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Hello Church! 

 I am so thankful to know that I do not have gephyrophobia. And if there is anyone who 

lives in Hudson gephyrophobia, this person truly deserves our prayers for healing and our support 

in living with their fear. Gephyrophobia is the fear of crossing bridges.   

Last Thursday, I wrote about driving to Grand Marias and about the careful thought we 

need to put into our ministries as a church as our pandemic moves on to resolution, just as the 

1918 flu pandemic did a century ago. This week, our sermon text is from Numbers chapter 20, the 

fifth complaint in that book by the people Moses was leading to the Promised Land. My DCE 

today and Thursday, will take deeper dives into that passage to prepare us for Sunday. They 

complained about the food. My reality is that one cannot drive a car from Hudson to Grand Marais 

efficiently without crossing many bridges and having food packed in the car. 

I don’t need a GPS or even a paper map to go to Grand Marais, the “big city” of my mom’s 

childhood home in Lutsen, from anywhere on Earth. To go from Hudson to Grand Marais 

efficiently, one must use a car and cross one bridge over the St. Croix River. I know that if I leave 

at 7 a.m. and cross the St Croix at Osceola, I will be in Grand Marais by noon, even with two good 

15-minute stretch breaks. If I arrive in Grand Marais by noon, I can enjoy my packed car lunch by 

the harbor and take a short walk before my 1 p.m. meet up with my aunt in her current home.     

But what if I had gephyrophobia and refused to be treated? Well, I would either need to 

figure out how to canoe and portage my way to Grand Marais or stay home in Hudson. I know 

myself well enough to know I would whine about what “I can’t do.”  

Therefore, I am so very thankful that among my own constellation of phobias, 

gephyrophobia is not among them. I would imagine that Moses was probably thankful that a fear 

of bridges was not among the complaints of the Israelites. But what did they find to complain 

about? The food. Here is Eugene Peterson’s translation of Sunday’s scripture:  

“They attacked Moses: ‘We wish we’d died when the rest of our brothers died before God. 

Why did you haul this congregation of God out here into this wilderness to die, people and cattle 

alike? And why did you take us out of Egypt in the first place, dragging us into this miserable 

country? No grain, no figs, no grapevines, no pomegranates—and now not even any water!’” 

(Numbers 20: 3-5, The Message) 

Do we ever sound like them? If I am honest, I do sometimes—John might say a lot of times. 

But wanting to do it my way is exactly why I don’t use a GPS to drive to Grand Marais from 

Hudson, it will only take me where I do not want to go—through the aggressive driving on the 

Interstates between Hudson and Forest Lake. Blessed to know where all the bridges are and able to 

pack a lunch, I can choose both my route and my menu. I do not need to face anything that would 

make me uncomfortable.   



Someday, I may succeed in a road trip to Grand Marais exactly as I planned it. But so far I 

never have. Last Tuesday, I missed a key left hand turn toward Osceola and didn’t notice my error 

until I saw the mileage sign for Clear Lake. Last summer I learned that buying tourist food in 

Minnesota is a huge challenge with the pandemic, so now I pack my food for the day rather than 

assume my favorite local stops will be serving. 

This Lent we journey with hope. The root of our word “journey” is two French words that 

combined mean the distance one can travel in a day. Sojourn is their word for how we Americans 

often use the word “journey.” Sojourn means travel of many days, weeks, or months—say for the 

forty days of Lent, or from diagnoses to either cure or death with cancer. But sojourns are always 

lived just one day at a time, one moment at a time.  

We may be like those former slaves following Moses as Moses followed God. Unable to see 

what lies ahead, we grumble about what we did not pack and the detours our lives need to take.  

Friends live today. Enjoy the time and tasks of this day. Relish the food you now have on 

hand without whining about fresh peaches being out of season. After all, today’s gifts are the 

answer to that prayer Jesus taught us, “Give us this day our daily bread.”  

Grace abounds! Can you see it?  

Rev. Dawn  

 

 


