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I have been an usher at St. John’s Lutheran Church one way or another since I was eleven years old.  Serving as an acolyte regularly on Sundays kept me occupied during the services, but a scheme hatched by Teddy Litzenberger and me brought me closer to the Narthex and the ushers.


Ted and I decided to help the congregation enter the sanctuary on cool spring nights during lent – Wednesday evening services and Holy Week.  We stationed ourselves at the front door and acted like doorman at a ritzy hotel, holding the door open as each worshipper arrived.  There was no NEED for this, we just thought it was a neat thing to do – so we did it.


As the ushers got to know us, they invited us to consider becoming part of the usher corps, a unique and rare invitation.  I agreed to become an usher – Teddy did not.


In the late 1940’s, and continuing for many more years, the ushers were a sight to behold!  They were well regimented under the leadership of Robert Reichard.  One couldn’t wear a sweater, or loafers, and be allowed down the center aisle at St. John’s in those days!  And these were the days before females were permitted to help with the job.


St. John’s ushers marched down the aisle in synchronized steps, right out of West Point.  There were always eight in perfect formation.  Additional ushers were stationed along the side aisles to trade over flowing offering plates for empty ones.  You had to see this process to believe it – no other church in Allentown could boast an ushering corps as professional as this one!


Ushers wore formal attire at St. John’s.  When I agreed to become an usher, my Mom had to have a pair of hand-me-down striped pants altered to fit my skinny frame.  She bought me a black dress jacket and a shirt with a separate wing collar that was attached in the back by a button.  The French cuffs required cuff links.  Finally, one of the ushers donated a gray and black striped necktie to this young beginner.  Black socks and shiny black shoes sealed the deal, and I was dressed for my new volunteer job.


That costume worked for much of the year, but for the summer months, usher attire reverted to matching white suits with burgundy neckties.  This was another major wardrobe change for me, but I came up with a white suit to conform.


Over the years the appearance and the standards of the usher corps changed – not always for the better.  Today the group is loosely knit and hanging together by a thread.


Rather than being a burden to the congregation and the rest of the ushers, I have determined that my limited mobility means that now is the time to retire from this cherished assignment at the church.  But I’ll be watching!


If any of the church old-timers has additional memories, pass them along to me and I’ll write an update to this story using your thoughts. 

