
To the Scholarship Honorees, 

First off I would like to congratulate the donors on being active and sustaining members in All Saints 
Episcopal Church.  Your contributions as leaders in the community have trickled down and blessed college 
students you may never meet.  I thank you for being spiritually endowed servants of God.  

This was my first pilgrimage.  This was my first time out of the country.  This was my first time seeing 
buildings that have stood longer than four centuries.  And let me say, it was a breathtaking experience. The 
history and significance behind and underneath these incredible monuments of faith and spirituality included 
some of the most stirring and moving stories I have ever been told.  

As a History major, it would be fitting that the most immediate and distinctive spiritual experience I had 
on the pilgrimage was in historically significant Coventry.  During World War II, this small town became the 
epicenter of hope and forgiveness despite its tragic destruction.  On November 20, 1940, German air raids 
rained bombs on the city, engulfing and destroying St. Michael’s Cathedral, a beautiful and strong structure that 
had stood as a sign of the city’s strength and morale.  The next morning, Richard Howard, the Provost at the 
time, made a pivotal decision that this circumstance would be a lesson on reconciliation rather than revenge.  
The cathedral would be rebuilt as a symbol of hope and forgiveness, and the church would minister to 
reconciliation throughout the war to both the Axis and Allied powers.  Engraved in the remains of the back wall 
of the cathedral, the words “FATHER FORGIVE” gleam outwards, expressing the powerful and intense message 
Richard Howard strove to make:  We ask the Father to forgive ALL, including ourselves, not just “them” who 
wronged us;  we are all sinners and are all flawed and we all need the Father’s forgiveness through 
reconciliation.  Walking through the shell which remained of the cathedral, the tall and sturdy bell tower still 
stands, as well as leftover shards of stained glass hanging in the archways.  I found these to be definite, concrete 
signs of hope.  As pain and destruction was clearly evident and present, God provided small portions of 
encouragement and light, just enough to get them through that rough time.  This parallels with our daily lives, as 
well.  Even in our darkest moments, God will shine just enough light to get you through that storm.   

Exploring the new cathedral at Coventry was a spiritually evoking experience, as well.   From reciting the 
reconciliation prayer, which the cathedral administers daily, to learning about the Cross of Nails, to conversing 
with their priests, you could clearly see that the reconciliation efforts did not cease after the war.  They continue 
through to the present day.  From the ruble, three medieval nails were formed into a cross; and the Cross of 
Nails became a symbol of friendship and hope between Germany and Coventry in the postwar years.  From the 
huge slates of marble with scripture carved into it, to the extensive wall made mostly out of stained glass, to the 
largest tapestry in the world depicting Jesus, it was quite a remarkable encounter.  My time at Coventry will not 
be forgotten, and the lessons of reconciliation and hope will stay in my heart. 

On a more personal note, a very significant portion of this pilgrimage was the choral music.  I am also a 
Musical Theatre major at UT and have a background in music.  Since my early years in middle school, I was a 
member of my church choir, St. Stephen’s Episcopal in Beaumont.  I also attended a Royal School of Church 
Music camp during the summers for three years in Houston.  To say I was ecstatic about the presentation of 
music on this trip would be an understatement.  The most out-of-body experience concerning music was the 
second evensong in Canterbury Cathedral.  The Choristers had just returned from their summer break, and they 
came back with a bang.  They sang Murrill’s Magnificat and Nunc Dimittis.  I was crying by the end of both 
pieces.  You could feel God’s presence around you.  I came to the understanding that God gives certain humans 
the ability to sing in such a way that they can bring the aurora of God to earth for others to experience.  It is 
difficult to put into words the majesty and magnificent glory I experienced as this boys’ choir sang. 

Although it was the site where we stayed the longest, Canterbury Cathedral was by far the most 
hospitable and comforting of all the landmarks we visited.  The Cathedral staff and congregation provided us 



with overwhelming kindness and warmth.  It was a privilege and honor for me to one day be chosen to carry the 
gifts to the altar for communion.  That will certainly be a lifetime memory of this incredible journey.  During our 
time in Canterbury, I found myself wandering into a small chapel in the crypt of the cathedral; and what I 
discovered took my breath away.  In this plain chapel, there stood the original painting of the chapel walls and 
ceiling from the early Twelfth Century.  To witness these beautiful (though fragmented) paintings was like 
stepping into the past.  I imagined what it might be like to witness, as a Twelfth Century pilgrim, these paintings 
in their full glory so many centuries ago.  I think it could not have been less than my own reaction of wonder.  It 
was an incredible moment of unity with pilgrims from the past.  Our candlelight journey through Canterbury was 
and is an indescribable experience.  To see the Canterbury Cathedral in the light (literally) in which 
congregations and pilgrims have seen it through time was humbling and offered me a sense of connectivity with 
seekers of God.  The architecture and spiritual symbolism of the cathedral, along with the Dean of Canterbury 
himself leading the way, was truly a once-in-a-lifetime experience.   

I would be remiss not to mention the beautiful and popular attractions of St. Paul’s Cathedral and 
Westminster Abbey in London.   Although more of a tourist attraction for most who visit England, they are 
magnificent structures replete with history of The Church of England.  Each church had their own unique 
hallmark that made each different, yet memorable, for this pilgrim.  St. Paul’s Cathedral was the first site we 
visited when we landed in London.  Along with the jetlag and culture shock, the sheer size of the cathedral sent 
our heads spinning.  However, its size and “stark” grandeur was not as daunting and “cold” as I expected.  Here I 
felt comfortable reveling in God’s glory and strength.  Climbing to the top of the cathedral, I felt close to God, 
basking in His power and majesty.  Westminster Abbey was a dream.  I remember watching, early in the 
morning, the wedding of Prince William and Princess Kate on TV, a spectacular royal wedding, and also hearing 
about its history through television shows and the news.  Nothing can prepare you for its glory and stateliness.  
From the history of the royal families to learning of its near destruction in World War II, this was an exciting 
lesson on English Anglicanism. 

Something that stood out to me at each cathedral or church we ventured to was the feeling that these 
places were still spiritually active.  These buildings, some built as early as the Fourth Century, still possess a 
strong spiritual presence in the now Twenty-First Century.  I understand this Presence not only as a remnant of 
things past but evidence of an active spiritual reality still present now.  He is ever-living.  

My fellow pilgrims were great and wonderful to grow with!  I learned that not all Aggies are bad, and 
that together we make a good team.  Actually experiencing these incredible landmarks with such spiritually-
profound and earnest folk contributed greatly to my personal growth and the outcome of my own pilgrimage.  I 
couldn’t have asked for a better team. 

This pilgrimage was something so intense and wondrous that it is almost difficult to share the 
experience with my peers and family members.  Simply explaining the trip doesn’t do it justice, and it’s nearly 
impossible to put it into words.  I hope the explanations and observations I have shared will shed a small amount 
of light on the spectacular occurrences I was witness to on this fabulous journey.   I cannot truly express to you 
enough thanks for your help in making these experiences and lessons possible.  God is good all the time, and all 
the time God is good. 

 

Forever grateful,  

Devin Medley  


