
Your Daily Church Epistle 

Wednesday, 8 July 2020 

Hello Church! 

 What a beautiful looking day! My smartphone tells me there is a heat advisory with 

potential evening thunderstorms, but thanks to the wonders of  modern computer engineering 

and programming, I am working at my basement desk, safe from both viruses and heat 

strokes. Have you ever thought about what makes one day more appealing than the next? Why 

it is that our souls crave sunshine over rain? Why is how I feel, so much a determinate of  how 

I experience being blessed?  

 Every day has blessings. They are just easier to count some days than others. One of  

today’s blessings came simply to me by reading our assigned scripture for today, Isaiah 55:12-

15. Reading this passage in my New Revised Standard Bible, I found myself  beginning to hum 

one of  our favorite hymns. Let’s see if  you do too. 

For as the rain and the snow come down from heaven, 
    and do not return there until they have watered the earth, 
making it bring forth and sprout, 
    giving seed to the sower and bread to the eater, 
so shall my word be that goes out from my mouth; 
    it shall not return to me empty, 
but it shall accomplish that which I purpose, 
    and succeed in the thing for which I sent it. 
For you shall go out in joy, 
    and be led back in peace; 
the mountains and the hills before you 
    shall burst into song, 
    and all the trees of  the field shall clap their hands. 
Instead of  the thorn shall come up the cypress; 
    instead of  the brier shall come up the myrtle; 
and it shall be to the Lord for a memorial, 
    for an everlasting sign that shall not be cut off. 

 

 Are you humming? Perhaps this will help:  

You shall go out with joy and be led forth in peace; 
the mountains and the hills will break forth before you; 

there’ll be shouts of  joy, and all the trees of  the field will clap, will clap their hands. 
And all the trees of  the field will clap their hands, (clap 2 times) 



the trees of  the field will clap their hands, (clap 2 times) 
the trees of  the field will clap their hands while you go out with joy. 

 
(Steffi Geiser Ruben, The Faith We Sing #2279, Abingdon Press, Nashville, 2000) 

 
I have absolutely no apologies for the earworm. Humming songs that link our hearts 

while we are apart is a great way to pray every day. We have so much to be grateful for this day. 
We have sun and we have rain. We have summer green trees that seem to be clapping their 
hands. We have shelter from the heat and from infection. We have each other praying us all 
through. We have God’s love for us all. 

We have grace.   
Think about our faith ancestor who was first inspired to write this image of  rain and 

snow giving us cycles of life, of  trees clapping their hands for us when we will be able to go 
out with joy and be led forth with peace. He was writing at the end of  the Jews exile in 
Babylon, the exile that gave us the history of  Daniel in the lion’s den; the same exile that kept 
the Jews from worship in their Temple—one wonders if  they knew in Babylon then how fully 
it had been destroyed when they were taken captive? Did any of  Isaiah’s first hummers 
remember the Temple as it had been before they were taken captive? These were the same 
people, weren’t they?  

And what does their song of  future joy have to say to us in our pandemic? 
Every workday, I check the St. Croix County COVID-19 Dashboard to see 

how close we are to zero active cases. Yesterday we had 116 active cases in St. Croix 
County. 116 people who may have either partied too soon or went to work because 
they had no choice. 116 people who now hope they can be in the drug therapy trial.  

This morning I heard two news stories related to COVID-19. 
The first was on KSTP morning news. A spike of  COVID-19 in Edina has a much 

younger average age among those infected than past outbreaks have had. There was no 
workplace to blame, there was no restaurant at fault. There was just young people enjoying 
summer parties without heading the public health guidelines, assuming they were immune to 
the vicissitudes of  life.  

The second was one Mark Dolan sent me by e-mail, good news about the 

development of  a therapeutic drug for COVID-19.  

(U.S. signs $450 million contract with Regeneron for COVID-19 therapy) 

U.S. signs $450 million contract with Regeneron for COVID-19 therapy 

 

 

 Both stories left me wondering, how much longer Lord? Only when all is past 
will we know that answer. But between now and then, there will be days of both 

https://www.reuters.com/article/us-health-coronavirus-regeneron-pharms/regeneron-signs-450-million-contract-with-us-government-for-covid-19-therapy-idUSKBN2481GK


sunshine and rain, red tomatoes and red raspberries, and even green trees. We hope 
there is a cure before the corn is ripe or the trees turn all orange and red.  

 But if there is not, we can read the future promise of an ancient people and 
know that the same Lord who brought them home, is the same Lord who will bring 
us sun and clouds, rain and snow, hope and a new reality where soon “we will go out 
in joy and be led forth in peace.” 

 May grace abound!  

 

 Rev. Dawn 

  

   

  


