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“Follow, Follow, Follow” 

What a week. What a wonderful, challenging, glorious, difficult, beautiful week. Allow 
me tell you about it. But first I want to you keep one word in mind—follow. For me it seemed to 
be the one word that resonated, indeed, resounded throughout the week. In ways trivial and 
profound it echoed—follow, follow, follow.  

On to the events of the week. Last Saturday morning I boarded a train with eight young 
women, six of whom are eighth graders. Or rather as they often corrected me, rising ninth 
graders. We were headed to New York City, the Big Apple, Gotham, the city that never sleeps, 
for what we call the Discipleship Adventure. It is three days in NYC that intends for all of us, 
adults included, to express and experience our call to discipleship in an unfamiliar and 
challenging locale, away from the normal supports of home, family, and friends. We went by 
train in order to experience an unfamiliar mode of travel and to explore what it means to be 
disciples on the road. Confined with folks we are not familiar with for seven hours has its trials. 
We encountered a wide range of people and new challenges such as language and cultural 
barriers, different levels of courtesy, and our own awareness of others or lack thereof. We learn 
what it means to follow Jesus and love our neighbor, in the next seat or across the aisle, under 
sometimes uncomfortable circumstances. 

Arriving in New York is another trial altogether, and another meaning for following. In 
this case it is follow-the-leader as we navigated Penn Station in search of the subway. Follow 
the leader is a bit more than just a children’s game, it is about staying together without losing 
someone who is fascinated by the new surroundings, or having a sleeping bag falling off of her 
backpack, while remaining in good spirits, because the adventure has only just begun. Add to 
that the weekend crowds a timetable that demanded we get downtown to Fulton Street into 
our accommodations, then freshen up, change clothing (not necessarily an easy task for 
teenage girls), get something to eat, and get back uptown to the theater for the evening.  

We managed. And with a minimal amount of fuss we got ready for the theater and out 
of the apartment. We headed for the South Street Seaport plaza and the food trucks. When we 
entered the plaza there were the crowds but not a food truck or stall in sight. What were food 
trucks two years ago has now been transformed into an indoor food court. It was crowded, a 
little dark, and there was music blasting away that added to the confusion. It was also clearly 
not finished with empty food stalls and an odd selection of food. But once more we managed. 
We ate and then re-gathered for the trek back uptown.  

It was now a new game of follow-the-leader and follow-the-map as we navigated new 
territory to find the off-Broadway theater for the evening’s show. On tap was the classic 
musical “The Fantasticks” and it was truly fantastic. As if to drive home the theme of the week 
the opening and closing song is the beloved “Try to Remember.” If you know the song you will 
recall that each verse ends with a repeated “try to remember and if you remember then follow, 
follow, follow, follow.” I could not get that song and especially those words out of my head. 
Remember the call to discipleship and follow it.  

Sunday morning we were up and at it again. There were new paths to follow first to 
Trinity Church Wall Street for morning worship that included prayers of mourning for those 
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killed in Orlando. Our next stop was the 9/11 museum. For most of the young women on the 
trip this is not a memory it is history. A few were infants at the time of the attacks and others 
were yet to be born. Their attentiveness and reverence as we followed the tour guide was a 
testament to the events and to the character of these young women. They honored those who 
were killed in Orlando and in the terror attacks of 9/11.  

The afternoon and evening were spent in less intense activities including a walk on the 
High Line and dealing with the hustle and bustle of Times Square, but it was Monday that was 
the crown of the discipleship experience. Monday we left our accommodations and, re-
encumbered by backpacks and sleeping bags, we headed back uptown to the Church of the 
Holy Apostles.  

Holy Apostles is home to one of the most extraordinary soup kitchens anywhere. 
Monday through Friday the church serves between eight hundred and a thousand meals every 
morning between 10:30 and 12:30. Years ago the pews were removed from the nave of the 
church and replaced with tables, chairs, and food serving stations. People enter the church 
through a side door, receive a tray of healthy freshly prepared food—chicken, greens, rice, 
gravy, salad, chili and juice or tea. They sit with others eating, conversing or listening to the live 
music played by talented musicians on the grand piano. Their trays are cleared by volunteers 
who also pour water for them and wait on their table. Our young women donned aprons, caps 
and gloves to serve food. It is not the hardest job in the world, but it is noisy and hot. You are 
standing in one place for two hours, working cheek by jowl with a team of others most of whom 
are new to you, while serving up food as quickly as possible to keep up with the flow of people. 
It can be tiring and a bit unnerving at times.  

When our two-hour shift was finished we sat down with other volunteers and shared a 
meal. The very same food that the guests had eaten we ate. We servants ate after the honored 
guests had eaten. Not a single young woman complained. They enjoyed their meal, they felt 
humbled and honored to have been part of the soup kitchen. They were inspired by the work 
and I expect they were changed. I am told that the first thing one of the girls asked her parents 
upon arriving in Richmond was, “I want to find a soup kitchen in Richmond where I can serve.” I 
was proud to serve alongside these inspiring young women. I hope you are proud of how they 
represented you and our parish. 

Our trip concluded with another long train ride back to Richmond among different 
people, different challenges of custom and culture. And we returned home to happy parents 
glad to have their children back home safe and sound, and perhaps a bit more humble and 
knowledgeable from their discipleship experience in New York City.  

My week did not end there. As if to further drive home the message of follow. I met 
with people this week who are struggling with illness including long stays in the hospital where 
the outcome was not always certain to be a trip home to their loved ones. There were others 
who are struggling to keep family and relationships together in spite of crippling hurts and 
longstanding pain. And others who strive to put one foot in front of the other in spite of all that 
life has thrown at them. In every situation and every face there was the determination to 
follow. To, as Jesus said, put the hand to the plow and not look back.  
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No instance is more inspiring than one that I have followed from a distance. That is the 
story of the mother of Heidi Schmidt. Many of you know Heidi as one of the missionaries this 
parish supports in her work formerly in South Africa and now in Brazil. Heidi’s mother has 
suffered from a number of health issues over the last year or so. Heidi has had to make 
emergency trips from Brazil back to the US to care for her mom, to resettle her in an assisted 
living facility, and most recently to see to the fitting of her mother for a prosthesis.  

Mrs. Schmidt, Ingrid, is blind, has lost most of her hearing, and has had to have a portion 
of one leg amputated. She has been confined to a wheelchair since the amputation, but now 
she is deemed well enough to be fitted with a prosthetic leg. First of all, I can imagine not 
wanting a prosthesis and having to learn to walk again given so many challenges. I can imagine 
just giving up. But that was not the case for Ingrid. 

The first communication from Heidi told of how her mother, riding on an elevator full of 
people, said to no one in particular and everyone present, “You know, it’s sometimes good 
when bad things happen to you. Then when things start to get better, you feel really GOOD!” 
Heidi added that “a woman looked at her mother’s amputation and mom sitting in her 
wheelchair and drank in her words.”1 

When they arrived in the physical therapy room crowded with people and workers 
Ingrid was fitted for her new leg. The therapist had her stand in her walker to practice 
transferring from the walker into bed. All of a sudden, she shouted out to the room, “Look 
everyone, I’m STANDING.” The room cheered and broke into applause and smiles all around. 
No looking back here. She had her hand to the plow and was moving forward.  

And again there is more, for in physical therapy the next day Heidi spied across the 
room the Schmidt family butcher from years ago on Catalpa Avenue in Queens. When Heidi 
approached him and introduced herself she heard that he had had an incident that almost 
killed him. At this point he wished he had died. Heidi blessed him and offered prayers for him. 
She then told him that her mother was there, and when he learned that she was the one with 
the new leg he brightened. He said I clapped and cheered for her. Tears rolling down his face he 
seemed heartened by the courage of his old friend.   

This is life. The life that Jesus calls us to. Life is not the bluff and bluster of the daily 
news, it is not the noise of celebrity, or the grand gesture. It is not even about long lists of does 
and don’ts from blessed St. Paul. It is the hushed respect and reverence of crowds of people 
remembering 9/11, it is the church folk thousands of miles away from an attack praying aloud, 
purposefully and reverently, the names and ages of each of those who died in Orlando, it is a 
small group of young women serving food to homeless people they don’t know and are not 
likely to every meet again, and it is an infirm older woman sharing her joy at a new leg and 
comforting an old friend even in the midst of her discomfort. Life is about these things and 
most of all about heeding and following the call of the Good Shepherd, the one who leads us in 
humility. It is about following that light that is a beacon guiding each of us that we may be 
blessed and a blessing, the light of Jesus Christ that guides each of us in humility and 
righteousness all the way home. 

                                                           
1 Story used by permission of Heidi Schmidt.  


