 

Tuesday, January 31 Day 181 Norris Garmon 

While attending FUMC and as a member of the Wesley 
Sunday School class for over 40 years, I have many, many 
fond memories. I think the ones that pop to the top of the list 
are those of people who influenced me the most. To name a 
few of them would be Davis Chappell, Bill Nash, Gary 
McCauliffe, Jim Northcutt, Dave Hester, Fred Webb, and 
Bob Biggers. All except Dr. Chappell were Wesley Sunday 
School teachers or close class friends that were who I 
considered great examples of Christian believers. They were 
all sages who inspired me to fulfill my growing desire to get 
closer to Jesus and know the Bible better. 
Fred Webb had a great knowledge of the Bible but also a 
delightful sense of humor. He was one of my wife's (the late 
Andrea Garmon) favorite teacher too. One Sunday as Fred 
was teaching he quoted this cute little limerick that Andrea 
grabbed onto and repeated on numerous occasions.              

get together and make homemade ice cream in every flavor 
imaginable.  This was one of the highlights for everyone, 
especially the kids. 

Christmas Eve services also hold a special place in my 
heart. Each year in traditional fashion we would get all 
dressed up in our holiday best to attend. There was 
something special about lighting the candles and singing 
“Silent Night” under dimmed lights that felt sacred and 
peaceful. Afterward, we would drive around looking at 
Christmas lights, often stopping by our friend’s house to 
visit before heading home. 

As a child it is impossible to fully appreciate the value of 
those moments. In many ways the church was an extension 
of my family and present for many important moments in 
life. It is more than a place but rather an integral part of who 
I am today.                       Adrienne “Alise” Mercora Cannon 

Monday, January 30 Day 180 continued Alise Mercora Cannon 
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Tom Morgan Day 182 Wednesday, February 1 

July 9, 1903, “ The new bell arrived for the new church, but 
installation awaits the completion of the bell tower.“ 
1904, April 24 1st service in new bldg…  
When the Church was on Pike Street, and Alan Craig and I 
were up to no good, we would go around the old balcony in 
the upstairs back of the sanctuary, to the last little dead end 
classroom, and climb up the ladder, through the hatch to 
marvel at the Old Church Bell. If no one else was around, 
we would even clack the clapper, but even at a young age, 
that structure did not feel safe. So, most of the time, we 

would leave well 
enough alone 
and be satisfied 
with being 
naughty enough 
to know we were 
getting to hide 
out where we 
shouldn’t be.  

Tom Morgan 

Before restoration After restoration 

Bell Dedication Feb. 19, 2023 

It went like this: twinkle, twinkle little star 
   I know how ugly my face are 
   But I don't mind it, I'm behind it 
   It's those in front who get the jar! 
My wife could never talk in front of a class but she worked 
well in a small group or one on one. She admired people 
like Fred that felt comfortable doing what she couldn't do. 
She attended this Church all her life. After we married she 
insisted that we attend here. She wouldn't ever discuss going 
anywhere else. She loved this Church and over time I came 
to love it too. So after talking about memories of others, I 
seem to have finally come around to the person really 
responsible for my FUMC memories, my wife. Andrea, 
thank you for all the great memories of this wonderful 
Church!      Norris Garmon 
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Thursday, February 2 Day 183  Shelia Biggers Sosebee 

God’s Prevailing Word at FUMC Lawrenceville  
 In May, 1972 we moved to Lawrenceville and 
became members of Lawrenceville FUMC. I was 8 years 
old and soon entering 3rd grade.  My sister and I didn’t 
know a soul, but my parents seemed to know everyone in 
Lawrenceville. For them it was “coming home” to be closer 
to their parents as they raised their girls. That familiarity 
with the community gave us a sense of belonging, however 
trepidatious it may have felt.  Insecurities faded when in 
August, 1972 my name was called to come to the front of 
our newly joined Church on Pike Street to receive a beautiful 
red Bible with my name inscribed inside. It began a lifetime 
of exploring God’s extraordinary word. We proudly used 
our Bibles in Sunday school where we made a competition 
of how quickly we could locate verses. My class met in a 
room off of the sanctuary balcony. Charlotte Meeks was my 
adored Sunday school teacher who made each week 
engaging as we learned about our new Bibles.  
 The Church soon moved to our present location on 
Crogan Street, and we were blessed by Rev. Bill Childers 
and his incredible family…Thelma, his wife, and his 
children, Sherri, Stephen and Sheila (great name). The 
Childers children were close to my age; I didn’t know such 
could be possible. We loved the Childers family! In my 
mind, this Church just KEPT getting more awesome! 
Church was held for a number of years in the fellowship 
hall, and we sat in folding chairs each week.  I was an 
acolyte and often sat to the side of the pulpit while Rev. 
Childers preached. Shockingly, he did not stand still when 
he preached. He was always upbeat and enthusiastic. As he 
approached key points, his feet were like that of an athlete 
in competition - in this case to lead his team aka 
congregation forward.  It caused me to keenly listen and 
become even more aware of God’s Word and Character. 
 Before I knew it, Rev. Childers moved to his next 
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Church followed by the appointment of our beloved Rev. 
Farr. I was graduating from high school and received my 2nd 
Bible from the Church, an Oxford Annotated Study Bible 
with my name engraved in gold letters. I read this Bible 
faithfully throughout my years at the University of Georgia, 
allowing God to reveal His plans for my life. My husband 
later used it as he taught in our “Young Marrieds” class. I 
was fascinated by the notes and insight it contained.  What 
seemed only minutes later, my own children, Mallory & 
Robert, received 3rd grade Bibles, and again received God’s 
word as they headed off to college…all at the front of our 
sanctuary on Crogan Street. They were blessed by the 
influences of Reverend Dr. Mike Long and Reverend Dr. 
Davis Chapel who inspired them to become lovers of God’s 
Word as well. 
 Now, I’m a grandmother. I LOVE Bible Study! This 
love was ignited with a red Bible in 1972, continued through 
the heathen years of college, and fanned through impactful 
studies at our Church such as Disciple Bible Study and 
Sunday School. Our preachers, led by the Holy Spirit, 
further inspired feeding on God’s word. “For the word of 
God is alive and active. Sharper than any double-edged 
sword…”(Heb. 4:12).  God’s word continues to be a daily 
revelation of His divine authority in my life and in our 
world. Many seeds have been planted at Lawrenceville 
FUMC over the past 200 years, as nurturing encouragement 
continues through God’s Word. We have a God-honoring, 
energetic pastor and his family with the Hilderbrandt’s in 
our 200th year. God’s Church and Word continue despite the 
seeds of disunity being sown in our fleshy world. We must 
never underestimate what God will do with our prayers, 
presence, gifts, and service. It will be amazing to see what 
God gives in the next 200 years.    
 

 Oh Lord, may Your Word of Truth always prevail at 
Lawrenceville FUMC for hundreds of years to come.  Help us to 
trust and keep our eyes fixed on you as your Holy Spirit leads.  In 
Jesus’ name we pray.  Amen. 
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Friday, February 3 Day 184 Donnie and Sue Brown 

“The Recovery Group” 
      An addiction recovery group was formed at 
Lawrenceville First Methodist when Davis Chappell was 
senior minister. Members of the congregation began to go to 
Davis for support and counseling concerning addiction. 
Davis asked Donnie Brown, the founder of Metropolitan 
Addiction Recovery Residencies (MARR) and a member of 
the JOY Sunday school class, to help him meet with people 
when they came to him for counseling with addiction 
concerns. The growing need for addiction support became 
obvious to Davis and Donnie as they continued to offer 
support to those in need. To address the concerns it was 
decided to have a seminar on addiction at one of our 
Wednesday night suppers. Doug Brush, who was the leader 
of the Men’s Residency Program at MARR, came to lead the 
seminar. Out of that seminar people desiring support 
concerning addition issues surfaced and Donnie and his wife 
Sue began leading a recovery group on Wednesday nights. 
Sue had led a women’s recovery group in the past. She 
approached some members who had attended the seminar to 
see if they were interested in joining a group. They were. 
      Later after the group was formed Donnie asked Doug 
Brush to come lead the group. Donnie also went to the JOY 
Sunday school class and asked them if they were willing to 
help support the formation of an addiction group. He asked 
for volunteers in the class who would be willing to come to 
the group and support the participants. Several members 
agreed and were trained by Doug Brush on how to support 
and participate in an addiction meeting. 
      Gradually the group began to increase in numbers. It 
grew to as many as 40 in attendance. The make up of the 
group was unique. Some were family members of addicts 
(codependents), others were the trained volunteers from the 
JOY class and the rest were people struggling with addiction. 
      Addiction recovery groups are usually for addicts 
working on their recovery. Since addiction affects all 
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members of a family and should be treated as a family 
disease the family members in the group were receiving help 
for their recovery from the disease of addiction. Family 
members worked on their codependency and relationship 
issues with their addicted loved ones. 
     Former residents from MARR began to attend to add 
support to the group and to continue their own personal 
journey of recovery. The group also began to receive 
members from outside the church when AA groups learned 
about the class. All were welcomed. 
     The JOY class became very actively involved with 
supporting the group. In addition to the JOY class offering 
one Sunday a month individual members of the class who 
had family members who were addicted began to come to 
Donnie and Sue privately to give money to help with 
situations involving addiction. The money was used to help 
family members of addicts who wanted to attend MARR 
family seminars but couldn’t afford to go. Davis also could 
use funds to help individuals who were willing to get 
treatment but lacked funds to get started on a professional 
treatment plan. Funds were also used to buy 12 step recovery 
Bibles that were given to anyone in the recovery group who 
wanted one. Books dealing with addiction were also bought 
for the church library. 
      The JOY Sunday school class is to be commended for 
their concern and financial support of the Recovery group. 
From time to time recovering addicts have visited the class to 
give their testimony and express their thanks to the group for 
their support. 
      One young mother who was in recovery and had worked 
for a year came with a gift of $500 to buy Bibles, etc. She 
said she wanted to give back and bless others with the 
opportunity the group had given her.  
     The group met weekly for years until the COVID 
pandemic. Many participants were blessed by the love and 
support they experienced while attending this group.  

Donnie and Sue Brown 
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Saturday, February 4 Day 185 Mayor David  Still 

My Story 
 

Jimmie Higginbotham, my neighbor and a member of 
LV|First invited me, a Baptist, to the camp ground at age 6 
where I enjoyed playing and sliding in the mud the outside 
faucet had made. This is where the Methodist Church 
started sticking to me. 
 

Building Community 
 

I married a Methodist and LV|First welcomed my 
newlywed, Vicki, and me with open arms in 1983. 
 

Building Community 
 

Serving on committee after committee at the Church 
 

Building Community 
 

Raising children with Vicki who continue to have strong ties 
to their church communities 
Joining and starting Small Life Groups in Lawrenceville 
 

Building Community 
 

Family Promise coordinator for VL|First with Vicki 
 

Building Community 
 

Mission trips to Honduras 
 

Building Community 
 

Lawrenceville: the new mission field 
 

Lawrenceville First 
 

Founding member of Impact 46 – a non-profit focus on 
Jesus in action in the 30046-zip code 
 

Lawrenceville First 
 

Returning to live in the heart of Lawrenceville after reading 
a book called Toxic Charity by Bob Lupton. This book, 
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 Day 186 Sunday, February 5 

recommended by Allen Hoskyn stated if you want to change 
a community you have to live in it. 
 

Lawrenceville First 
 

Encouraged and supported by our church family, I was led 
to run for City Council 
 

Lawrenceville First 
 

Encouraged and supported by our church family, I was led 
to run for Mayor. 
 

Building Community – Lawrenceville First 
 

Maintaining a servant heart through Christ and his saints of 
LV|First. 
 

Congratulations LV|First on your 200th birthday in Christ! 
 
 

Mayor David Still 
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Monday, February 6 Day 187 Tom Morgan 

 Tuesday, February 7 Day 188 Andee Gay 

My sister, Dana Morgan, now Goodwin, and I started the 
Singles Group back in the mid 80's. We had hay rides using 
my 1951 Ford 8-N tractor, and other activities to try to get 
the momentum going. For the ones who already had kids we 
went to a Petting Zoo. I was dating Stacy Sharp at the time, 
and she always attended and always helped me get my 
schemes together. Probably why she became Stacy Morgan 
later on. We called it being a “Graduate” of the singles 
program. I think we were the second couple to Graduate.  
 

Tom Morgan 

I started writing this memory as we started advent – with 
the beautiful sanctuary decorated so lovely and lovingly, I 
saw Jesus in so many ways. The nativity shows Him as the 
infant He became for us. The stained-glass pictures show 
Him tenderly holding a lamb. The Chancel Choir's rendition 
of The First Noel lit up my heart with hope of the season 
and the Savior. Pastor Adam told us that we have a living 
hope in the Resurrection. The highlight video every week 
gives us an idea of how we have ministered to our 
community in the last 7 days and gives us thoughts of what 
we can do as we go forward. Love remains the theme of the 
church & our lives. 
 

I have been a part of this congregation 32 years, and a 
member for 31 years, through 9 head pastors, enumerable 
associated pastors, 2 choir directors, as well as 2 new 
buildings and an extended sanctuary (all of which is paid 
for! Hallelujah!) I've served on many committees including 
the nursery committee when we moved to the new building 
and painted two murals for the first installation of that 
nursery. I've been a member of the Rebecca Circle, Rejoice, 
the Chancel choir a few years, Disciple classes, a multitude 
of Bible study classes, as well as the Emmaus community. 
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We’ve volunteered in the nursery, with the kids and with the 
students in our church and have attended all three service 
types at all three different times. Regardless of whom has 
led what, it's been a place of growth both in a corporate way 
and an individual way. 
 

My kids Kelsey and Dalton, have grown up in the church. 
Both were baptized by Mike Long, as their births hit each 
end of his time at FUMC. One of my most favorite 
memories of both Mike and Kelsey was when 4-year-old 
Kelsey finally got the box that Mike was allowing the 
children to bring in for the children’s sermon. She had been 
waiting for weeks & was so excited. It was March, so we 
were a little confused when she said she was going to put 
her Nutcracker my friend June had given her. Unbeknownst 
to us, Mike was preaching about the Ethiopian Eunuch & 
Phillip. So, when he opened the box to see the nutcracker, 
he was flummoxed. He didn’t know anything about the 
nutcracker and could only stutter for a few moments. 
Michelle Buckles was our associate pastor and she was 
sitting on the steps listening and completely understood 
what was going on. Mike had thought we’d done it on 
purpose, though it was thoroughly Kelsey’s own decision. 
We were breaking up at the time and it’s been a fun story 
ever since. 
 

Lawrenceville First has not only been my church home, it 
was my office for a few years when I began my career as a 
psychotherapist. I would use the Parlor or other nice rooms 
as an office “away from office.” It was one of those times 
where Dalton made himself famous, er infamous. At 2, he 
was one of “those kids” who couldn’t keep his hands from 
places they were not supposed to go. One Wednesday night 
as we were waiting for dinner in the Family Center, he 
curiously pulled the fire alarm. All the usual excitement 
ensued, and we told him sternly not to do that. A few 
months later I was seeing a client in that same parlor and the 
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Wednesday, February 8 Day 189  

fire alarm went off. I even mentioned to that person that my 
son had pulled it the last time. Sure enough, Dalton was 
doing his encore performance. We both chuckled when I 
retold the story the next session. 
 

The Camp Ground of course is another part of our global 
sacred story, and our personal one as well. So many beloved 
memories – different sermons that spoke to our hearts and 
souls, communion, singing, and that wonderful celebration 
when Davis Chappell came back to be with us. Kelsey 
especially loved the campground when she was a student. 
Dalton had several Boy Scout adventures there as well. A 
highlight for me was when we did The Way of The Cross 
play by Gene Paulsson one Easter. 

When we started at FUMCLV, we were a newly married 
couple making our way in the world. As we’ve become part 
of the older congregation, both our family and our church 
has grown immeasurably. I’m so grateful to be a part of it 
all. Turning200@lvfirst.org.         Andee Gay 

 Tuesday, February 7 Day 188 continued Andee Gay 

Joy Class 60th Anniversary 
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Tom Morgan Day 190 Thursday, February 9 

After I graduated from college, I was attending Camp 
Meeting and Charles Sineath from Marietta First came to be 
the preacher that year. Their church was big in foreign 
missions and they were about to drill a well and provide a 500 
Gallon Reservoir to save fresh water and start a Nutrition 
Center in Haiti. A Reverend Bertrand was a Haitian that was 
heading it up. I met Charles and he found out I was an 
Architect and asked me to design a Nutrition Center to house 
the Reservoir and classrooms to teach Mothers how to take 
care of their children who were dying of Dysentery from the 
unclean water in the rivers. He not only wanted me to design 
it, he wanted me to go on the first of three Teams that would 
build the Center. Everything was so primitive in Construction 
there. I remember sifting Aggregate out of Bulk Sand, to use 
for making concrete. I had been serving on our Local Mission 
Committee with Dora Gunter who was a fixture in the church 
and always served meals to the Youth and others at the Camp 
Grounds and at other suppers in the church. We did not have a 
Foreign Mission program at the time and Dora encouraged me 
to start it up and do fund raisers to put together plane fare etc. 
The foreign Missions Program was born and it grew from 3 
the first year for Haiti to I think 16 people before Stacy and I 
moved to Tennessee. Interestingly, there were only a handful 
of supporters at first, with many saying we should do local 
Missions instead of wasting all that money going Overseas. 
As more people joined in, and came back to talk about the 
extreme need in foreign lands, and as we spent 8 years 
showing slides and speaking at the Church on occasion, more 
and more people got behind us and our budget got bigger.  We 
did some very meaningful foreign projects over those years, 
and to quiet the mumblings, we added an annual or sometimes 
semiannual local project like to  Appalachia, or Missouri after 
a big Flood, so that everyone would feel like we were not 
neglecting the homeland.  Sometimes you have to do a little 
Politicking in the Church to further the Kingdom.    
            Tom Morgan 
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Friday, February 10 Day 191                            Alayne Smith 

The Newcomer 
First, let me say this church is and has been such an integral 
part of my Christian journey.  
 
It played an important role in my life even before I was a 
member, as my oldest child and his beautiful bride were 
married in our sanctuary. You know, the marriage of a child 
is one of the most important events in your life. I still 
visualize the bagpipes playing—we are a Scottish bunch of 
people—and my son, Jeff, standing at the altar waiting for 
the stunning Katie Hart to come down the aisle.  
 
I came to Lawrenceville Methodist after we moved off the 
square in Lawrenceville. Shortly after moving to 
Lawrenceville, I tore my meniscus. As some of you know, it 
is a very painful affair. I could not stand at the altar to join 
the church for months. While waiting to join, I hobbled 
around visiting Sunday School classes. Looking at God’s 
Word through the eyes of small group members is uplifting. 
Small groups sustain us. I knew I needed a small group in 
my life. 
 
Someone mentioned the Wesley Class as a class to visit. I 
was told members of the class, now my age, had belonged 
to the class since their children were young. How would a 
newcomer fit in? I have to say, I have never met a more 
welcoming group of people. How could you not love a class 
when its leader tells you on your first visit, “If you visit 
twice, you are automatically a member.” Or when you walk 
in the door and smell coffee and freshly baked lemon coffee 
cake. Or when class members are so welcoming, you just 
know God is in this place. 
 
From attending the Wesley Class, to worshipping in our 
beautiful sanctuary, to hearing the choir sing “Rise, Shine, 
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 Day 193 Sunday, February 12 

Dana Morgan Day 192  Saturday, February 11 

Give God the Glory” at the end of the service, I know I am a 
blessed lady to attend FUMCLV. I do have to admit, getting 
the acronym correct was the only difficult issue for me. 
 
God bless. Congratulations on 100 years of service and 
worship. 
 
Thought for the day: Welcome one another, therefore, just as 

Christ has welcomed you, for the glory of God. Romans 15:7.  

 

Alayne Smith 

When I was around 4 years old, my parents accidentally left 

me at church one Sunday morning. I was one of five kids. 

My parents had driven separately. My Mom thought that my 

Dad had me and vice-versa. It wasn't until they were all 

back home preparing lunch that they realized I was missing. 

My dad raced back to the church and there I was sitting on 

the front steps of what is now The Aurora Theater with the 

church organist Annelle Pentecost O'Kelly. She figured 

someone would eventually come back to get me.   

Dana Morgan 



 

34 

Monday, February 13 Day 194 Sally Baker 

                     He who dwells in the shelter of the Most High  
                          will rest in the Shadow of the Almighty Psalm 91:1 

 
 My husband Bob and I joined Lawrenceville First 
United Methodist Church in 2004.  In the beginning we only 
attended the traditional service at 11:00 on Sundays.  My 
first involvement outside of Sunday morning worship was 
attending a Caregiver class taught by Robin Dill and Robinn 
Rogers.  At the time I was caring for Bob and needed some 
help. Little did I know where that class would lead me in 
my church involvement. 
 In the caregiver class I learned so many helpful ideas 
to use in caring for Bob!  Then, taking the class eventually 
led to Bob attending Grace Arbor.  What a blessing that was 
for us both!  Robin Dill and Cindy Leake, along with the 
support of church staff and members, began this wonderful 
Adult Day Respite Care ministry in 2005. This allowed 
adults with memory issues to get out of the house and have 
a day filled with joy and a variety of planned activities to 
keep them engaged and allow them to be at their very best! 
Bob and I both loved Grace Arbor!   
 Since the time that Bob attended Grace Arbor, many 
more participants have benefitted from this special ministry.  
After Robin and Cindy retired, Lisa Hale became the Grace 
Arbor director assisted by Kim McDonald.  Lisa and Kim 
carried on the loving tradition and care of Grace Arbor that 
existed from the very beginning.  Now Lisa is continuing 
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the tradition of providing love, joy, and fun activities for all 
the participants.   
      A few years after Bob died, I began to volunteer at 
Grace Arbor.  During my five years of volunteering there, I 
developed an even greater appreciation for the ministry.  A 
typical day at Grace Arbor begins with participants arrival 
followed by a light snack. Morning activities include a 
devotion time, singing familiar hymns, and exercise time.  
Lunch is always yummy and provides an opportunity for 
socializing and celebrating special occasions.  The afternoon 
includes a variety of activities such as craft activities, 
puzzles, games, or entertainment by a visiting group. The 
day ends with the lively singing and piano playing of the 
very talented Kevin Hyde with singing and dancing by 
participants!  At three o’clock, it’s time for the participants 
to return home after a busy day at Grace Arbor. 
 During the time that Bob attended Grace Arbor, I 
attended the Caregivers’ Support Group at the church. It is a 
wonderful group which provides ideas and strategies for 
helping both caregivers and care receivers.  I remained in 
that group after Bob died with the hope that my experiences 
could benefit other caregivers.  Now I am one of the 
facilitators of that group.  This has been a huge blessing in 
my life – progressing from a person who needed help in 
caregiving to one who is now providing help and support to 
other caregivers.  To God be the glory! 

Sally Baker 
 
Lord, I thank you for my caregiver journey and for our 
church which has provided Grace Arbor to support families 
that are caring for their loved ones. Thank you for Grace 
Arbor and the love and support that it provides to all who 
enter that special place.  I ask your blessings on all 
caregivers and care receivers, especially those who are in 
the midst of that journey now.  Thank you for loving all of 
us.  I pray in Jesus’ name.  Amen. 
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Tuesday, February 14 Day 195   

Remember the days of old, consider the years long past.  
Deuteronomy 32:7 

 I have been a member of this church all my life. My 
father, Roy M. Gunter, grew up in Lawrenceville and this 
church. My mother, Dora P. Gunter, came here after 
graduating from UGA in 1933. She came to Lawrenceville 
to take the job of Gwinnett County Demonstration Agent. 
 My father flew home from Camp Santa Anita in 
California in November 1943 to persuade her to marry him. 
They married in the church building on Pike Street between 
Sunday School and church. Weddings during WWII were 
simpler than they are now! 
 My sister, Gail, came first. I came a year later and my 
brother came 3 years later. The end of the war brought along 
the baby boom era in the country. Babies in the church were 
given a special certificate from the Women’s Mission Group 

Wednesday, February 15 Day 196 Gloria Gunter James 
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Continued... 

(WSCS later the UMW) welcoming them to the church 
family. In third grade each child was given a Bible. I still 
have mine. 

 Rev. Hoyt 
Henderson was the 
pastor of the 
church when I 
joined with a 
Sunday School 
group at age 6. I 
thought the church 
was a big church. 
We had around 
400 members in 
the1950s. 
 

 The church provided a parsonage for the pastors that 
was beside the church. The backyard of the parsonage was 
the only outside play area when we held Bible School in the 
summer. We provided two other parsonages after that one. 
Now a pastor purchases their own home with funds for 
housing. 
 During the 1950s and 60s family life centered around 
school, church, and home. We had Sunday evening worship 
as well as morning services. If there was a fifth Sunday in a 
month, we joined other churches for a service together. The 
youth program was called the MYF and met on Sunday 
evening. Businesses closed early on Wednesdays so that 
people could get to the Wednesday night church programs 
on time. There were lots of covered dish meals shared at the 
church. Rev. Bill Childers started a regular Wednesday night 
dinner at the church with my mother working with church 
volunteers to cook the food. 
 Pastors then were frequently guests in different 
homes for sharing a Sunday meal with members and getting 
to know them better. This began changing as the 

Sunday School class on the church steps - 1950 
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Wednesday, February 15 Day 196 continued Gloria Gunter James  

membership grew and people began to participate in many 
more activities in the 60s. 
 Two pastors that were very much a strong influence 
on me growing up were Rev. George Holden and Rev. 
Douglas Gibson. I spent a lot of time with the Holden 
family while they were here. We remained close until both 
George and Ruby passed. I recently reconnected with one of 
their daughters that I used to baby sit. 
 When Rev. Gibson came to our church in July of 
1964, my brother had been killed in a car accident on July 
3rd. His funeral was Douglas’ first service for his new 
church family. That naturally put him in an immediate 
position to be close to our family. It stayed that way as he 
helped mother find ways to assist with my sister’s expenses 
at Emory and offered me a summer job at the church office 
so his secretary could be home with her children over the 
summer. I worked with the youth leader and helped start 
summer programs for children, too. 
 Douglas and his wife, Rachel, had no children of their 
own, so he worked closely with the MYF encouraging youth 
in their faith journey. He was the pastor that married my 
husband and I and was always supportive of us. 
During my formative years there was never a question as to 
whether or not we would be in church unless you were sick. 
The pastor and members were as likely to remind you of 
your manners as your parents. The church has always been 
the support and foundation in both good times and difficult 
times for my family. 
 The leadership of the staff and members of this 
church over the years has helped to keep the church on the 
right path. Even during times when there have been 
differences within the leadership a strong faith has 
continued to guide and direct the path of the church. I pray 
that the church will remain an active and important part of 
the community in the future. 
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  Day 197 Thursday, February 16 

 

Our Heavenly Father we thank you for the path and 
guidance from this church for over two hundred years.  

We pray that the service and guidance will remain relevant 
from those who are a part of the church in the future.  

May Lawrenceville FUMC continue its faithfulness with 
love, prayers, presence, gifts, service, and witness  

in the community. Amen 
 Gloria Gunter James  

Wednesday, February 15 Day 196 continued Gloria Gunter James  
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Friday, February 17 Day 198 Jennifer Kearson 

God and Country Concert 
One of the greatest memories I have of the church was my 
first time singing in the God and Country concert in 2003. 
Since then, it has been a joy to sing some of the most 
beautiful songs like, “America the Beautiful,” “Homeward 
Bound,” “When Johnny Comes Marching Home,” and 
many more. My heart always felt overjoyed when we sang 
the “Salute to the Armed Forces.” I waited with excitement 
when I heard the choir sing, Off We Go Into the Wild Blue 
Yonder, and I got to see my dad, Andy Kearson, stand up for 
the United States Airforce in which he served during the 
Vietnam War. It was an honor to hear the cheers and 
applause for our service men and women who stood up for 
the hard work and dedication they gave to our country. Of 
course, each song we sang was extremely moving, but the 
one song that stands out the most to me is “The Battle 
Hymn of the Republic.” War is never anything good to go 
through, but God’s war and victory is the best war of all. 
With that in mind, we can stand tall and sing, Glory, Glory 
Hallelujah, His truth is Marching On. Along with the 
beautiful music were the people who decorated the church 
with their shirts, shorts, skirts or dresses all adorned in red, 
white and blue. As I looked around at the sea of flags 
swaying back and forth, I was excited to see such patriotism 
in the congregation as they waved their American flags so 
proudly. Over the years, I have kept a collection of the 
American flags that I received and kept them in a green 
vase. Once the concert was over, it was so nice to step out 
on the front lawn of the church with friends and family to 
watch the fireworks from the Gwinnett Justice and 
Administration building. Back in the day, the church lawn 
was like front row seats! After singing the songs and 
watching the fireworks, I told myself that I am so thankful 
to be in a country where freedom lives. I am even more 
thankful to be part of the LV First family. 
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 Day 199 Saturday, February 18 
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Sunday, February 19 Day 200 Rev. Dr. Adam Hilderbrandt 

“He lived there two whole years at his own expense and 
welcomed all who came to him, proclaiming the kingdom of 

God and teaching about the Lord Jesus Christ with all 
boldness and without hindrance.” - Acts 28:30-31 

 
Welcome to the end of 200 days.  Well, as Seneca once said 
and a solid 90’s rock song reminded us, “Every new 
beginning comes from some other beginning's end.” So as 
this 200 days of prayer and memories comes to a close, we 
begin a season of celebration and dreaming together!  We 
begin again.   
 
Begin again, isn’t that the root message of the church? That 
we are promised a fresh start in Jesus because of his death 
and resurrection.  In other words, every Good Friday needs 
Easter Sunday. We are in that season of celebration, an 
opportunity to hope and dream again.  As I have studied and 
learned through the years, churches are not unlike people. 
They go through life stages, they find new opportunities, 
they make changes, or decide not to.  The churches that 
stand the test of time are the ones that are willing to hold 
fast to what they know to be true and at the same time adapt 
and change their ministry to the people who they are in 
ministry with.   
 
Which brings me to windshields.  Have you ever noted that 
the windshield of a car is approximately 80% larger than the 
rear view mirror?  It probably never crossed your mind 
because we are used to glancing in our rearview mirror but 
focusing on what is in front of us.  It doesn’t occur to us 
much until, like I have had this year, we have a student 
driver in the car who can easily look at one or the other too 
much.  Either of those is dangerous!  We have spent the last 
200 days looking in the rear view mirror, in light of 200 
years that seems about right.  Now we have the opportunity 
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to check that mirror, to remember these stories that have 
been shared so that we can safely and effectively navigate 
what is in front of us as a church and as a part of the 
Church. 
 
Which brings me to the book of Acts.  I had a youth pastor 
once who would tell all of us that the book of Acts doesn’t 
end.  I know there is a last verse, its the one above.  It shares 
the work of Paul in Rome, but it doesn’t have a tidy ending 
or a salutation it just seems to hang there.  That’s because its 
the story of the beginning of the Church and you and I are 
continuing to write that story here in Lawrenceville and 
greater Gwinnett County.  My hope is that these stories you 
have so graciously shared, these times of celebration we will 
enjoy together, and the hopes and dreams that we all have 
for this church will propel us forward into the next 200 
years of this churches life.  My hope is that we have heard 
the good news, the “Acts” of the people called 
Lawrenceville First United Methodist and that we will live 
into the end of the book of Acts, welcoming all who come, 
proclaiming the Kingdom of God, and teaching about the 
Lord Jesus Christ with all boldness and without 
hindrance.  As this series of books end may God create new 
beginnings in each of our hearts!   

 
Without Hindrance,  
Rev. Dr. Adam Hilderbrandt 
Senior Pastor 
2019-  

 

 
P.S.- I can’t begin to express my gratitude for your 
willingness to share all of these stories.  They have shaped 
who we are and who we are becoming in Christ.  It is an 
honor to be here at this pivotal moment.   
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