

Soul Investment (8/3/2025)
Eighth Sunday after Pentecost 
GREEN 
Luke 12:13-21								 

There was a field I always enjoyed driving by. In the summer it was filled with wildflowers dancing in the wind. Come autumn the flowers would wither but the tall grass danced on, inviting leaves as its dance partner, both moving with the changing wind. 

I drove by the field the other day and discovered it had been trampled by a sea of concrete storage units. My heart broke. How did we come to live in a world where such buildings are needed? 

Sadly, more beautiful fields are in danger of extinction as the self-storage market in the United States is projected to reach $44 billion in 2033. And just last year, storage space consumed an estimated 2,099,000,000 of square feet.

Jesus once told a story about the dangers of accumulating material possessions. He warned how “stuff” can easily become gods, demanding more of our time, energy and money in acquiring and caring for them.

He then spoke about a rich fool in need of more storage for his worldly goods. So, the rich fool tore down his existing barns and built bigger ones, all along feeling a sense of worth and security. What he didn’t realize was that worth and security was fleeting as death would come like a thief in the night. What good then would the bigger barns be?

The other day I passed an old farmhouse with a huge dumpster on the front lawn — this has become today’s obit in my rural community, alerting neighbors that an elderly resident has died. Relatives would soon be tossing treasures into it like worthless trash.

I often wonder what would happen to my things. News reports have been telling me for years now that the younger generation doesn’t want our “antiques.” This has fueled a trend, which emerged from Sweden, known a “death cleaning” — where the living control what goes into the foreboding dumpster. 

While it might sound a bit morbid, the act of purging while still alive can be a spiritual act, leading us to decide, while we have time, what we really need to hold on to. 

I am by no means rich, but still a bit foolish. But then I see a dumpster in front of a home and reality hits hard: We really can’t take our stuff with us. 

My prayer is for the day to come when bigger barns are no longer built so that the real treasures in life, the wildflowers in the field, can dance again. Will you join me in this prayer? 
(Rev. Donna Frischknecht Jackson is a communications specialist for the United Church of Christ and author of today’s Sunday Bulletin.)

Living into the Promise (8/10/2025)
Ninth Sunday after Pentecost
GREEN 
Hebrews 11:1-3, 8-16

There was a woman in my rural congregation who every year would win a handful of blue ribbons for the flower arrangements entered at the county fair. I was told that every flower used came from her garden, which everyone described as “magical.” I had to see this for myself. 

One day I stopped by and there she was watering lush pink peonies. I was in awe by the beauty all around and admitted to her that nothing ever grew for me. I even confessed my lack of faith, doubting that a seed would grow each time I covered it with dirt. 

She looked at me with shocked eyes, scolding me that my lack of faith was the very thing preventing me from a beautiful garden. 

“Remember, pastor, faith is in things hoped for and in things unseen,” she said, citing scripture from Hebrews.

As she filled her rusty watering can from the just as rusty hand pump, she shared with me her secret to gardening. 

“I put every seed, sapling and bulb into the ground, trusting that the beauty I cannot see will burst forth,” she said.

Could it be that faith was all I needed to turn my pitiful flowerbeds into a scene worthy of Monet to paint. 

When this master gardener quoted Hebrews to me, I was reminded of all God’s children who “by faith” stepped forward to do things that seemed impossible. By faith, Noah built an ark. By faith, Abraham left his home for a new one. By faith, Sarah, his wife, bore a son even though her childbearing days were far behind her. By faith is how they lived, trusting God with a beautiful future even when that future could not be seen.

Today, that magical garden is gone, as are all the artistic flower arrangements that came from it. The hands of the one who planted each seed “by faith” is now tending to heavenly gardens. As for me, I am trying my best to have faith in the seeds I now plant. 

For without faith, where would all the great gardens be? Without faith, where would all the great testimonies of ordinary people doing extraordinary things be? 

And who knows. Maybe someday the roll call of faith will read, “By faith, a pastor finally grew a beautiful flower.” 

God of beauty and grace, help us live more “by faith” this day, holding on always to hope and trusting in all things unseen. In Jesus’ name, we pray. Amen. 

(Rev. Donna Frischknecht Jackson is a communications specialist for the United Church of Christ and author of today’s Sunday Bulletin.)

Restore Us (8/17/2025)	
Tenth Sunday after Pentecost
GREEN 
Psalm 80:1-2, 8-19									 

There comes a time in life when you wake up one morning and stare into the mirror wondering who that person is staring back at you. 

Perhaps it is a few more gray hairs or a new wrinkle that makes the reflection unrecognizable. Or maybe it’s not your physical appearance, but rather a hollow feeling in your gut reminding you that somewhere on the road of life you took a wrong turn and don’t know the way back to who you were or who you wanted to be.

If this was the morning that such reality splashed your face, take heart. You are not alone as each of us, one day or another, stand in the need of God’s restoration. 

Luckily, God is in the business of restoring what is lost — be it our dreams, our hopes or our trust in goodness in the world. We just need to cry out to God, asking for help. 

Psalm 80 is such a cry. In this often overlooked plea for restoration and salvation, the psalmist brings to us a soaring and emotional song, complete with the refrain, “Restore us, Lord God Almighty; make your face shine on us, that we may be saved.”

The setting to the psalm is the aftermath of a crisis where the nation of Israel, described as a vineyard, recognizes that they had a part to play in the destruction of the vines. And in the aftermath of everything that went wrong, Israel remembers once again that the only hope they have is in God. Three times they sing the refrain, “Restore us, God Almighty …” 

Yes, there comes a time in our lives when we wake up and don’t recognize the person staring back us. Somewhere along the way something went awry — a wrong decision, a wrong turn, a bad choice or a sorrowful mistake. 

It is then we sing with faith the refrain sang by the helpless and the hopeless, “Restore us, Lord God Almighty; make your face shine on us, that we may be saved.” 

And as we do, know that God hears, God sees and God is at work, restoring us once again. 

May today we commit to memory Psalm 80’s refrain, turning to it always in our times of need. 

Merciful God, we are sorry for forgetting Your ways are always the best for us. Forgive us for the decisions we have made that have created chaos and confusion in our lives. Restore us now and may Your face shine upon us this day and always. In Jesus’ name, we pray. Amen. 

(Rev. Donna Frischknecht Jackson is a communications specialist for the United Church of Christ and author of today’s Sunday Bulletin.)

Healing Reign (8/24/2025)
11th Sunday after Pentecost
GREEN 
Luke 13:10-17

The healing of the woman who had been bent over for 18 years is unique, appearing only in the Gospel of Luke. What isn’t unique is once again Jesus is breaking the guarded Sabbath rule of not healing on the day of rest and, by doing so, ruffles the feathers of the religious elite. 

He doesn’t care, though. What matters is someone has been suffering for far too long, and that someone was a woman painstakingly shuffling into the synagogue, wishing only to worship without anyone staring at her. 

Luckily, those around her were more than happy to look the other way. Our reactions to the disabilities of others are strange, aren’t they? We either gawk at them not realizing how uncomfortable our unintentional rudeness is making them, or we try our best to pretend they are not there. 

This day, though, the woman’s hopes of blending into the crowd are dashed. Jesus saw her. As did everyone else. But the Greek word used for “saw” goes beyond superficial seeing. The Greek word used means that Jesus saw the extent of her suffering that reached deep into her soul. He saw the years of whispers of those wondering what she did to deserve her infliction. He saw the years of social isolation. He saw the loneliness, the hurt and feeling of rejection, of being “different.” 

Jesus saw her and with the words, “Woman, you are set free,” she was stood tall once again. 

Many times, we are like that woman, shuffling through life, bent by the weight of our worries and burdens. Many times, we pray just to get through the day without anyone noticing spiritual, emotional or physical pain we are in. 
But Jesus sees us. He really sees us. He knows all that we are dealing with, and he will dare to break rules and boundaries to reach us with his healing grace. He will stand up for us, just like he did for that woman when he turned to the synagogue leader, chastising him for allowing a religious rule to keep a child of God from receiving true Sabbath rest — rest from the pain she was experiencing. 

So, for all who are bent by the worries and burdens, by emotional or physical afflictions, Jesus sees you. Go to him and listen as he speaks your name. Yes, in Christ, we are set free. In Christ, we can all once again stand tall. 

God, thank you for the reminder today that Jesus sees us and knows all that is weighing us down in this world. May this day we experience freedom from our ailments and worries. In Jesus’ name, we pray. Amen. 

(Rev. Donna Frischknecht Jackson is a communications specialist for the United Church of Christ and author of today’s Sunday Bulletin.)

Open Table (8/31/2025)
12th Sunday after Pentecost
GREEN
Luke 14:1, 7-14

I have a friend who pastors a neighboring congregation who was hoping to use a generous gift left by a saint of the church to reconfigure the sanctuary seating. 

She wanted to remove the ancient wooden pews and buy moveable chairs, thus, opening space to set up banquet tables and invite the hungry in the community to an extravagant sit down dinner. 

That didn’t happen. The money went instead to repaving the church parking lot. 

She asked the committee who made this decision if that was the best way to show hospitality to others? The committee thought so. And perhaps it was. 

But if we explore the ancient meaning of hospitality, perhaps removable chairs allowing room to feed the hungry was a better choice than a coat of asphalt.

The word “hospitality,” in the original Greek, is philoxenos, which means, “to love the stranger.” In Middle Eastern culture it was considered a sacred duty to take responsibility for the stranger — to give them food and shelter. So true hospitality is more than opening church doors or paving a parking lot but opening our hearts to seeing the needs of others. 

Jesus didn’t see hospitality on display when he went to eat in the house of a prominent Pharisee to eat. What he saw was guests clamoring for the good seats — the places of honor. And he called them out, telling them to be humble, adding, too, that around the table should be the poor, the crippled, the lame and the blind. 

In the book, The Ragamuffin Gospel, Brennan Manning said that in the Near East, the shared table symbolizes the shared life. “Sadly,” Manning writes, “the meaning of meal sharing is largely lost in the Christian community today.”

What does hospitality look like in your life? Are the doors to your heart opened to the stranger who is hungry, cold and lonely? 

My friend who failed in getting removable chairs in the sanctuary to create a banquet hall for the hungry in her community is now looking for another church to serve. 

The one she served has a great parking lot, not a pothole to be found, but there are no longer cars parked there on a Sunday. The doors closed for good a few months ago. 

God, we hear Jesus’ words that the first will be last and the last will be first, yet still we put our desire for recognition, prestige and comfort ahead of Your children who are pushed aside and overlooked. Open the doors to our hearts, so that true hospitality is lived in our communities. In Jesus’ name, we pray. Amen. 

(Rev. Donna Frischknecht Jackson is a communications specialist for the United Church of Christ and author of today’s Sunday Bulletin.)









