Good morning everyone. My name is Elizabeth, and  if you don’t know me or my husband Colin, you have probably seen—and heard—our daughter Mary, the choir’s biggest fan. We have been members of St. Timothy’s since the summer of 2024. 

We found St. Tim’s a few months before Mary was born, at a time when our lives were about to change dramatically. Amid all the preparations for a newborn, Colin and I began having conversations about our family’s religious life. We felt strongly that our daughter should have a spiritual foundation, but we weren’t sure where that would come from. Neither of us is from this area originally, and other churches we attended felt impersonal and unwelcoming. Then we found St. Tim’s, and we haven’t looked anywhere else since. 

No other church we’ve been to has felt as open, warm, and welcoming from the get-go as St. Tim’s has. When Mary was born, we found a basket with diapers, wipes, and a beautiful blanket from the Shawl Ministry on our doorstep. Maria Le Walt texted us to ask if she could drop off dinner, and in our new-baby, sleep-deprived haze, we enjoyed delicious homemade chicken parmesan. 

But it wasn’t just the generosity of St. Tim’s members that kept us coming back. We have loved, and continue to love, the coffee hours, the pancake dinner on Shrove Tuesday, the historical insights in Charles’ sermons, and the familiar faces who seem delighted to comment on how big, fast, and smart our daughter is getting. For us personally, I’ve loved having opportunities to play with the handbell choir, and I know Colin gets great fulfillment from our social justice ministry.

We love being members of the St. Tim’s community; Mary feels so at home that she strolls around like she owns the place. And we look forward to being part of this congregation for years to come. 
