
Walking The Way 
Most mornings, as the sun charts its quiet course across the sky, 
before I am fully awake and while the world is still rising from its 
slumber, I lace up my walking shoes and step out the door. The 
path before me is always the same and always different—familiar 
enough to feel like home, yet open with endless possibility. Some 
mornings my route bends with the weather, other days with my 
own whim, but in every case my feet take me out into the world for 
three or four miles.

The world is already stirring by the time I begin. Somewhere 
nearby, a child is crying; somewhere else, laughter spills across 
a crowded café. A dog barks playfully in the distance. Cars roar 
to life as school drop-offs and morning commutes fall into rhythm. 
Screens glow, headlines scroll, voices shout, music hums faintly 
from a neighbor’s window. The world is waking up—noisy, 
restless, alive—and in the midst of that rising hum, my own 
journey begins.

Even before I’ve cleared the driveway, breaking news flashes 
across my phone. A familiar ding announces a new message and 
the insistent flow of email demands my attention. But this is not 
their time. This walk is not a conference call in motion, not another 
extension of my to-do list. This walk is about disconnecting 
in order to reconnect. So, with a small act of defiance, I slip in 
my noise-canceling earbuds. For a time, the din recedes. In its 
place, a gentler world emerges. The continuous rhythm of my 
steps steadies me, creating a quiet symphony—the crunch of 
gravel beneath my feet, the cadence of my own breath, the subtle 
unfolding of creation around me. Each sound belongs to the liturgy 
of walking. The walk is not only exercise; it is prayer. Prayer not 
with poetic words or melodious song but rather praying with 
my whole self. It is a way of remembering and rehearsing that 
discipleship—the journey with Jesus is never about standing still 
but about movement—putting one foot in front of the other, step 
after step, mile after mile.

No two walks are ever the same. The scenery shifts with the 
seasons: trees clothed in tender green, blazing with autumn fire, 
stripped bare to their wintery bones or clothed in resplendent 
blossoms. Through suburban neighborhoods, along manicured 
parks, and beside overgrown abandoned lots, the backdrop of 
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Belief Beyond Words 
Eliza was born enslaved. The only things recorded of her life 
were her birth, her baptism, and her burial. She was not deemed 
worthy of much else by those who counted her as property. 
Nothing of her, nothing of her sorrow, nothing of her faith, nothing 
of her aspirations, dreams, or hopes were thought worthy of 
keeping. She was another instrument to be used for others’ gain. 
But between those lines of ink recorded in the parish register 
stretched a whole life—a life bent beneath the yoke of slavery, her 
days consumed by labor, her body claimed as property. She was 
forbidden to read, and she could barely write her name.

And yet, even in bondage, she yearned for freedom. When the  
day was over and the fields lay bare, when dusk fell and work 
ceased, when voices gathered at the meeting house—there was 
freedom. In that holy place, the enslaved prayed, sang, and 
dared to hope. Eliza carried faith deep in her bones. A faith that 
declared, without words, that God was present, that Christ was 
near, that the Spirit still breathed life into a weary people.

Eliza sang. Like Mary singing of the world turning, Eliza lifted 
her voice in prayer and pleaded to a God she knew, not as 
a distant overseer, but a present companion and friend. She 
sang, sometimes in the meeting house, sometimes in the fields, 
sometimes in the hushed safety of her chattel house to her 
children. Eliza’s voice rose in prayer and in song. Her songs were 
not simply melodies to ease the sorrow of the day; they were 
lifelines. These songs captured the pain and hope, the sorrow and 
the joy. She gifted her children’s children with her song. 

My ancestors sang. Their songs were maps of freedom, codes of 
survival, and testimony of a God who had not abandoned them. To 
sing was to resist the lie that they were nothing more than property.  
To sing was to declare that they belonged first to God, not to the 
one who claimed to own their bodies. To sing was to believe.

I hear the voice Eliza in the old spiritual:
Oh, swing low, sweet chariot,
Swing low, sweet chariot,
Swing low, sweet chariot,
I don’t want to leave me behind.
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My grandmother’s singing was the soundtrack of my childhood. 
No morning was complete without the familiar tones of her voice 
singing from her Hymns Ancient & Modern as she began morning 
prayer. Each morning as the sun rose and the birds sang, the 
little house of my childhood woke from its night of slumber 
with the groans of the dawn stirring us forward once more. 
Like the dawning sun and the blowing breeze, the morning 
ritual included the voice of my grandmother in prayer. Like the 
sunbeams dancing on the floor, her voice danced with a faith 
steeped in devotion. The poetry of the King James Bible and the 
rhythmic cadence of words of prayer saturated the walls of my 
grandmother’s room and wafted out into the waking house. Her 
voice, like the stirring of the sun or the whisper of the breeze, 
was simply there, a familiar part of the morning. Her voice, a low 
alto, was the soundtrack to my childhood. She was in many ways 
a constant, who coincidentally was named Constance Johnson. I 
often woke up to her singing. It was rare that I did not begin my 
day with her voice in song or prayer falling on my ear. It was 
a voice of worship lifted in song. Her voice carried the deep 
richness of emotion, sometimes joy, sometimes loss, often simple 
praise for the beauty of life, but it was always there. 

She would make her way through her worn Bible, Book of 
Common Prayer, and hymnal each day. Morning and evening 
those familiar books almost levitated off the little shelf next to her 
bed. Hers was a faith born out of struggle intermixed with joy yet 
deeply grounded in hope. She was the granddaughter of slaves, 
working in the same plantation fields as her fettered forebearers. 
She knew the stories of pain mingled with hope that was chattel 
slavery in Barbados and beyond. The faith passed down to her was 
that of the former enslavers, forged and adapted in the crucible of 
struggle to bring hope in hard times. The very thing that had been 
used to hold her ancestors captive had become the instrument of 
liberation and freedom in Jesus. Often when she read her Bible, 
she would weep the salt tears of loss or offer the laughter of 
delight as she made her way through the pages of scripture. She 
saw herself not just as an inheritor of the Bible, she saw herself 
and her people crying out from the pages. She was there when 
Moses cried out, “Let my people go!” (Exodus 5:1) She was there 
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Outside my window, at the end of the winding road, an ancient 
harbor dwells. This meeting place between land and sea is a 
thin place; a place of convergence. Like a sleeping giant rising 
from its slumber, the emerald-green hills dance their way to the 
water. Here in this natural harbor, time seems to hold its breath. 
The stories of faith here are not proclaimed from pulpits or sealed 
in leather-bound texts; they are sung in the symphony of waves, 
carried on the arias of the winds, and proclaimed in the opera of 
seabirds. Outside my window, the harbor of Schull, West Cork, 
Ireland, keeps its faithful watch along the rugged coast. The 
Atlantic presses into the folds of the Irish shoreline, carving at the 
primordial rock until a refuge is formed—a place of shelter, rest, 
and renewal.

For millennia, these stones have stood as sentinels, keeping watch 
where earth and heaven, land and sea collide. They have borne 
witness to the life of faith, to rulers rising and falling to the passing 
of countless generations. This haven for seafarers has seen both 
life and death. In this harbor every leaf and branch, every shell 
and rock speak of the divine.

For centuries, harbors like this have welcomed sailors, fishers, 
and wanderers. They have been places of farewell and reunion, 
of weeping and rejoicing, of setting out and coming home. One 
afternoon, while on sabbatical, I walked along the quay, watching 
boats rock gently in their moorings, and I could not help but think 
of faith—my own, my grandmother Constance’s, and the long line 
of saints and mystics who dared to push their fragile crafts from the 
safety of the shoreline into the uncharted waters of God.

Over the years, this harbor has welcomed every kind of boat—
from small swift vessels that hug the coastline to great transatlantic 
ships built to cross open oceans. Each boat, crafted with care for 
a specific purpose, finds its beginning here. In the safety of the 
harbor, ships are built, repaired, provisioned, and named. It is 
here that the journey begins, but never where it is meant to end.

Some boats, small and slender, are made for the shallows. They 
slip between rocks, avoid shoals, and move quickly when danger 
comes. They are made for the coast. Other boats are built for the 
deep—for rolling waves, churning seas, and distant horizons. 
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