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Hello Church!  

          Road trips. We have all taken them. Today at 2 p.m. our Lay Pastoral Care Team is hosting a 
Zoom gathering for our older members with our sharing theme Road Trips. I am truly looking 
forward to hearing their memories of road trips, perhaps even a few from before there was an 
interstate highway system.  

          The interstate has changed how we travel. For example, when I was a child just the drive 
time (not allowing for needed stops) from St. Paul to Grand Marais, no interstate and all on U.S. 
Highway 61, would have been about 6 hours in good weather. However, it often took longer. US 
61 ran through the middle of my hometown 40 miles south of Duluth. Many summers, we 
witnessed backups on Main Street because of collisions on the gently curving road just north of 
town. Thus, my lifelong habit of knowing other routes is well-formed.  

Now, I can go from Hudson to Grand Marais in 4.5 hours of drive time, assuming there are 
no accident backups to slow me down on the interstate or MN 61 between Hudson and the west 
end of Two Harbors.  

          What made the difference? The interstate of course, but also improvements on Highway 61 
north of Duluth. Also, we drive more miles per hour now than we did in 1960. Finally, we now 
have GPS systems to help us navigate the back roads. But there is also the risk of a collision on the 
interstate leaving us sitting very still between interstate exits with no alternative but to wait things 
out.  

          On my way to Grand Marais, I failed to take an essential left-hand turn to Osceola before 
noticing I was near Clear Lake. I checked my GPs and found I could take US 63 to US 52 and still 
arrive in Grand Marais with plenty of time for a half-hour walk before our 1 p.m. appointment. I 
do not need a GPS to drive that route, so I did not turn on my GPS.  

          All was fine on US 63 until I was 2 miles past Turtle Lake on a two-lane section of gently 
curving road. There was ahead of me a road blocking accident. Six cars were completely stopped 
already; one was beginning to make a U-turn. In my rearview mirror, I saw the ambulance coming 
with a tow truck close behind. I too made a U-turn. I still did not need a GPS to get to Grand 
Marais, so I didn’t even look at it. I decided I would go back to where US 63 and US 8 were the 
same main drag in Turtle Lake and on to Grand Marais by way of St. Croix Falls.  

Not smart. 

          I forgot how long that stretch road was. I used to drive it to go to Daddy’s place south of 
Duluth. After crossing the second northbound county highway, I began to think I should use my 
GPS at the next county highway. Finally, I made a good decision. After a straight north tour of 



Amish farms, I was able to pull into the Cook County Care Center parking lot at 12:50, just ten 
minutes before the staff would have our safe place to meet ready for my aunt and me.  

          So, what does this have to do with our sermon on Sunday that begins with Moses and the 
whiners in Numbers 21:4? Well in the middle of the account, God both sends venomous snakes 
and provides how the people can be healed from a snake bite.  I do not like this story. Every 
translation leaves me with the impression that God was frustrated and angry with these whining 
people. As Christians, we could probably ignore it as Old Testament thinking that does not align 
with “For God so loved the world . . .” (John 3:16) except that in John 3:14-15 Jesus refers to this 
story of venomous snakes and the act of faith required to be healed from their bite.  

          Hm. Perhaps the question for this Bible story I do not like is this: what was the alternative? 
What different, faithful choice could the people have made about their circumstances rather than 
whining? What greater tragedy did God prevent by slowing them down with snake bites that could 
be healed with a simple act of faith?  

          We will never know. Just as I will never know the impact of going by interstate as much as 
possible, of making my left hand turn to Osceola, the outcome of the accident for the two drivers 
involved, or even what if I had used my GPS rather than my experience at the accident site. 
Perhaps I could have walked around Grand Marais instead of taking self-inflicted detours. We 
never know what could have been any better than we will know what will be.  

          We do know that if we take time for good habits—praying with an attitude of gratitude; 
remembering past experiences and consulting our resources both before we begin and as we 
proceed—it is quite possible that the Lord will not need to send snakes either real or metaphorical 
to get our attention before we return our focus to him and the destination he has for our lives.  

          Grace always—  

Rev. Dawn 

 


