
Your Daily pastoral Epistle, Friday, 8 May 2020 

Hello Church! 

Wasn’t Thursday afternoon lovely? I hope you were able to take some time to go outdoors and 

enjoy a day like this day poet e. e. cummings once set to poetry:   

i thank You God for most this amazing  
day: for the leaping greenly spirits of  trees  
and a blue true dream of sky; and for everything  
which is natural which is infinite which is yes  
 
(i who have died am alive again today,  
and this is the sun’s birthday; this is the birth  
day of  life and of  love and wings: and of  the gay  
great happening illimitably earth) 
 
how should tasting touching hearing seeing  
breathing any-from the no  
of  all nothing—human merely being  
doubt unimaginably You? 
 
(now the ears of  my ears awake and  
now the eyes of  my eyes are opened) 
 (100 Selected Poems, 1902) 

 

 Thanks to Wesley Dahle’s on-time submission for Friday I had time to take a break 

outdoors yesterday, and that poem has been in my mind ever since. During college I 

memorized it for a morning performance in a windowless, gray-walled lecture hall. The 

punctuation is not standard and gives one great liberty in recitation. Whenever I recite it, in my 

mind I return to a time in childhood on the shore of  Lake McFarland near the Canadian 

border in the Boundary Waters Canoe Area. Both my mom and grandma were with me. Love 

of  poetry is one family value, and I wonder if  I actually learned e. e. cummings words 

memorizing them at 20? Or did one of  them recite them into my deep memory at that earlier 

time?  

 When I last wrote on Wednesday, we were considering the non-lectionary middle of  

David’s poem we know as Psalm 31. My writing was about lament as a prayer when you are 

going through a time of  situational depression. In all his writing, David only pitched a tent in 

lament. His home was his Shepherd’s fold.  



My times are in your hands; 
    deliver me from the hands of  my enemies, 
    from those who pursue me. 
Let your face shine on your servant; 
    save me in your unfailing love. (Psalm 31:15-16)  

 

What grabbed you as you read David’s prayer just now? 

 

 

 

 

 

While there are as many right answers to my question as there are pines in the BWCA, 

if  you said “my times are in your hands” you were grabbed today by the same words that 

grabbed me. As I wrote before the Scripture about my relationship with “i thank You God” 

there were memories from three different times from my life: yesterday, a morning in college, 

and a day in childhood when I was blessed to be with mom and her mom.  

Likewise, you have different times of  your life stacked in your memory. The Wednesday 

Study Group started a new book this week, Anxious for Nothing: Finding Calm in a Chaotic World 

by Max Lucado.  (Thomas Nelson, Nashville, 2017) Lucado wrote “Anxiety and fear are 

cousins but not twins.” (p. 20) Our group conversation went to times in our lives when we 

experienced these cousin emotions.  

There is a definite relationship between fear and anxiety. Fear is a reasonable response 

to a present threat. Anxiety is generalizing our response to times when the threat is not actually 

present. Lucado, a Texan, used the example of  a rattlesnake in your yard as you walk barefoot 

in the grass. Fear is leaving the area of  the rattlesnake the moment you see it as quickly as 

possible. Anxiety is never walking barefoot in the grass again because there was a rattlesnake 

there yesterday.  

David prayed himself  out of  anxiety with these words, “My times are in your hands . . .  

save me in your unfailing love.”  

Wednesday our daily epistle had practical advice for situational depression, a rattlesnake 

of  mental health we all come across from time to time. Yesterday, Wesley’s essay was a gift 

celebrating the diversity of  each day and each of  us. The poem he shared was a lyric from 



Godspell, “Day by day . . . Oh dear Lord, three things I pray. . ..” (1970). Today is a day I 

encourage you to fill with memories of  joy.  

Go back to your time to when you knew deep joy. e.e. cummings caught one such day 

in his poem. Rereading it may help with your memory travel. A good poem well-read takes me 

from any time to childhood with Grandma Jentoft and her love of  poetry. After a bit, a time 

she once caught in her own poem about leaving McFarland taps my mind: “I must go down to 

the town again . . .” (Helen Jentoft, unpublished. If  it sounds familiar, her first line is similar to 

the first line in Sea Fever by John Masefield, 1902. He was republished in Ideals a lot. Grandma’s 

plagiarism was not intentional and may have been a paraphrase. She only finished third grade 

in her formal education and never learned how to insert a proper citation.)  

Time spent in either nature’s beauty or poetry’s echo are times we may not notice God 

is right there with us. But they are times we are blessed to carry in memory so we can “go 

down to the town again,” step into our awareness of  God present with us now.  

Today let’s pray for the blessing of  memory, especially memories of  our mothers and 

grandmothers this Mother’s Day weekend. Then let’s pray for how we live now. May the 

memories we leave in others be the kind that sustains them long after our time on earth is 

done.  

Have a blessed weekend! I hope to see you at Zoom prayer on Sunday at 9:00.  

Grace abounds!  

dawn    

 


