JOE TRIPPETT AND ANNE WELSH

Decisions, decisions.

Church hopping – what’s that you ask? Well, that is what one does when you are raised in one religion (Catholic) and your sweetheart is raised in another.

We relocated to Whitehall about three years into our relationship. Making this true commitment to each other meant that we needed to worship together, as religion was always a big part of each of our lives. He was very patient as we went from church to church, hence the term church hopping, to find the one perfect mix for us.

We went to St John’s and we liked it, but we needed to explore more options. I experienced things I couldn’t believe. In one church, women could only serve as cantors or musicians. They could not serve in a leadership role – really? Even the Catholic church has female altar servers and Eucharistic ministers. As a woman, this was like taking a step backwards. Another had a visiting missionary preaching and I was appalled at what I heard from that pulpit. In a church filled with families with impressionable young people, he single handedly bashed each and every faith and edified only his own.  I was sure My God would not approve of this thinking.  I was raised to be respectful of other’s beliefs.

We went back to St John’s a few more times. Everyone was always so friendly and inviting and of course we always enjoyed Pastor Becky.

On one of our Sundays Pastor Becky preached on Joseph and Anne. As we were greeting at the end of service she asked us our names. He looked at me….I looked at him….we both looked at Pastor Becky and said….I’m Anne….I’m Joe. We all laughed.  We should have known from that moment God had picked this church for us.

To make a long story short, we joined, we got married here (though most people thought we already were), and we are getting involved.

That’s our story and we’re sticking to it.

Respectfully submitted by Joe Trippett and Anne Welsh

