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9:00 Sheri Blume 

My ordinary saint is anything but ordinary, but she would probably tell you otherwise. I am 

speaking of course, of my Mom, Cheyrl Lathrop, who, among performing other miracles, 

managed to get me back to church almost 7 years ago.  My Mom is a study in perseverance. She 

survived a terrible childhood. After marriage and divorce, she found herself a single mother 

raising a daughter without much help.  Very little child support, denied food stamps because she 

had a car (which broke down when it rained), Mom went to school at night to get an associates 

degree in accounting. Looking back, I can’t imagine how hard it was to worry about paying the 

rent and putting food on the table while doing homework. Mom never let me see the difficulty of 

it, though. I remember good things like an impromptu tea party when the power went out in an 

ice storm one winter, I remember Mom reading me books, I remember listening to music with 

her and pestering her to play Disco Duck over and over. I never knew how much we struggled.  

And yet, even after all that, my Mom is a giving person. Just a few months ago, she paid for 

someone’s prescription at Walgreen’s when they couldn’t afford it. She does things like this 

quietly, wanting to help maybe because she’s been there. She loves to feed people and is in her 

element when making cookies for church. Mom also has this way of listening to people so that 

they instantly trust her. This is one of her most amazing gifts, among others, and one she has 

taken with her into prison ministry. 

There is a Japanese word, kintsukuroi, which means “to repair with gold.” When pottery is 

broken, the cracks are filled in with gold, the piece more beautiful for having been broken. My 



Mom is the embodiment of this, having been broken, but God filled her with gold in the broken 

places and she shines like a light for everyone she meets. And especially for me.  

11:15 Joannie Smithson 

     I work at Cross Creek Nursery in the Interiors Dept.  The head of the department is a woman 

named Stacey and the second in command is Chris. 

I have worked for them for years and we’ve been through a lot of ups and downs together.  

Stacey and I work closely together and Chris works all over the area and mainly on the road so I 

don’t see her quite as much.  I think the world of both of them.  Stacey and I are often in the van 

together and talk about our churches and how important our church families are to us.  Yes—I 

talk about St. David’s a lot and she talks about her church family Central Baptist. 

     One day at an account I was having some difficulties because I had thrown my back out.  I 

got help that day when I really needed it from a very unlikely source.  When I got back to the 

greenhouse I told Stacey what happened and she went AHA! that was a God moment; and she 

told me about some of her God moments.  Stacey is someone of tremendous faith and sees God’s 

work all around.  My mama used the term “abiding faith”.  Faith that you live – not just good on 

paper faith or faith only on Sunday mornings, but faith you carry with you every day.  I see this 

faith in Stacey as she works with both clients and employees. 

     This was never more apparent than on a day a few years back.  My phone rang early while I 

was still at home.  Now Stacey will often send me a text or an e-mail first thing in the morning 

but an actual phone call was very unusual.  What she needed to tell me was not something you 

can send in a text.  Chris’ son had just committed suicide and Chris was the one who found him.  

Stacey knew I would be shocked by this because I had told her at one point that I had a brother 

who committed suicide.  I finished getting ready for work in a daze after that phone call, and 

when I got to Cross Creek that morning we spoke more about what happened.  I found myself 

melting into an emotional noodle that morning as the memories of my brother came flooding 

back and also I knew what Chris’ family was going through.  Now Stacey could very easily have 

said “Joannie get yourself together I don’t have time for this right now, we need to help Chris.”  

But she didn’t.  We got into the van to go about our work and she asked me about my brother.  

At the stoplight on the corner she reached over and took my hand.  That simple quiet gesture was 

another God moment for me.  With everything else going on that day, she had time to listen to 

me and what I was going through. 

     For the next week or so Stacey coordinated everyone’s change of schedules to do Chris’ work 

as well as our own.  She coordinated the meals for the family and the funeral reception.  The way 

she wrapped her arms around that family that had suffered such a terrible loss and was in such 

pain – that was really amazing!  I witnessed the love and support she gave Chris during that time 

and she still supports her and me because that pain will not go away. 

     Stacey is someone who reaches out to help.  She is my ordinary saint. 


