
serve as the Deaconess 
of Redeemer Evangeli-
cal Lutheran Church 
in The Bronx, New York. 
Our church is in one of 
the most statistically dan-

gerous police precincts in the City 
of New York. Crime may be down 
overall in New York City, but it has 
increased in our police precinct. 
While other places in the city are 
being gentrified, our neighbor-
hood is home to three new home-
less shelters. Many businesses have 
packed up and left.
In this challenging environment, our Lord 
— the God of all hope — has given me the joy of 
getting to know Julaney, a ten-year-old girl with 
adorable, dark brown eyes and long, brown hair.
She first came to the church on a summer day, 
spreading her blanket out on our lawn to sit, 
eat, and socialize with her friends. Our cus-
todial engineer told us there were some girls 
outside sunbathing. Shocked, I went out only 
to see that they were just young girls enjoying 
what fresh air there was to be had in The Bronx, 
a county with one of the highest asthma rates 
in the United States of America. When we first 
saw the girls, we did not chase them away.
When we welcomed them inside, Julaney was 
excited to see the sanctuary and meet Pastor 
and others who worked in the office. She has an 
endearing and innocent smile that draws others 
into her hopeful little heart. She seemed to enjoy the 
conversation and the ice cold water that we offered to her and 
her friends.

As the days passed, Julaney re-
turned to see what was happen-
ing in church each day. Soon our 
doorbell kept buzzing even more! 
Children from the neighborhood 
started ringing the church door-
bell, saying they knew a girl who 
said that good things were hap-
pening at this church and that 

they should come too. Julaney had 
spread the word to eight other chil-
dren about Redeemer.  
Before long, Julaney started to 
worship with us at Redeemer. She 

came first on a Sunday morning and 
then on Wednesday night and then on 

Saturday night. She came alone, hair pushed 
back with a headband and in a neat pony-
tail, a black and white polka-dot sundress 
with purple stylish sandals on her feet. She 
adorned herself with many bracelets and 
golden hoop earrings. 
When she came to Redeemer, she made her 
way up to the second pew in church where 
she sat with her legs crossed, like a young 
lady, and her hands folded as she tried to fol-
low the Liturgy. She would look around to 
see when the congregation members would 
sit or stand or kneel so that she could do 
the same. She observed when she needed to 
bow and cross herself, and she did it herself. 
She caught on quickly! She was so excited 
to learn more, and she has been attending 

every weekly Liturgy offered at Redeemer: Wednesday 
and Saturday evenings, and twice on Sunday morning.

g o o d  n e W s  J u l a n e y
by Deaconess Raquel Rojas

for i know the 
plans i have for 

you, declares the 
lord, plans for 

welfare and not 
for evil, to give 

you a future 
and a hope. 

Jeremiah 29:11 (esV)

btw is the acronym for “by the Way (Jesus). ” It sets the tone for the current issue. btw...
by the way (Jesus)
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to keep running. 
As we looked back, 
we saw a posse man 
on horseback, crash-
ing his billy club on 
her head and shoul-
ders. We were chased 
all the way back to 
Brown Chapel, but 
the horse couldn’t 
get up the steps, 
so we escaped.
After that terrible day, 
when over 100 marchers were hospitalized with injuries, Dr. Martin 
Luther King, Jr. called for clergy and compassionate folk across the 
country to join our cause. Thousands arrived and my mother, along 
with hundreds of blacks, made room in our small home for a young 
white couple who came from New York. 
On March 21, 1965, Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. started the success-
ful march from Selma to Montgomery. On March 24, my brother 
and I rode the Greyhound to Montgomery where we spent the 
night, in soggy tents, with other marchers. The next day, March 25, 
we joined tens of thousands of people of all races and backgrounds 
at the steps of the State Capitol, where we heard Dr. King’s power-
ful speech, “Our God is Marching On.” My heart swelled with pride 
because I had stood up for the rights of my people.
“They told us we wouldn’t get here,” he said. “And there were those 
who said that we would get here only over their dead bodies. But 
all the world today knows that we are here, and we are saying, ‘Ain’t 
going to let nobody turn us around.’”
A few months later, on August 6, 1965, President Lyndon B. 
Johnson passed the Voting Rights Act as a result of the courage 
of the African American people in Selma, Alabama.
Our mother proudly registered to vote that year and never missed 
an election afterwards. When I was old enough, I registered to 
vote with a sense of awe at how far we had come. Not long ago, I 
was back on the Concordia College campus, helping register a new 
generation of young voters, sharing the faith that helped make that 
right become law. Q

Julaney would go out of her way to greet people, twirling 
her hair as she spoke. Redeemer members welcomed and 
encouraged her as she began to trust and feel a part of 
something bigger than she was. She shared with me about 
the new friends she had made at church, some fifteen or 
even forty years older than she was, and some younger 
than she was. During her daily visits, she would bring 
along her friends from the neighborhood to teach them 
about the Liturgy: how to follow the bulletin, how to sing 
the hymn stanzas, how to kneel and the like. Julaney did 
not hesitate to encourage others, bringing hope to them as 
she finds her new hope in Christ.
Along with Julaney, our 20- and 30-year-olds are 
defying the odds by coming to church and sitting in 
front. They are joined, in turn, by those of all ages who 
join the celebration of Christ our Redeemer, exemplifying 
our parish’s mission statement:

Redeemer Evangelical Lutheran Church, by God’s 
grace, is a praying community of service that receives, 
teaches, celebrates and shares Christ Jesus.

Julaney’s hope in Christ is not dead. It is echoed through-
out the nation as hopeful saints compose the prayer 
groups, ingathering collectors, quilt makers, Bible study 
attenders, kitchen cleaners, food preparers, diaper chang-
ers, family reconcilers, offering-envelope submitters, and 
purple-clothes wearers who serve the Lord with gladness 
as the Body of Christ in the world. 
Look at the signs all around you. Look who might ap-
pear on your church lawn. Listen to the sounds of people 
around you. See how His hope scatters the darkness. 
Expect the unexpected — like sunbathers in The Bronx! 
Do not forget Julaney. She is a future Young Woman 
Representative, the future of the Lutheran Women’s 
Missionary League — both the present and the future of 
the hope-filled Body of Christ. Q
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