
St. Paul’s
United Methodist Church

5501 Main Street
Houston, Texas 77004-6917

713-528-0527
www.stpaulshouston.org

Youth Witnesses
by 

Meg Brigman
Patrick Golden
Meghan Miller
February 9, 2014

The Fifth Sunday after the Epiphany
8:30 and 11:05 a.m.



Youth Witnesses • February 9, 2014 • High School Youth • page 1

Texts: Isaiah 58:1-9a (9b-12); Psalm 112:1-10;1 Corinthians 2:1-12 (13-16); 
and Matthew 5:13-20

Meg Brigman: “The Struggle with Satisfactory”w
Good morning! My name is Meg Brigman, I’m a senior at Lamar High 

School, and I’ve been a member of Saint Paul’s for 17 years now, my whole life. 
I was baptized here, confirmed here, and have grown up here. 

It’s likely you have seen me around — singing with the choir, lighting 
candles, carrying in the elements for the service, or meeting with Mission in 
Motion. However, it’s less likely you’ve seen me in the congregation. Many 
times I come in to help acolyte the early service, then I go to Sunday School 
with the Youth, and lastly I help Mrs. Anna with the children’s choirs. It’s a 
busy morning, and I wouldn’t have it any other way. 

There’s something you should know about me — I love participating, 
being a part of things, getting involved. Which means that over the years I 
have accumulated enough activities to be incredibly busy and occasionally 
overwhelmed. 

I want to share with you my experiences through a hard time in my life, 
in the hopes that some of you will recognize yourself and your own struggles 
in some way or another. It was first semester senior year, only a few months 
ago. It was a time of filling out college applications, planning my future, fig-
uring out what I wanted to do with my life. But honestly, I didn’t know what 
I wanted to do in the long-run; still don’t. Now no matter what they tell you 
about how fun senior year is, it’s a lie. Midway through this process I became 
completely overwhelmed, I felt like I couldn’t do it anymore, and I didn’t feel 
like I was good enough or strong enough to continue. 

One night I had an epiphany! I was satisfactory. In everything I did. I 
wasn’t actually good at anything. 

Satisfactory student — smart, but I consistently got Bs in Spanish, and 
my class ranking had just come in, I was number 30. (Granted it was out of al-
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most 900 students, but it wasn’t what I had been hoping for, and I worried that 
my dreams of getting into Rice University might have been crushed.)

Satisfactory athlete — on varsity, but never the fastest one there. No 
matter how hard I worked, I hadn’t been dropping time this year

Satisfactory musician — played piano for 10 years and was now a 
teacher. But with less time to practice, I felt I was lacking, and I was depressed 
as a violist because as of this year, I didn’t have room in my schedule to be in 
orchestra.

Satisfactory leader — as chief captain of the swim team and vice presi-
dent of Key Club I was doing my best, but sometimes I felt that it wasn’t 
enough for the other members.

Satisfactory member — I had been missing meetings and events for 
NHS, STUCCO, Reading Aces, Best Buddies, Special Olympics, Desi club, was a 
really a good member

And lastly, a Satisfactory Christian — I came to church, I participated, 
I sang. But recently I had been unable to come, and even praying got pushed 
away because I was “too busy.” Did this mean I was just “going through the 
motions?”

So what did I do after this epiphany? 
What anyone would do if she felt like she wasn’t good enough. 
I had a breakdown. 
My poor parents. I scared myself, I can’t imagine what they must have 

felt like. It was awful, a major low point in my life. And I also managed to affect 
everyone around me. As a usually cheerful, positive, and upbeat person, my 
friends were not prepared for this broken person who had replaced me. The 
stress was too much, and I was pushing everyone away, including God. Talking 
in Sunday school I realized that I would think of God when I was in a positive 
point in my life, taking in something beautiful, like the clear air of the moun-
tains on a ski vacation. But during the negative points in my life, He slipped out 
of my narrow path of vision, and I didn’t lean on Him. 
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Just like the footsteps in the sand story where a man sees his life as a 
pair of footprints in the sand. He asks Jesus, why at one of the hardest mo-
ments in his life there was only one pair of footsteps, why would Jesus leave 
him to fight for himself. Then Jesus tells him, those are my footprints as I car-
ried you in my arms. I’ve always loved that story because it rings true for so 
many people. 

So how did I overcome these crippling challenges? 
Well for one, I changed my attitude. 
My entire life had been focused on getting into Rice. My dad went there 

for his undergrad, my mom worked there, I swam on their age-group club 
team, and that is the only place I really wanted to go to college. Tuition would 
be covered since my mom worked there, and location made it convenient. 
During my struggle with satisfactory, I worried about not getting in, because I 
knew that would mean disaster. 

But, I received an acceptance letter from Trinity University. Another 
good college that has an agreement with Rice to where the tuition benefit 
would cover Trinity as well. I decided that no matter what Rice said, I was 
going to school, and I was going to be happy about it. 

Then a week later, Rice said yes. Dream came true and everything felt 
like it was going to be okay. That’s when I was able to look back over the first 
semester and think of what I had to deal with. 

Jesus tells us we are the “salt of the earth” and the “light of the world.” 
We don’t have to ask for it, we don’t have to work for it. It is a part of his pre-
venient grace. Like we talk about it in Sunday School, it is the chips and salsa 
they put on the table before you order. It is given. 

BUT he warns that we can lose our saltiness or hide our light. However, 
notice he says we could lose our saltiness, not our salvation. He tells us we can 
hide our light, but he doesn’t say it can go out. 

What does it mean to be salt? 
Or light? 
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Salt has commonly been used as a preservative since ancient times. Fo-
cusing on this preserving quality, we should try to preserve what we can in 
this world. Hold on to hope, keep generosity flowing, help us preserve the op-
timism. It also adds flavor to food, allows your spirit to taint the way you taste 
the world. 

Light give clarity to vision. Lift your light a little higher so that by you, 
others can find the way. Jesus tells us he is the “light of the world,” but just as 
mirrors reflect what stands in front of them, put Jesus in front of you and re-
flect his light so that you have a light of your own, like the moon. Share your 
flame and let your spirit spread like wildfire to others. 

Patrick Golden: “The Most Important ‘G’”
(Puts on Menchie’s apron and hat.) 
Now before I get into any of what I want to talk about today, I just want 

to let y’all know that I have to go to work at Menchie’s frozen yogurt this af-
ternoon, and that requires that my enthusiasm level is up to par. So do you 
all mind if I practice greeting you like I would greet a guest of mine at work 
today? 

“Hello, welcome to Menchie’s! 
“How are y’all today? 
“Really? That’s great to hear! 
“Please feel free to try out our brand new Live from New York City cheese-

cake and our Houston Rockets’ themed red-velvet cake flavors today. They are 
both quite scrumptious!” 

I actually hate both of those flavors, but you know how it is. The more 
customers that purchase yogurt from me, the more tips I get in return. That’s 
the basics of the U.S. free market economy in a nutshell. 

My name is Patrick Golden, and I’m a senior at Bellaire High School. I’ve 
been attending St. Paul’s for as long as I can remember, and I have been an ac-
tive member of the youth group since the sixth grade. I have plans to attend 
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 The University of Texas at Austin next fall with major in political science for 
what will, hopefully, be the catalyst for a future job in law or politics. Again it 
really depends on which job is offering up the most money in return. Basics of 
the U.S. free market economy in a nutshell. 

Now, I have been working at Menchie’s since last July after I was tired of 
my parents asking me to get off the couch and get a job during the summer. 

Menchie’s opened its first store in Los Angeles, California, in 2007 by the 
husband-and-wife team of Adam and Danna Caldwell. The Menchie’s concept 
emerged from the story of these two lovebirds and their common love of fro-
zen yogurt. When Adam took Danna to a frozen yogurt store on their first date, 
that was when Danna’s sweet tooth took over, and the world of frozen yogurt 
was never the same again. As of now, the award-winning franchise has more 
than 350 stores open worldwide, all under the leadership of their humble CEO 
Amit Kleinberger whom you might have seen on Undercover Boss a couple of 
months ago. 

Menchie’s mission statement is “we make you smile.”  That smile is al-
ways present on Menchie’s face and is there to remind us of the mission be-
stowed on each and every one of our team members. This mission is the road 
map to achieving their vision statement — “to make the Menchie’s experience 
available to every guest all over the world as a legacy for generations to come.”

Now one might think, as my parents believe to be true, that it would 
take quite the extravert to handle a job such as mine that constantly involves 
interacting with customers, and I tend to agree with that statement. However, 
I can’t say that relating with people is easy for me at all. I have no fears when 
it comes to speaking out in public like this, but when it comes to meeting new 
people and trying to make friends, I’ve struggled with that for my entire life. 

As a chipper young kid who, after a misfortunate series of moves and a 
divorce, moved from Horn Elementary in Bellaire to Rice Elementary, a small 
magnet school, I came into school a little nervous but excited to make some 
new friends in a new environment. However, my personality was not received 
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as well here as it had been back at Horn. I was called “gay,” “annoying,” “nerd,” 
and the list can go on and on. 

While I was able to eventually find a way to fit in at Rice as my class-
mates matured, I had grown up really quickly, and as a result I was left with 
a more hardened personality and a lot more self-doubt in just who I was as a 
person. Even long after I graduated Rice after the eighth grade, my mood often 
fluctuated from being happy and joyful one week to being depressed the next 
week. I have come to realize that these feelings of depression are just a part of 
who I am. 

I’m alone. 
I’m friendless. 
I’m not included in things. 
I’m not happy. 
Freshman and Sophomore year were a mess for me. While my grades 

remained at a good standing, my social life was in the dumps. After my best 
friend moved away from Bellaire midway through his freshman year, I was 
left to fend for myself. I spent lunches going to tutorials only because I didn’t 
know who I was going to sit with if I didn’t. I was this close from transferring 
to Lamar. 

And of course I didn’t know who to turn to with these issues, I couldn’t 
let my parents know about it, I had no friends to talk to about it, and I couldn’t 
even trust the church to talk to about it. These feelings continued to build and 
build inside of me as freshman year digressed into sophomore year, and my 
days continued to get worse and worse to the point where I even questioned 
why I continued to get up every day. 

I decided to take a chance though, and I sent in an application to my 
school’s yearbook staff at the urging of a friend of mine, Jacob, who happened 
to be one of the editors-in-chief at the time. My grades and teacher reports 
were good enough to get me in, but socially I still felt like an outsider. 
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Often described as a well-oiled machine, there is a sense of pride and 
professionalism that comes with stating oneself as being a member of the for-
mer NSPA Gold Crown award winning Bellaire Carillon Staff. Comprised of a 
staff of around 50 students made up of a group of photographers, designers, 
copy writers, and editors, we spend many lengthy late nights working exten-
sively to create the best quality product out there for our students to have at 
the end of the school year to read. Through these late nights and various trips 
and outings, I was able to meet some of the greatest people on the planet, I 
trust my life with my fellow editors-in-chief Max, Andrew, and Penny, and I 
believe that I’ve been able to meet some of smartest future leaders of our city, 
state, and country through my relations with various other members on staff.

Now I always tell Andrew and Penny that all of these hours spent work-
ing after school isn’t worth it at the end of the day, and we all seem to agree to 
some extent. However, as odd as it may seem, I enjoy them. Yearbook allowed 
me to finally find a niche for once. Whenever I state that I am a member on 
staff, I revel in the fact that instead of having to identify myself as the lonely 
kid who doesn’t have many friends, I get to say that I am a part of an amazing 
organization like this. Now while I still face bouts with my depression issue, 
I’ve come to realize that life isn’t so bad after all. I’ve had friends around me 
all this time, I’ve had a family that loves and cares about me, I’ve had a youth 
group that has always had my back, and now I have yearbook staff that I love 
and care about. 

As I’ve continued to age, I’ve learned that being lonely is a lie that my 
brain always likes to tell my mind. Sometimes I just can’t tell how many bless-
ings I truly have around my life. 

As a team member at Menchie’s, we have a code of five simple steps 
known as the five ‘Gs’ that every single team member needs to follow in order 
to be a successful employee. No matter how bad you are at cutting fruit or 
making waffle cones, as long as you follow these guidelines you will be suc-
cessful every single shift that you work. 



The first two ‘Gs’ are pretty straight forward. 
You need to Greet every single customer with a simple “Hello, welcome 

to Menchie’s,” and you need to serve as a Guide to customers by introducing 
them to several of the brand new promotional flavors of yogurt and if they are 
first-time visitors through the introduction of the entire “Menchie’s process” 
of getting a cup, filling it up with toppings, etc. 

The final two ‘G’s’ are straightforward as well. 
You need to make sure that you offer a Gift to customers, especially if 

they are children, in the form of a sticker, tattoo, or coloring sheet. And you 
need to make sure that you give your customers a proper Goodbye in the form 
of a “Have a Smiley Day!” 

However, the most important G out of them all is the third one. 
This G is what brings in all of the tips, but it’s also the hardest one for 

employees to do well at following. It stands for Genuine Connection. It’s the 
G that has no specific guidelines for carrying out; as long as you can engage in 
a conversation with one of the customers and can harness a smile out of them 
you will be good to go. Forming this genuine connection with people is the key 
idea of what Menchie’s mission represents. And in a funny way, it’s what life 
represents as well.

I’ve struggled my entire life with grasping a sense of genuine connection 
with people, even with those whom I consider to be my strongest of friends.

So why then would I decide to work at Menchie’s? 
So why then would I decide to join yearbook? 
Both of these jobs involve throwing yourself out there in areas full of 

many social situations where you have to think on the fly in order to think of 
the best way as to which to interact with people. 

Perhaps I was just going off a whim when I applied for both of these po-
sitions, but perhaps my mind was yearning for something more. I could have 
stayed within my comfort zone, but I decided to press forward anyway. 
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As our passage from Matthew indicates to us, we are called to be the 
“salt and light of the earth” at some point, even if it seems scary for us to ac-
complish. Fear cannot hold you back from trying to pursue a life that is more 
meaningful and happier for you. 

Now while I might seem a bit too sappy or emotional today, my story re-
flects that of plenty of other high schoolers and adults that I know of. 

We all want to be liked. 
We all want to fit in. 
We all want to be loved. 
I believe that Jesus had a firm grasp of what it meant to form a genuine 

connection with people. He showed us how to live a life without fear of judg-
ment or fear of losing comfort. He went out into the world and formed mean-
ingful relationships with people through his use of love. 

May you never lose hope or quit trying to grasp the concept of connect-
ing with others. I’ve grown to learn that mastering the greatest G of them all 
always ends up bringing in the best tips. 

Meghan Miller
Often we like to think of our lives as some huge, epic tale, like Harry Pot-

ter or Lord of the Rings. We envision that we’re walking through life with some 
sort of camera there in the background, transmitting every event and facial ex-
pression to a movie screen. We tend to make things more dramatic than they 
actually are, viewing each passing moment in a cinematic light. 

When I was asked to do this witness address, I figured that it would be 
the dramatic highlight of the 18-year movie that has been my time at St. Paul’s.  
This witness would serve as the grand finale, the apex, the inspirational reflec-
tion on the struggles and stories of my youth. So when I began writing it, I was 
surprised to find that no single event, no words of inspiration, came to mind 
right away. 
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This puzzled me, so I began thinking about my life at St. Paul’s. What ex-
actly have I done here over the past 18 years? 

And for whatever reason, when I asked myself that question, my mind 
immediately went to my Sunday morning schedule. Wake up at 6:30 in the 
morning, drive to church, put on this weird black thing with this other weird 
white thing on top of it, carry some stuff in the service, go down to the chil-
dren’s choir room and do “odd jobs” like making copies, setting up chairs, and 
providing free therapy sessions. On some Sundays, I record the services in the 
sacristy, and on other Sundays, I do all three — get here early in the morning 
to acolyte, then go down to the choir room to help out there, then go up to re-
cord and while the service is recording I’ll go back down to help with the choir 
and then at the end of the service go back up to finish the recording. 

In other words, my life at St. Paul’s has involved a lot of stair climbing. 
And now, looking at a congregation that has quite literally watched me 

grow up, I am reminded of how often I wondered what impression I was mak-
ing on everyone. I realize now that I’ve had it all backwards. It isn’t the impres-
sion I’ve left on you that’s truly important. It’s the impression you’ve left on 
me.

Because, when you get right down to it, the impression I’ve left on you 
hasn’t always been positive. At times, it’s been grumpy, frustrated, and has, 
with the help of  coffee, ruined pianos. But everyone here has always been 
welcoming, loving, compassionate, and truly grateful for the people and activi-
ties that make up this church. I’m not sure what sort of person I might have 
ended up being if I’d never gone here. It’s impossible to say, because St. Paul’s, 
for good or for bad, for better or for worse, has become ingrained into my per-
sona. It is as much a part of me as my blood or my skin. 

It’s hard for me to describe exactly what it is about this place that draws 
me to it. There are no adjectives that fit well. But I can explain it through imag-
es — picture someone who’s never had all the answers, spends too much time 
in her head, worries and worries about everything, who sometimes can’t find 
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peace and quiet until she walks into this sanctuary in the late afternoon, when 
everyone is gone and the sunlight shines through the stained-glass windows 
and casts a million different shades of gold and blue and red and yellow on the 
floor, and the silence makes her feel that it’s okay to question the universe, to 
go through life never being sure of the truth and realizing the importance of 
being unsure. I can explain it through sensations, the sight of a group of people 
holding candles in the dark, the sound of music weaving through each stone, 
each tile, each window. I can explain it through the smiles of a group of people 
that never, not once, wavered in their support and care.

So this is no grand finale, no life-changing message that I have given 
today. I can only share what I find special about this place. But I do encourage 
you to keep your eyes out. Watch carefully, and if, in the future, you happen to 
see a little girl in a silly-looking black and white robe running down the aisle 
or across the plaza to whatever task she’s doing next, if you see her lighting a 
candle or carrying a cross or rehearsing for an Evensong or doing who knows 
what else, know that you really and truly are leaving the best impression on 
her possible. 

Thank you, for all you have done for me, for literally my whole life.


