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I want to thank my daughter, who writes as both Miko Marsh (nonfiction) and Obelia Akanke (fiction). Thank you for calling me several times a week to check on me, even before the pandemic. Most of all, thank you for encouraging me to write. You are indeed a blessing from God.
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When my mother told me that she wanted to write this book, my initial question was the same as others: “Why?” 

My mother wasn’t one to only share flowers and rainbows with me. While age appropriate, she shared truths to help me grow, understand dangers I might face, and see positive and negative examples, hoping that I would apply the lessons from those events to my life. Sometimes, we had “hands on” experiences. For instance, instead of simply thanking the community she grew up in, she went back to work in the neighborhood while I volunteered in various locations. She helped me value the wisdom from my elders by allowing me time to spend with my grandparents and residents in nursing homes. I learned about showing appreciation to those who assisted me by giving back to my community. I learned how to think of the needs of others by watching choices she made and listening to the consideration she gave. So, when this project was presented to me, I stepped back to see what I might be missing.

I listened to the reasons and read through the account. I watched both the manuscript and my mother go from frustrated to at peace and able to trust that God has something planned for those things members felt should not have fallen. Even though we know this as Believers, when pain hits close to home, we tend to want immediate intervention and are unable to fully consider if we had any contribution to the situation that we’re in or how someone else might be affected. One of the things that my mother mentioned early in the process was healing. She wanted people to heal.

This account is one person’s experience. It shows what many may have felt but were unable to verbalize. The story should not be used as a reason to create an enemy, avoid churches or other congregations, or as a weapon against any person portrayed. Everyone involved knows what part he or she played. I have no doubt that each person did what he or she felt was appropriate for the overall well-being of the church. Whether or not that benefitted the next person is a different story. The problem is that once an issue snowballs long enough, it is next to impossible to create a win-win scenario for all involved. Inevitably, people will be disappointed and hurt.

To answer the question of “why”: Lynn does not want history to repeat itself. The purpose of this story is to show what happened (as seen through her eyes), how people were affected, and to consider what steps could have been taken to prevent the outcome. As Believers, we tend to think in terms of reaching the lost with the Gospel. Though that is our command, we are also called to minister to each other and care for one another. If one is hurt, it affects us as a whole (1 Cor 12:12 – 27). We aren’t just to teach and live the Gospel in the world, we are to do the same with one another.

My hope is that all who were involved heal, friendships can be restored, and that none of us assumes that our way is God’s will. Let this account be a lesson so what once caused distress can serve as a precaution.

Miko Marsh

Author of Living with Jezebel
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I remember the day I found my first church home. I had walked two blocks home from school.

I could hear my parents arguing before I reached the upstairs apartment. Although I was only six years old, I knew the routine well. I was to stay outside until it was dark, let myself in, lock the door, go to bed, wake up, and start all over again. This particular evening, I sat on the steps of a Baptist church to do my homework. Because it was cold, the custodian took me inside to a senior missionary meeting. He explained to the ladies that I was an only child, my parents were alcoholics, and that I spent most of my evenings sitting on the street curbs.

One of them asked him, “What are we supposed to do with her?”

He smiled. “You’re all missionaries. Well, she’s your new mission.”

That’s how my walk with God began.

I grew up in that church. Home, to me, was my church. The members helped me with my homework, signed my report cards, filled out my school forms, gave me lunch money, and – most importantly – taught me about God. I learned the importance of faith and the power of prayer. I was twelve when I convinced my mom to come to church. She accepted Jesus and stopped drinking cold turkey. We both prayed for dad. Two years later, he, too, was saved and sober.

I spent over thirty years in that building, but as I moved around, I also found comfort in charismatic, nondenominational, and Reformed Presbyterian churches. I thought I had found my new home in Hilton Vaughn Presbyterian Church (HVPC). As a prayer warrior, I knew the importance of going to God with any issues within the congregation. All that was needed were people who loved the Lord. At least, that’s what I thought. Of all my experiences, I had never seen anything quite like what I would encounter.

Like many Christians, I continually ask God to help me use my talents, gifts, and experiences to help someone. At HVPC, I found that these skills were not needed. The members needed someone to listen to them. I did that. I listened, I documented, and I recorded all that I witnessed.
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Chapter 1. THE PERFECT CHURCH
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I know nothing is perfect, but that was the word that came to mind when I first visited HVPC in August 2019. It had everything I wanted – choir, praise team, a multi-generational congregation, thriving Sunday School, life groups, and most of all, happy, welcoming people.

My husband, Fred, and I had retired and moved a year earlier. Although we loved the Reformed Presbyterian church we had attended, it was two cities away, and we were tired of the long drive.

“Welcome to Hilton Vaughn Presbyterian Church,” the usher said with a huge smile.

As we entered, we were greeted with more smiles and waves. We joined in the worship and praise segment and then were seated.

The pastors, who looked to be in their late thirties, introduced themselves.

“Hi, I’m Gregg Stanton, and this is my wife, Hannah. We are the co-pastors here at Hilton Vaughn Presbyterian Church. We are so excited to have you visiting with us today.”

Gregg looked to be almost six feet tall with the build of a linebacker. Hannah was about five feet and seven inches, wore glasses, and was soft-spoken. Fred and I enjoyed Pastor Gregg’s sermon and the high energy of the contemporary service.

After the service ended, one of the greeters said to us, “If you liked Pastor Gregg’s message, you should come back to hear Pastor Hannah. She will be preaching seventy to eighty percent of the time. We hired them two months ago and are so excited to have them. We had been searching a long time for a pastor.”

I told her two months earlier we had pulled into the parking lot and seen balloons and signs saying goodbye to the previous pastor. We decided to come back when the new one was installed.

“Let me explain,” she said. “Our old pastor wanted to retire a couple of years ago. Our church didn’t want an interim pastor, so he stayed until we found one. I do hope you will come back again.”

I was surprised to hear they’d had no interim pastor or assistant pastor. An interim pastor helps the members’ fears and anxiety subside before the introduction of the new program. Imagine a teenager trying to adjust when his father removes his mother on Friday and brings in the new girlfriend on Monday. The teen would be angry, frustrated, and scared of being replaced. Unfortunately, these exact emotions were already brewing and on the verge of erupting in this church.

We did return, this time to the traditional service. It was quite impressive. The steeple bells rang. The choir marched down the aisle in long, matching robes. A musician blew his trumpet, and we were called to order.

“Welcome to Hilton Vaughn Presbyterian Church. My name is Mildred Blake. I am the Director of Music here at HVPC. Let us stand to worship our great God!”

Pastor Hannah spoke in a quiet, reverent manner. Her voice pulled me in as if she was reading a suspense novel, yet she did not read from her notes. Instead, she sought eye contact with members of the congregation, which engaged us even more.

Immediately after service, before Fred and I could gather our things to leave, Mildred sat down beside us.

“Hi there. I’m Mildred Blake, Director of Music here at HVPC. I noticed that you were actively engaged in the music segment.” She talked to us for a few minutes, invited us back, and offered her assistance in answering any questions we might have.

The sanctuary had minimal decorations. The usher stated that it held 400 people comfortably and about 550 sardine-packed. There were three services every Sunday morning: contemporary, traditional, and contemporary. All three services were live-streamed. In addition, devotions and prayers were online on Wednesdays.

The Sunday school department provided classes for children, preschool through fifth grade, for the latter two services on Sunday. The middle school and high school departments provided classes for the youth students on Sunday, Monday, and Wednesday evenings.

There were more than a dozen small groups and several mission activities for everyone. Coordinating all of these activities were the dynamic duo of Beth (Service and Mission coordinator) and Joy (Life group coordinator). These two ladies made announcements every week with excitement and huge smiles.

“Good morning, HVPC! I’m Beth.”

“And I’m Joy.”

They spoke in unison. “We are here to tell you about the exciting events coming up this week!”

One Sunday, while I looked around the foyer








	Are there any other Black adults here? According to their website, the secretary and the youth director were Black. I also saw one in the choir. Box checked.


	Are the people friendly or faking it? I felt those I met were genuine. Box checked.

	Are there programs for children and youth? I teach Sunday School, so this would be one of my ministries. Box checked.

	Do they have a variety of music? If so, is any of it upbeat? Box definitely checked due to the contemporary services.
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