
Your Daily Church Epistle 
Thursday, September 10, 2020  
 
Hello Church!  

 Today is a good day for gratitude. If  you are a daily reader of  our Daily Church Epistle 

you may be aware that we ran the message written for tomorrow (Friday) as the message for 

yesterday (Wednesday). The reason for this is that the active death watch my family was 

holding for Uncle Ray came to an end shortly early on Wednesday morning when he died. 

Suddenly caught in this new grief  my tears needed time, my family responsibilities took time, 

and my writing mojo vanished.   

 Today I am filled with gratitude and my writing mojo is back.  

 I am grateful to be a part of  our church, and I am especially grateful to all the writers 

who join me in making the DCE possible. No one writer could do this work alone. While this 

time it was Barbara Hill whose piece was in the que for publishing—all our writers are 

consistently meeting their deadlines in such a way that we never need to miss an issue.  If  you 

would like to join the DCE writing group, please contact me by replying to this DCE and I will 

give you the guidelines.  

 And in the same gratitude for being part of  this church, if  it were not for Kathy’s bent 

toward calendar organization, the que Barbara’s piece was in would not have been in order. 

These complimentary gifts among our members are exactly what Paul wrote about in both 

Romans 12 and 1 Corinthians 12; our church is Christ’s body in the world. Just as our physical 

body has many parts doing specialized work for the whole body, the same is true for all the 

varied parts of  our church.  

 I am also extra grateful for some of our church’s non-writers as well today. This 

weekend we will still have roast pig because of  many talented people, but Lynn and I would 

make our biggest thank you to Chad Trainor for helping us roast the pork well and safely. 

Personally, I am looking forward to roast pork sandwiches with potato salad on the side while 

John and I enjoy the Packers-Vikings game. Do you have a special menu planned for your 

2020 pork roast lunch? Roast pork on the Sunday after Labor Day is a tradition we need to 

keep as the meal fellowship that makes our church a refuge of  welcome for us in ordinary time 

and to make new memories of  how we made it through this year of  being forced apart while 

finding a way to still share our traditional food. As the late Frugal Gourmet, Jeff  Smith, often 

said on his PBS program “We eat to remember.” It is okay if  you are too young to remember 

Jeff  Smith. It is not okay to eat without remembering. 



 I am grateful for both my family and your families. One of  many pastoral privileges is 

to walk with many other families “through the valley of  the shadow of death.” (Psalm 23) 

While raw grief  is never easy, guides who are familiar with the first hours and days of  grieving 

help. My family has many women who are medical professionals, I was even raised with the 

idea of  being a nurse. But in their medical healing work death is the enemy to be pushed off  as 

far as possible. In my pastoral healing work, death is the passage from mortal life to immortal 

life—a part of  the continuum of eternal life. When you mourn, my role is to be Christ’s sheep 

dog, the helper of  the Good Shepherd. Like tending sheep, the work of  grief  has patterns 

known to those whose work supports us in our grief. What I learn by being with you, often 

helps my family—the same folks who shared with me this passion for healing of  all kinds.  

 Yesterday for the first time in three weeks I used FB Messenger to converse with Aunt 

Eleanor. Because of  her stroke a few years ago and the social isolation in her care center due to 

Covid, her daily routine limits our time to talk to around 4 p.m. two or three times a week. 

When Uncle Ray was first admitted to the same care center specifically so they could be 

together his last few weeks of  mortal life, she was sitting with him at 4 p.m. and I respected 

that precious time. So, on my do-list for the day he died was “Call El at 4.” Together we cried. 

Because of  my work with our members who live with a form of dementia, I was able to just 

be where she was in her sense of  time and appreciate how deep her love is for our whole 

family. Because of  your honesty in grief  and my place in your life, Aunt Eleanor was calmed 

when I could testify to her, “What you are feeling, how confusing it all is, that’s normal. Every 

new widow feels like you do now.” It is you who have made me the pastor my aunt knows she 

can trust. I am grateful for the dance of  relationships between my family and my church, how 

being part of  one makes me a better part of  the other.  

 Finally, I am grateful for new days and old sweaters. As Ray and Eleanor’s daughter was 

taking on clearing their condo for sale, she found the cardigans they bought on a trip to 

Norway and gave them to John and me in mid-August. My first gratitude was that a 

Norwegian sweater in just those classic colors was on my fall clothes shopping list, what a 

blessed way for God to meet my felt need. But who knew I would need such a sweater this 

morning so that I could join Harriet and Adele in tailgating at the Farmers’ Market? Among 

Norwegians there is a saying that “There is no bad weather, only bad clothes.” How wonderful 

to wear a gift of  family love while meeting friends and making new ones in an activity we never 

knew we needed except that Covid has taught us how good it is to meet outdoors.  

 Rather than a benediction, here is an invitation: It seems to me that perhaps you might 

want to join us as we enjoy the morning and good company. Next Thursday, perhaps you 

could join us in tailgating at the Farmers’ Market. We gather at 7:30 in the parking lot at 18th 

and Ward across the street from the actual Farmers’ Market. Dress for the weather. Bring a 



chair. You can either bring your own coffee or tea, or you can buy one from Joe To Go. I will 

be driving the same car I park in my “Pastor’s Parking Only” church parking lot space. 

 We would be so grateful to have you join us. 

 Grace is always on the loose!  

 Rev. Dawn 


