
Your Daily Pastoral Epistle: Tuesday, 5 May 2020 

Good morning Church!  

 Perhaps it is not morning where you are reading this, but it is morning at my laptop as I 

am writing. Last night we had our monthly circuit meeting via Zoom. For our devotions, John 

Hazen read from the New International Version (NIV) while I usually use the Common 

English Bible (CEB) for preaching and writing. But here is Psalm 31: 1-5 as he read it last 

night. 

In you, Lord, I have taken refuge; 
let me never be put to shame; 

deliver me in your righteousness. 
Turn your ear to me, 

come quickly to my rescue; 
be my rock of  refuge, 

a strong fortress to save me. 
Since you are my rock and my fortress, 

for the sake of  your name lead and guide me. 
Keep me free from the trap that is set for me, 

for you are my refuge. 
Into your hands I commit my spirit; 
deliver me, Lord, my faithful God. 

 

 Before you go on to read what grabbed me last night and this morning, take a moment 

to check what grabbed you as you read this alternative translation just now. 

 

 

 

 

 

 As Pastor John read last night, what grabbed me was the repetition of  the word 

“refuge.” It is used three times in the New International Version. When I checked it is also 

used three times in the New Revised Standard. But it the Common English Bible, the 

translators used “refuge” only once and chose “protect/protective” as an alternative to the 

refuge. There is a divine give in reading the same passage daily for several days, especially if  one 

uses a variety of  different interpretations.  



 As our circuit team members all responded to my basic question for anyone when they 

read the Scripture (“What grabbed you?”), the conversation turned to the fundamental idea of  

refuge.  Granted, some of that was due to our group including our District Superintendent, 

Rev. Barb Certa-Warner, with her deep passion for ministry with those on the edges, especially 

the homeless. She was after all the Executive Director of  Harbor House for many years before 

becoming our DS July 1, 2019.  But it seemed to be due to the reality that Zoom had us all in 

our homes rather than our usual meeting space at New Richmond UMC’s building.  

 This morning, I decided I needed a commute longer than walking down the short run 

of  stairs that connects my kitchen to my studio. It is an old habit that began in my seminary 

days and continued until I was appointed in Stoughton in 2012. Through all those years, I had 

a commute long enough that my driving gave me time to think and the opportunity to do 

some errands on my way. Sometimes I miss that, so I commute through Joe To Go and the post 

office on my way to my studio from my kitchen. 

It was my required introductory preaching course that cemented this peculiar form of 

meditation for me. Our professor wanted us to keep journals as we pondered. That semester 

we had three children at home with one still in diapers and John worked long hours in Silicon 

Valley with an hour long one-way commute adding two hours to those long days—so many 

hours away from home that I hired a very chatty housekeeper to come for four hours once a 

week so we could have more time with our children. There were still plenty of  other chores do 

beyond her four hours. The only place during that semester where I had silence for pondering 

was in my car after I dropped Lisa off  at daycare and commuted the 35 miles to seminary.  But 

my preaching professor expected a journal to be turned in and I never did figure out how to 

drive and write in a notebook safely at the same time. So, to earn my B (yup, you have a grade 

B preacher) I kept the journal in the front seat of my car and did a minimal page count entry 

for the class in our seminary parking lot right before turning it in. This explains my B, in 

preaching; earning an A would have required the children leaving home to make time for the 

extra gradable effort. 

That parking lot was no fortress, but it was a refuge for the woman I was who juggled 

as faithfully as she could the roles of  seminarian/mom/corporate spouse/employer. So if  I 

can steal an idea from the Epistle writers, if  you are juggling roles in your life, follow my 

example, give up your perfectionism and accept the refuge of  earning a B.  

Another assignment was to preach a sermon first in our class on Tuesday with a video 

camera recording us and then the following Sunday in our churches. I don’t remember the text, 

but do I remember in the illustration that I used for the first time a story about Dr. Georgia 

Harkness (1891-1974), the mid-twentieth century theologian who was one of  the many who 

made a way for women to be ordained. Dr. Harkness taught at Garrett and then went to 



Pacific School of  Religion, the same seminary where I took this preaching class. It was May, I 

may have even preached on Mother’s Day that year with my voice as a working mother. While 

Dr. Harkness had no offspring, she nurtured the thinking of  hundreds of Methodist pastors. 

(My primary resource about Dr. Harkness is Georgia Harkness: For Such a Time as This, Rosemary 

Skinner Keller, 1992.) Dr. Harkness also struggled with both a back problem and depression 

while experiencing acute sexism in her time at Garrett, both at the seminary and with her 

theologian peers. The Dark Night of  the Soul (New York: Abingdon-Cokesbury Press. 1945.) was 

the book she wrote about being a Christian living with depression and struggle. One of  my 

take-aways from reading The Dark Night of  the Soul was that we all have a real need for refuge. 

In class my sermon earned a B. In the church, that sermon was the first time I had multiple 

people ask for my manuscript.  

In the pulpit at Lynnewood United Methodist Church, Pleasanton, California our 

congregation took time out of  extremely demanding work weeks to find refuge in our 

sanctuary. I was not the only woman in the room juggling my marriage, my family, and my 

career. My work in the church has always been to make sense of  our struggle in the world not 

to earn an A in the academy. My call is to provide you a refuge in time for the sake of  your 

soul. Usually, this is where we meet up in our sanctuary as well as a refuge in space as we gather 

for worship. 

Commuting this morning, I was going to return to my studio and write about The 

Building of  Notre Dame on PBS’ Secrets of  the Dead. https://www.pbs.org/video/building-notre-

dame-2rsy6l/ But since I am also going to reference it in Sunday’s sermon, perhaps you can 

take the time to watch it before Sunday morning when our worship podcast goes up on 

YouTube.  

Instead, while commuting through the memories of  refuge in my ’88 gray Taurus 

station wagon and a suburban sanctuary while struggling to do as well as I could in 

Introduction to Preaching, what I have come to in my studio during this spring of  2020 is that 

our refuge is not in the building, but in God who inspires us both to build the place and to 

make time for contemplation. We need both to have a refuge.. My preaching professor was 

only trying her best to give us the same habit that worked for her by making space in time for 

good contemplation through journaling. When people build and maintain worship spaces, they 

are creating and sustaining physical refuges from all kinds of  struggles ranging from 

homelessness to affluenza (a psychological malaise affecting wealthy people, symptoms of  

which include a lack of  motivation, feelings of  guilt, and a sense of  isolation).  

I hope this helps you. And maybe, I can find a way to send it to my now retired 

preaching professor to prove I do know how to write a long, reflective journal entry with no 

children in my house and no real commute every day.  

https://www.pbs.org/video/building-notre-dame-2rsy6l/
https://www.pbs.org/video/building-notre-dame-2rsy6l/


Grace is all around!  

Rev. Dawn 


