
I love that these daily meditations are helping me get to know the folks in our parish. Since this 
my first time writing one of these, I decided to introduce myself by sharing a summary of my 
Faith Journey, and a story of how God has been working in my life.  

My family has been blessed with a strong Christian heritage.  I grew up on my parents’ farm, 
between Keady and Desboro.  All of my ancestors were of German descent, and most of them 
were members of Lutheran churches.  My paternal grandparents, Julius and Mary Kuhl, 
worshipped in St. John’s Desboro, and my maternal grandparents, Harry and Elizabeth Karn, in 
St. Peter’s Sullivan.  When my parents, Harold and Alvena (Karn) Kuhl were married, they 
chose to join St. Mark’s in Chesley, where mom had worshipped during the years that she 
worked in Chesley.  I was baptized as an infant and confirmed at St. Mark’s.  

My confirmation Bible verse was Psalm 119: 105:  “Thy word is a lamp unto my feet and a light 
unto my path,” and our confirmation class sang “Jesus Still Lead On”.  

In 1962 Ken and I were married at St. Mark’s.  Ken had grown up on a farm near Dobbinton and 
his parents, Elmer and Ollie ( Dawson ) White, were of Irish, and British descent and his 
ancestors were members of Anglican or United churches.  Ken had joined the O.P.P. in 1961 
and was stationed in Brockville, so we decided to join Good Shepherd Lutheran Church there.   

In 1974, Ken was transferred to the Wiarton detachment.  That’s when we joined St Peter’s, and 
have been blessed to be members for 46 years.  Now we are thoroughly enjoying our close 
association with Trinity Anglican and the Parish of the Bruce, and recently participating in the 
journey of “Joining God”.  

Throughout the years our Pastors, Sunday School teachers, relatives and friends have helped 
me grow in faith to God.  Our loving Heavenly Father has been showering me with His blessings 
all my life.  I have felt closest to Him the many times He helped me when family members and I 
were facing medical problems or dangerous travel (rainbows after the stormy times of life).  One 
of my most memorable experiences happened in 1989, when Mom was facing a difficult 
transition.  

On Thanksgiving Sunday, I took my mom from her home just outside Desboro to church at St.  
Mark’s.  Mom was ready to move into Chesley because she didn’t want her transportation 
needs to be a burden to her family any more.  We had a verbal agreement with Mom’s cousin 
(Ren Slumskie) in Chesley that mom could move into one of his apartments as soon as one was 
available.  That apartment would meet her needs very well.  It was on Main Street within walking 
distance for mom to help at church, visit folks in nursing homes, and do her own shopping, etc.   

We had helped mom list her home in real estate (with Mom’s niece, Marylon) the previous April.  
Now in October, I couldn’t believe that all summer long, NOT ONE family had shown interest in 
purchasing her nice comfortable house, less than 10 years old, and close to a school!  Since it 
hadn’t sold in the summer, it looked as if Mom would have to spend another winter there, relying 
on others to meet her needs.  

Right in church during the Thanksgiving Service, tears of frustration were rolling down my 
cheeks.  Instead of joyfully thanking and praising our Heavenly Father for our many blessings,  
I’m very sorry to say, I was angrily complaining, “Oh, God why aren’t you helping mom’s house 
to sell so she can move to Chesley?  All she wants is to be able to walk wherever she needs to 
go in order to continue helping the people around her, and not have to rely on people to drive 
her everywhere!”   



Well, to make a long story short, on November 1, Ren called to say that the apartment would be 
available at the end of November.  That was great news, but mom’s house still hadn’t sold.   
However, within 24 hours, Marylon called to say that she had an offer on her house.  The timing 
was so perfect!  Mom had a month to make plans and get everything organized, and best of all, 
she could move right into her apartment!  

It made me realize that God had everything in control and was watching over us, all the time, 
even when my faith was dwindling.  Since that experience, when I catch myself complaining 
about something, I try to remember how faithfully God has helped me in the past and that His 
timing is perfect.  

“Glory to God whose power working in us can accomplish far more than we can ask or imagine.” 
Eph 3:20.  
 

 Years ago Ruth Tuck encouraged us, at St Peter’s to share our Faith Stories   . I believe these 
stories help each other get to know how faithful our Heavenly Father is ! 
 
 
Doreen White 


