
Your Daily Church Epistle 

Tuesday, 26 May 2020 

Hello Church!  

 I hope you had an excellent Memorial Day weekend. My observation of the holiday 
was watching the live National Memorial Day Concert live on PBS Sunday night. That live 
national concert live has been part of my Memorial Day observation for quite a few years. This 
year because of Covid-19, they did a wonderful blend of “best of” video and live performance 
music.  

As I write today, one “best of” video that really stood out to me was from 2019. Sam 
Elliot read the written memoir of a combat medic who landed on Omaha Beach 75 years ago, 
who despite two combat injuries made it home and then lived to be at least 99 years old when 
Elliot read it live. Mom’s family lost her cousin and personal hero, Art Bjorum, on Omaha 
Beach. Shortly after the landing was secured, Daddy’s brother, Morse Jeffers, served there. I do 
not remember his exact duty assignment, but I do know that he enlisted as a private in the 
Army and retired from the USAF at the rank of Lt. Col. After his military career Uncle Morse 
was a mechanical shop teacher and Boy Scout leader. Hearing Sam Elliot read that memoir, I 
was proud of Uncle Morse and wondered what Mom’s cousin Art would have risen to do 
with his life had he come home from D-Day.  

Memory is a blessing. Hopefully, memories of valor inspire us to rise and meet the 
challenges we are facing today. What will we do when we are free to come and go when 
Covid-19 is overcome? 

This week our Disciplines 2020 writer is Eric F. Law, a very inspiring author on what it 
means to fulfill Christ’s great commission “to make disciples of all nations.” I have read several 
of his books. Glancing at the three days I am writing this week, I noticed that Law has us 
dwelling deeply in Acts 2:1-21, one of the readings for our Pentecost Sunday worship. At the 
same time, the UMC Discipleship sermon series the worship team and I are following suggests 
I preach on John 7:27-39.  

 It is a blessing to know that we are reading Acts together. Thank you for your prayer 
support for Sunday’s sermon.  

 The time has come to pray. Once again let us bow our heads with the angels and lift 
our hearts to God. 

God of mercy, we acknowledge this midday pause of refreshment as one of 
your many generous gifts. Look kindly upon our work this day; may it be made 



perfect in your time. May our purpose and prayers be pleasing to you. This we 
ask through Christ our Lord. Amen.  

Today’s text is Acts 2:1-11:  

2 When Pentecost Day arrived, they were all together in one place. 2 Suddenly a sound 
from heaven like the howling of a fierce wind filled the entire house where they were 
sitting. 3 They saw what seemed to be individual flames of fire alighting on each one of 
them. 4 They were all filled with the Holy Spirit and began to speak in other languages 
as the Spirit enabled them to speak. 

5 There were pious Jews from every nation under heaven living in Jerusalem. 6 When 
they heard this sound, a crowd gathered. They were mystified because everyone heard 
them speaking in their native languages. 7 They were surprised and amazed, saying, 
“Look, aren’t all the people who are speaking Galileans, every one of them? 8 How 
then can each of us hear them speaking in our native language? 9 Parthians, Medes, and 
Elamites; as well as residents of Mesopotamia, Judea, and Cappadocia, Pontus and 
Asia, 10 Phrygia and Pamphylia, Egypt and the regions of Libya bordering Cyrene; and 
visitors from Rome (both Jews and converts to Judaism), 11 Cretans and Arabs—we 
hear them declaring the mighty works of God in our own languages!’” (Acts 2 from The 
Common English Bible, biblegateway.com) 

Here is a little space for pondering God’s word. 

 

 

 

 

 

 What caught you as you read this animated description of the moment the Holy Spirit 
was first poured out? 

In his mediation Eric Law cast out an idea to us as readers that he once caught from 
Walter Wink, that this is the miracle of the ear. Yes, there was the miracle of the disciples 
speaking languages they never studied or learned in the family home, but what good is the 
spoken word if there are no ears to hear them? Do our words have meaning if no on is 
listening? His idea is interesting, but it is not what caught my heart when I first read the 
Scripture. 



 What caught my heart was not a single word, but that they were in a single home 
waiting as Christ had told them to wait. While they were waiting, the Holy Spirit was poured 
out on them and they had power. I am also intrigued that when the sound of the Holy Spirit 
was heard by other people, they came to find out what the noise was. This translation we use 
in worship reads as though those people were not in the house, but that they heard the sound 
and came to hear more.  

 Over the past few days there have been numerous news reports and commentaries on 
who can and who cannot open churches. Our church has never been fully closed, but has 
always cooperated with both CDC and the Wisconsin Department of Health guidelines. 
Kathy has been in the office every business day unless it was an election day. Today is the first 
day she is not, and it is because she is off fishing with Dave this week and Connie is in the 
office covering for her. (Thank you, Connie! And good luck Dave and Kathy!) The bread give 
away has happened every Wednesday. The worship podcast has been recorded according to 
DCD guidelines with fewer than 6 musicians and one videographer. I am especially thankful 
that they do music for multiple services in a single session to reduce their contact. Now two of 
our small groups (fewer than 10 members) that are not Zoom friendly have resumed in 
Fellowship Hall, and the ALB visioning committee of four people has been working very hard 
for a future that is soon to arrive with a couple of masked meetings also in Fellowship Hall. 
We did our volunteer month of staffing the Food Pantry, thank you volunteers. And we 
continue to be the local church deeply involved in CCH. Add to that phone calls, cards mailed, 
Zoom meetings, and this Church Epistle and it seems to me we are as bound together as those 
disciples were in that one house as they waited for the Holy Spirit. We are not closed! We are 
deployed!  

 We also wait. And that is okay. Some days are harder than others. That is how life is. 
Just like Art died on Omaha Beach and Morse went on to live a long life of blessing others, we 
are all experiencing this pandemic a bit differently. I just know that praying together while we 
wait together helps.  

 Last week as the district pastors gathered by Zoom—Susan is our only district deacon 
and her work hours keep her from joining us—I casually mentioned that I needed prayer on 
Sundays. This was not the formal prayer request I made on Susan’s behalf to the group as we 
prayed the Prayers of the People. It was just me being me during our check-in. As I recall what 
I said was “I’m always good on Thursday morning, but Sunday afternoon and evening, that’s 
hard.” I saw a couple of pastors dip their heads as if they were adding me to their prayer lists. I 
am so glad they did. I miss being with you in person most on Sundays and Wednesdays. But 
this Sunday my hands stayed busy and my heart was full as I remembered how blessed we are 
by those like Art Bjorum who laid down their lives for our freedom. It was only just now as I 



reflected on this unfolding story of Christ’s return to heaven and Christians taking up the work 
that whoever held my weekly Sunday blues in prayer had their prayer answered.  

 Or perhaps that praying person was you. Thank you.  

 And may I return the favor? This week I will focus my prayers specifically on all those 
depressed while in quarantine. You are not alone. We are here. The phone still works, and the 
Spirit still moves. Perhaps the Holy Spirit as we listen today, we will hear the Holy Spirit asking 
us to make that phone call only we can make.  

 May grace be yours now and well past when the waiting is done.  

 Rev. Dawn  

 

 


