
THE EXODUS OF F.E.C. 
A poem by Judy Smith  

 
 
 This is our story from beginning to now 

A church that has no end. 
�:�H�¶�U�H���V�R���I�X�O�O���R�I���O�L�I�H���D�Q�G���E�U�R�W�K�H�U�O�\���O�R�Y�H 
Until Jesus comes again. 
 
Our church has been up, our church has been down, 
Upstairs and downstairs in many a town, 
But through it all, there was never a fall; 
�*�R�G�¶�V���F�K�X�U�F�K���L�V���V�W�L�O�O���V�W�D�Q�G�L�Q�J���W�D�O�O�� 
 
Many have come and many will go, 
Those who remain here have come to know 
�7�K�H�\�¶�Y�H���E�H�H�Q���F�K�R�V�H�Q���E�\���*�R�G���W�R���G�R���+�L�V���Z�R�U�N 
With never a murmur, never a shirk. 
�,�W�¶�V���R�Q�Z�D�Ud and upwards toward the mark 
�7�K�D�W�¶�V���Z�K�D�W��our church is all about! 
 
�:�K�H�Q���*�R�G���V�H�Q�W���D���I�O�R�R�G�����L�W���Z�D�V���W�L�P�H���W�R���G�H�S�D�U�W���W�K�D�W���³�O�L�W�W�O�H���U�R�R�P�´ 
Where many gave away their hearts. 
It was so full of life and brotherly love 
�7�K�H�\���D�O�O���I�H�O�O���L�Q���O�R�Y�H���Z�L�W�K���W�K�H���³�)�D�W�K�H�U�´���D�E�R�Y�H�� 
 
Being faithfully led by our Bishop, Keith, 
�:�K�R���S�U�H�D�F�K�H�G���*�R�G�¶�V���:�R�U�G���E�H�\�R�Q�G���D�O�O���E�H�O�L�H�I 
Of goodness and badness, God uses them all 
To accomplish His miracles big and small 
 
Our church had its champions but one stands out bright 
A dear little lady �± Almeda White 
Standing and praising, yet ready to fight 
�µ�W�L�O���*�R�G���W�R�R�N���K�H�U���K�R�P�H���R�Q���W�K�D�W���J�O�R�U�L�R�X�V���I�O�L�J�K�W 
 
Our church welcomes the young and the old 
�%�X�W���G�R�Q�¶�W���R�S�H�Q���W�K�D�W���G�R�R�U���X�Q�O�H�V�V���\�R�X���D�U�H���E�R�O�G 
�<�R�X���W�K�L�Q�N���O�L�I�H�¶�V���E�H�H�Q���J�U�H�D�W�����%�X�W���O�L�W�W�O�H���\�R�X���N�Q�R�Z 
what lies in wait for your weary soul; 
 
First comes the music, then crazy praise 
Your life changed forever for all of your days 
�:�H�¶�U�H���D���F�K�X�U�F�K���I�L�O�O�H�G���Z�L�W�K���O�L�I�H���D�Q�G���E�U�R�W�K�H�U�O�\���O�R�Y�H 
�$�Q�G���L�I���\�R�X�¶�U�H���O�L�N�H���P�H�����\�R�X���F�D�Q�¶�W���K�H�O�S���I�D�O�O�L�Q�J���L�Q���O�R�Y�H 
With F.E.C., the church of the now 
 
Bishop knew the only thing he could do 
Was to move the church; a new location to pursue 
Across the river to Leavenworth-town 
The perfect place to put new roots down 
 
Here and there on Delaware Street 
The church began to grow 
New people came filtering in 
Looking for life and brotherly love 
They knew that this was the place to go 
 


