
 

 

Your Daily Church Epistle 

Monday, 1 June 2020 

 

Hello Church! 

 What a week we have all lived through! That is unless we were fishing up North. That is 

where Kathy was on her vacation, fishing up North with Dave—offline, unplugged, 

technology free. I think my vacation plans for 2020 are shaping up. 

 This morning I woke up before my alarm at 5:30 with an unusual amount of  noise 

coming from the freeway. Our house is three blocks north of  I-94. When I went to bed last 

night a bit before 10, it was unusually quiet because the curfew had begun. and no one seemed 

to be driving into the Cities. But this morning! What a rumble! The truckers were on the road 

and they had loads to deliver. While a good number of  birds were enjoying my feeders, I could 

not hear them over the trucks when I let Mickey out. According to the live traffic report some 

drivers were on the parts of  the Interstate closed for the curfew (I-94 and Lexington) in the 

half  hour before the curfew lifted at 6:00.  

 It has settled down now, and its back to its normal “waterfall in a distance” volume that 

we are accustomed to here on Summer Street. I can hear my birds again. Normal isn’t just a 

setting on the dryer, it can also be good in a stress filled soul.  

 Reading the Bible is part of  my normal. This week it is a delight to be reading Roberta 

Bondi in our Disciplines 2020. Dr. Bondi acknowledged in her brief  biography that she is a 

retired professor. But she is also actively involved with the Upper Room as an author and as a 

leader of  spiritual formation retreats. Her book on the Lord’s Prayer, A Place to Pray, is not a 

commentary—it is about using the familiarity of  the prayer Jesus taught us as an anchor for 

praying in difficult times. A Place to Pray reads as a series of  letters written by Dr. Bondi as a 

friend is terminally ill with an aggressive form of cancer. But the crisis could be anything. It 

could be the shared trauma of  our present times.  

 So, our call to prayer is real, and this week we are going to go back in time to Creation 

with Genesis 1. Let’s pause and pray.  

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.  

Here is some of today’s reading:  

When God began to create the heavens and the earth—the earth was without shape or form, 

it was dark over the deep sea, and God’s wind swept over the waters—God said, “Let there be 

light.” And so light appeared. God saw how good the light was. God separated the light from 

the darkness. God named the light Day and the darkness Night. There was evening and there 

was morning: the first day. (Genesis 1:1-5) 

 

 

 

 

 Chaos. Unless you were up North and offline, “chaos” is a word you heard over and 

over last week. The boundaries of  local news reporting kept our Twin Cities stations from 

covering other cities, but the Madison stations I now watch online were using “chaos” as much 

as any of  the Twin Cities stations.  

 But chaos was also where God began creating, “the earth was without shape or form.” 

Here is where theology and science agree. Once our beautiful world and universe were not, 

and now they are. Chaos. None of  us wants to experience it. But out of  chaos God is creating.  

 The word “chaos” comes to us in English from the Greek word for space. While it has 

evolved in its use to include the ideas of  both disarray and disorder, chaos in the streets creates 

space for something new.  

 Last week I wrote about when I used to live in the Hi-Lake area of  South Minneapolis. 

This weekend as I watched cameras bring us to the shell of  the burnt precinct station, I 

honestly did not recognize much around it. That wasn’t because of  the rioting. It was because 

urban renewal had taken out those old buildings once served by street cars and replaced them 

with new buildings that had off  street parking. Lifetime Hudson residents probably feel the 

same way about changes downtown. A century ago, our church property was a farm. Imagine 

how the building of  developments from the 1960’s to right now on the old golf  course have 

changed this landscape.  

 But then something happens, and chaos sweeps in. More often chaos arrives by 

weather than by riots—a tornado, an earthquake, a flood—but we recover and something new 

comes to be.  



 It is hard to stay focused on the space that is opening up for God to create something 

new in the chaos of  this moment. Our human impulse is to react. But as people of  faith who 

follow Christ, perhaps we should set that impulse aside and watch to see where God is creating 

a new world.  

 This week, in our podcast worship service our liturgists will be reading from 2 

Corinthians 13:11-13 and Matthew 28: 16-20. On Wednesday and Sunday, we will be reading 

Psalm 8 at our Zoom prayer gatherings and have communion at both. I hope you will come, 

but I also hope that you take some time to read Psalm 8. Here is my suggestion for you, when 

it all seems too much. Try some “extreme reading.” Take time to be unplugged and in nature 

while reading Psalm 8. Nature has many forms, from a chair on your balcony to a walk at 

Willow River State Park. Psalm 8 is attributed to David, but the middle seems to be a more 

ancient psalm David is quoting in his new psalm. Its like that new arrangement of  Amazing 

Grace with the chorus “My chains are gone. I’ve been set free. My God, my Savior, has 

ransomed me. And like a flood his mercy reigns, unending love, amazing grace.” You 

really can’t read Psalm 8 too much.  

 Until tomorrow, remember God is making all things new.  

 Grace abounds!  

 Rev. Dawn 


