“Reflections”

By Merrill


I will begin from the beginning as anyone should, although I do not remember as much of the beginning as I would like. As many of us have, I have known Katie almost the entirety of my life. We went to Stone Church Christian Academy together, but our scholastic adventures ended at the start of high school. We kept in touch, but pretty much only at church. It was around the same time that I began to question my faith, oppose God, and seek out an immoral lifestyle, she was dealing with similar struggles in her life. But then a turn-a-round in both of our lives made our paths cross once again.


At this time in my life, I got to know Katie as the caring, all smiles, and the “let’s hug” Katie as we all knew her.


There were times in the hallway at church; she would ask me how I am doing. A lot of times in church, people walk past and say hello or ask how you are doing. You might say “I’m well, how are you?” This is a common and unfortunate thing in the community, where we ask questions with no sincerity, expecting someone to say “I’m well” because they are afraid to talk about rough circumstances at church. Katie was different. She did not ask such questions to appear as a saint. She asked the tough questions not to dig information on you, she asked because she wanted to struggle with you, so that you wouldn’t be alone.


Katie always seemed to get the truth out of me. I would tell her I was alright, as anyone does, but she would see right through my walls. Eventually, we would engage in long theological discussion. This prodding for truth reminded me of my favorite Katie story, one of which I did not share this past Wednesday.


It was October 2004, and I was a custodian at church. Becky, Lonna, and Danielle wanted to have a girl all night lock in which Becky taught some self defense and they watched movies. I had a grand idea of sabotage. I talked to Pastor Doug, and the female leaders, all of which approved my plan of scaring. In my head, I thought it would work out great, because as a custodian, I have all of the keys to the building, and I could shut things down if I needed to (i.e. light breakers). I arrived with Dan and Jake at about midnight, and I had to wait for an appropriate time to strike. I was in contact with Danielle to make sure everything was clear, such as all of the girls being decent, and that they were done with their lessons from Becky. That didn’t happen until about 2:30 AM. In the meantime, we had infiltrated and located in one of the upper classrooms behind the balcony. I started to feel sick. Dan and Jake were talking to Danielle by the door, while I made a makeshift bed out of chairs to try and gain composure from feeling the flu. We got the ok, but Danielle mentioned there was pizza in the Green Chapel, so my accomplices ran to get some. The girls spotted the two in the Green Chapel, and I was behind the balcony. I went downstairs, and rattled the doors because the girls thought they could lock the gym doors, but the locks are messed up so I could have easily opened them. I ran in, screaming. They noticed it was me after a few seconds, and relaxed. I ran out of the gym, not because I was afraid of these freshly trained self defense machines, but I felt the urge to vomit. I ran to the old building and up the stairs to the single bathroom. I shut the door and began to relax. The urge to vomit suddenly left. I regained my composure, and opened the door. I did not see anyone as I opened the door, but when I stepped out of the bathroom, there was Katie. She quickly uppercut me in the stomach, and ran back to the gym. At that moment, I began to puke everywhere. It lasted a while, but it took even longer to clean up. Then we drove back to Rob’s at 3:30 AM.


That was Katie. She always found me a way to let out my emotions, struggles, and feelings, so I would know she was willing to struggle with me. She always made time for me. Even the slightest mention of hurt, she would be there, supporting me one hundred percent.


I am humbled by Katie. There are too many times in life do we demand recognition for petty things. We try to get people to think more of us for being “righteous”. Not Katie. Katie knew what her job was, and she knew she only had a one person audience. Katie did not care for the recognition of others, only the satisfaction of being honored by God. She lived her life to put others first, as Jesus did.

I will miss Katie, as all of us will. I will miss the random comments that only she could get away with saying. I will miss hearing her sing at church. Most importantly, I will miss the love of God she shared with me. There may have been a million different reasons why God chose March 28, 2006, but whatever His reason may be, His name is glorified through each person her life touched because of her love for Jesus Christ. Let Katie be an example to us as how to smile. Thank you Katie, you will always be in our hearts.

