
Good morning.  I always wondered what it felt like to stand up here and say that.  The piece of this year’s theme that I was asked to talk about is Standing on a Firm Foundation.  I certainly have roots in this church’s foundation as it does in mine.  When I think of my foundation, two things come to mind, my faith and my family.  For me, these two things in my life are strong, constant and interwoven. I have never known this church without my family in it and come to think of it vice versa.  My father has been here since he was a child and my parents together since 1963.  And they began to raise their family here.  And so we, The Armstrongs, became a part of the church’s foundation just as it was a part of ours.
  In getting my thoughts together for my message today, I talked with my mom some about my younger days here, those I was too young to remember,  and we naturally came to talk about the fire.  I was just shy of 3 years old and out riding bikes in the driveway with my brother David.  A neighbor told my mother about the fire at the church.  My mom then loaded us up in the car and we came down here, to be with our church family as our home as a congregation was engulfed in flames.   My parents went on to serve as member of the rebuilding campaign known as The Phoenix.  They were called on to ask for donations to help in the rebuilding efforts, and we as a family were donating what we could.  My parents told me that my brother and sister gave what they had and that even I as a 3 year old emptied my piggy bank full of pennies to give.  As they say, every penny counts so I guess I am a part of this church’s actual foundation too.  
The message was clear from the stories and memories that my mother shared with me that First Baptist Church was more than a building, it was a family..a firm foundation of people that came together to worship God and love one another and we were a part of that.   One of the stories my mother recalled was a celebration of Jesus’ birthday with a big cake held at the YMCA, one of the Sunday school’s temporary homes after the fire.  It was the day of a big snowstorm, and we trudged through feet of snow to be there as did many members of our church family.  Everyone knew the significance of making this happen, even though our church was burned the church family and foundation of that family was still strong.   I remember going to many church luncheons, church picnics, barbeques and special events.  It seemed like everywhere we went, there were church friends there.  My family had a place here.  I wish I had more memories of my own of that time of the fire, because I know it was a time of unity and strength for our church family and its foundation.   I know though, that I was part of it all even my pennies helped and it has impacted my life and my foundation in a significant way.  

We came to church every Sunday.  Sundays were a church and family day for us, and grew to be a favorite day for me. I never remember feeling forced, it was just the way it was.   We would go to Sunday School and then file into “our pew” just over here to the left with my grandmother, and my Auntie Louise.  We’ve since migrated further back and to the right side, I’m not sure when that happened..maybe it’s the amount of children we now have in tow.  Anyway, I always felt good sitting with my family there.  I have great memories of standing with my father singing some of his favorite hymns and he would sing the harmonies to Thine is The Glory in my ear.  My mom would let me lean on her, sometimes she’d put her arm around me or hold my hand.  It was a great time, a time of family and of faith.  A time when we could just be still together in the presence of God and be thankful.  

Over the years of growing up in the church, I came to know the church as a second home.  I did it all, Sunday School, vacation bible school, children’s choir, youth choir, bell choir, steeple follies, volunteering in the cribs and crawlers room, middle school fellowship, baptism classes, senior high fellowship, Baptist youth partners, New England Baptist Youth conference at Oceanwood and even one Allagash trip led by Michael Bolduc.   Through all of these experiences here in this church I came to know my self and that I wanted God, and this church to be in my life. I found my own place here and felt a special connection here not only to God but to the people of the congregation.  I always felt supported here, like I was part of something greater than myself and more than that, it was a part of me.  We had a history together and I believe that good things are built on rich traditions.  I remember in my baptism class, Nick Carter was making us aware of the significance of making that choice to become a member.  We were choosing, on our own, to be a part of something and it felt like an easy choice to me.  Being here made me feel loved, and made me feel fulfilled.  Particularly in my junior and senior high fellowship years, the church was a place where I felt connected to God and to my family and to myself.  I felt centered and whole here, and that gave me a sense of peace that was reassuring and empowering.  As a young adult, I knew I wanted to be involved in my own way, building yet another layer in the foundation that this church and I have shared.  I became a fellowship advisor wanted to give back to the program that I enjoyed so much and that gave me the support to become who I am.  


Now, I’m raising my own family here and I love creating the Sunday traditions with them.  I’m now teaching Sunday School, as my mother did when I was young, and I’m teaching the class with one of my dearest friends Eva Oliveira whom I met and grew up with here.  It’s a really nice “full circle” moment.   It’s worth the battle of the “handsome shirts” for me to share with them the place and people that have given me and our family so much strength and support over the years.  I think it’s important to teach them about God and about the connection of faith to our life as a family.  I’m reading a book right now entitled Let Boys Be Boys 7 Secrets to Raising Healthy Sons by Meg Meeker.  In it, Dr Meeker suggests that God matters to boys, as it matters to many people because it provides an anchor and sense of purpose, and a way to place themselves in our world.  So far, I agree with Dr Meeker, I’m only in chapter 3.  I want my children to know that God loves them and for them to learn what that means in their lives.  Together, we are building their own firm foundations of faith that I hope will benefit their lives as mine has for me.   There was a Sunday morning, about a year ago, I was loading the kids up in the car buckling them safely into their designated carseats.  Griffin asked me, “where’s your carseat mom?”  I told him I was going to sit in the drivers seat.  Now, we had already gone over a couple of times, who was sitting next to who, then Dylan asked me “Who is sitting next to you Mom?”  And before I could answer, Griffin said, “oh yeah that seat is for God right?”  I laughed, and thought, you know something, he has a point.  And so I bring my family to church, we go to Sunday School and then we file into our new pew with our family.  There is something unspoken, emotional and special about sitting with my family at church.  It’s a peaceful time, and to be honest, I can always use more of those.  I feel recharged and focused and even though I’m fidgeting with someone’s shoelace or box of spilled crayons or trying to retrieve a pacifier from the floor with my foot, I’m listening and I’m filling up my half empty cup.  And when the organ plays and I look down the pew to see my father singing harmonies with my nephew to Thine Is The Glory, or my mother with her arm around my son, or my sister sharing a hymnal with her daughter, my cup is overflowing.  My foundation is rock solid.  God is good.

