
I saw God…in the eyes of a stranger. 

I felt the love of Jesus…when I washed the stranger’s feet. 

I heard the voice of God…when he told me his story. 

I know God is present today and always…when we greet one another with the love of Jesus Christ. 

 

He sat in the chair across from me, with hopeful anticipation for a good foot scrubbing. 

We greeted each other, introduced ourselves, and shook hands. 

His hand was warm and surprisingly smooth. 

He dipped his feet in the water.  It was warm.  He smiled in appreciation. 

We made small talk.  I asked him about caring for his feet.  He answered politely. 

I scrubbed, I clipped, I lotioned.   

He was unhoused.  He lived in the park. 

He had been there for some 20 years. 

He had friends in the park.  His best friend was sitting right next to him.  His friend had lived in the park 

for at least 20 years, too. 

They didn’t work. 

They didn’t do drugs. 

They didn’t commit crime, other than “urban camping.” 

They knew where to go to get their meals.  They had just come from breakfast at Crossroads moments 

before. 

They were content. 

They were invited to worship with the Church of the Common Ground on Sundays.  He may come, or he 

may not. 

He went on his way, thankful for the time and energy spent on fixing up his feet.  “I’m floating on 

clouds,” he said. 

 

I saw God…in the eyes of a stranger. 

I felt the love of Jesus…when we worked together to unload the truck. 

I heard the voice of God…when he told me his story. 

I know God is present today and always…when we greet one another with the love of Jesus Christ. 



 

He is a recovering alcoholic. 

He wasn’t always that way. 

He used to come to worship drunk. 

He used to panhandle, so he could get his next drink. 

A nice woman at a church showed him love, and he kept coming back for more. 

He felt God’s love in her embrace, her acknowledgement of his existence, and her grace, even in his 

often drunken state. 

He has now been dry for about 14 months.   

He used to live on the streets of Atlanta. 

Now he lives in temporary housing, as part of “a program.” 

He hasn’t seen his family in more than 50 years. 

He prayed to the Lord, and the Lord answered him. 

He has been in contact with his sister in Arizona, and he will visit her in November.   

He keeps coming to the Church of the Common Ground, because there is love here.   

He is welcome here.  He has always been welcome here. 

He is a volunteer here now. 

He even washes other people’s feet. 

Love is in this place. 

God is in this place. 

 

I saw God…in the eyes of a stranger. 

I felt the love of Jesus…when we held hands in prayer. 

I heard the voice of God…when she prayed in love. 

I know God is present today and always…when we greet one another with the love of Jesus Christ. 

 

She is the pastor.   

She is housed and has never experienced homelessness herself. 

She cares deeply for those experiencing homelessness. 



She cares so much that she doesn’t want anyone to interrupt their “no boundaries” worshipping 

community. 

She says, “I don’t want caseworkers sitting outside our foot clinic…Not yet.  I’m not ready for that yet.” 

She welcomes the drug addict, the crossdresser, the drunks, the abusers, the hopeless, the depressed, 

the mother, the father, the lost child.   

She welcomes all. 

She portrays the love of Christ. 

She walks with those who are troubled. 

She talks with those who are sad. 

She prays with those who are rejected. 

She welcomes all “just the way you are.” 

She reminds us that we are all called to live justly and lovingly, in this context and every context. 

 

I see God…in the eyes of strangers. 

I feel the love of Jesus…here and now. 

I hear the voice of God…when we tell His story. 

I know God is present today and always…when we greet one another with the love of Jesus Christ. 

 

Amen. 

 

(This poem was written by Amy R. Remaklus.) 


