The Call of Abram
June 7, 2026 
Second Sunday after Pentecost
Green
Genesis 12:1-9 
 
Corrie Ten Boom once said, “Never be afraid to trust an unknown future to a known God.” It was that belief in God’s protection that gave her the courage to hide Jewish families during the World War II German occupation.

It’s amazing what we can do when we trust our next steps to God. Sadly, many of us never get the chance to be awed by this great God because we prefer the safety of what we are familiar with rather than risk any new beginning. 

Yet throughout the generations the stories overflow of those who dared to say “yes” to God’s invitation to step off the beaten path. Abram is one of those who can tell such a tale. Although Abram was beyond the dreaming big stage, as we often believe we enter as we age, God told him to leave kindred behind. It was time to go to a land where God would make Abram’s name great. It would be a place Abram’s offspring would inhabit and keep multiplying in. 

Abram couldn’t pass up this offer. It was too enticing, especially since he and his wife, Sarai, were childless. Could there still be a chance to leave a legacy? 

They packed their belongings and set forth. And God did not disappoint. Abram, whose name was changed to Abraham, signifying the new thing God was doing in his life, had descendants as numerous as the stars in heaven. Sarai’s name was also changed to Sarah.

I’ve always been enamored by Abram’s call story, as it has bolstered my fainting heart when daring to step into an unknown future. But before you applaud my faith, let me point out that my Abram moments happened when I was filled with youthful ignorance. 

Now that I’m older, I find myself hesitant to go in any direction without first asking God, “Does the journey come with a pension and health care?” I had always hoped my faith, not my fear, would grow stronger as I aged.

It's one thing to heed God’s call in our youth, but who among the AARP card carriers would be excited for such a journey? Our golden years should be ones of rest and comfort, not unknown adventures. Yet God doesn’t worry about the fire hazard those numerous candles on our birthday cakes have turned into. God still wants to blaze a glorious future for us. 

Who will dare to have the faith of old Abram? I pray I will. I pray you will. For we all have a call story still waiting to be told. 

God of amazing adventures and divine protection, may this day we tell our fears to be gone. May faith overflow in our hearts, helping us to trust our unknown futures to a God who we do know: the God of love who never lets us down. 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.)


Sarah Laughed
June 14, 2026 
Third Sunday after Pentecost
Green
Gen 18:1-15, (21:1-7) 

Sarah Laughed 

In a sea of youthful faces, Sarah’s wrinkled skin stood out in the lecture hall. The 75-year-old was there to earn her Master of Divinity degree. Her classmates wondered why. Did she think she would serve a church late in life? 

Many succeeded in suppressing their laughter. Others did not. Sarah didn’t mind. She laughed, too, when the dream of being a minister emerged. Even her denomination didn’t support her she confided to me one day before class. 

“They laughed, too,” she said with a smile that soon melted from her face when she continued. “It’s sad that all who laugh are the ones who claim they know God. What God are they learning about here in these hallowed halls?” 

There was once another Sarah who laughed at God’s startling, unbelievable plans — Abraham’s wife. She overheard angels talking to her elderly husband that she, who was barren, would conceive a child. Their son, Isaac, would come into the world when Sarah was 90 and Abraham 100. 

When she heard the news, she couldn’t help but laugh. Perhaps it was an incredulous laugh. After all, prayers for a child have gone unanswered for years. And let’s not forget, the old couple was kept waiting another 25 years after God first made the promise to Abraham that he would be the father of a great nation. 

When God asked why she laughed, Sarah tried to deny it. God wasn’t mad with her. I think God was probably suppressing a chuckle, getting a kick out of how once again those who follow God still get so surprised at the impossible becoming possible. 

“Is anything too wonderful for the Lord?” asked seminarian Sarah that day in the lecture hall, repeating God’s words spoken to our biblical Sarah so long ago.

I have found myself repeating these words many times to churches that were struggling, even dying. “Is anything too wonderful for the Lord?” Other translations replace “wonderful” with “hard.” 

I ask because we all forget that the Almighty can bring life to that which is barren — even dead. Nothing is impossible with God. Sarah’s story is one all churches this day need to hear, for the laughter of hope is still possible amid empty pews. 

Just ask seminarian Sarah. She was ordained at 78 and called to serve a struggling rural congregation, where for five beautiful years they laughed together, cried together and grew together. 

Is anything too wonderful for the Lord? No, it is not. Just remember the Sarahs.

God of laughter and beautiful promises, many of us are feeling like life has passed us by and that it is too late to start over, try again — even dare to believe dreams can still come true. But nothing is too wonderful for You. Strengthen our faith to believe that all things are possible and give us the patience to trust Your perfect timing. 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.)



Daring Discipleship
June 21, 2026 
Fourth Sunday after Pentecost
Green 
Matthew 10:24-39 

What comes to mind when you hear the phrase “daring discipleship”? Do images of protesting, community organizing or letter writing campaigns to elected officials emerge? 

While these qualify as daring acts of discipleship for the times we are living in, I feel I need to speak of a truth that doesn’t get received warmly today. That is, not everyone is called to such acts of discipleship. And that’s okay. 

It’s time for the children of God to stop judging other children of God for what they do and don’t do. Remember what Paul said, the body has many parts. We all have different roles to play in the building of God’s kingdom. 

When Jesus asked his followers to take up the cross, what he was inviting us to do was to surrender completely our wants and wills, our desires and delights, our love of self and need for personal satisfaction, and replace it instead with a selfless love. This love is risky, costly and demanding for it will lead us to places we never thought we would go and introduce us to people we never thought we would ever associate with. 

This path will look differently for each one of us. That friend who went quiet on social media is not condoning any wrongs. They are choosing to make this world better by retreating in prayer. How often do we forget in moments of crisis to first calmly give it over to the Lord?

How about that friend who refuses to attend a march? They have decided that for them showing the love of Christ means spending time in a home for disabled adults. 

My friends, the cross that we are asked to pick up is the same, but we all have different ways of grabbing hold of it, and we all carry it at different paces and to different places.

In his reflection, “Risky Obedience,” Walter Brueggemann reminds us that when we follow Jesus into a “world of fear and threat and anger,” that sometimes we go as “willing followers” and other times as “reluctant followers, slow to get under way.” 

But either way, we are all called to be “practitioners of Jesus’ goodness, generosity and hospitality.” 

May today we find ourselves being revived once again to be the daring disciples the world needs — and may we respect the many ways that discipleship is lived out. 

God of justice and peace, we know this world is broken and needs our love. Help us to become those daring disciples who follow Jesus on a path of forgiveness and inclusion. As we do, keep us from judging others. May our eyes be fixed on You alone. 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.)

Holy Welcome
June 28, 2026 
Fifth Sunday after Pentecost
Green
Matthew 10:40-42 

When I first began living on my own, my mother would ask if my kitchen was stocked with treats for those who dropped by unexpectedly. Was there coffee? Tea? Cream and sugar for the coffee and tea? Cookies? 

My answer was always “no,” to which she would sigh in exacerbation, “But you have to have cookies.”
 
I was living on an assistant editor’s salary in Manhattan. The thought of spending money on “extravagant” extras for those phantom guests was ludicrous to me. Even more ludicrous was my mother thinking that any stash of cookies would survive uneaten in my cupboards. 

Perhaps it was that missing Martha Stewart gene in me that kept my cupboards empty of treats for others. Perhaps it was my mom’s deep-seated generational belief that good manners meant feeding someone at the spur of the moment. 

Whatever it was, I do not deny that hospitality is important — and biblical. For in the breaking of the bread, humanity’s differences give way to a truth that connects us all: We are hungering for belonging, which begins with a welcome.  

Jesus once told his friends that whoever welcomes them, welcomes him. And so, welcoming is a powerful, holy act that we often fail to see as such.

Think about a time when your schedule was interrupted by an unexpected visitor. You probably felt annoyed. But afterward you realized how that encounter was a blessing, turning your day — and attitude — around. 

Now think back to a time when you called on someone without notice and were given a chilly hello and swift good-bye. How did that make you feel? 

The reality is that we are all standing on proverbial welcome mats praying that the door before us opens to a place of acceptance — a place that tells us in the welcoming, that we are not only seen, but that our existence matters.

Such a welcome doesn’t have to be extravagant. It doesn’t even require having coffee and cookies on hand in the pantry. (Sorry, mom.)  A simple cup of cold water to one of God’s little ones is meaningful, Jesus points out. 

St. David of Wales had a motto in life and that was “do the little things.” On his deathbed in the 6th century, he reminded his monks to keep offering small acts of love, for those are the acts make the world a better place.

Our holy welcomes are acts of love we can show others. And the good news is that our spiritual pantries are already stocked. We have the presence of ourselves to give both stranger and friend. 

Loving God, at the very start of creation You saw that humans should not be alone. We were meant to be there for one another, to slow down and show up for the one who is needing to know they are not invisible. May today we find those holy moments to connect with our siblings. 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.)



Chosen Journeys 
July 5, 2026
Sixth Sunday after Pentecost
Green
Matthew 11:16-19, 25-30 

My husband wonders why I make life hard for myself. He especially wonders this when, under the scorching sun, he watches me walk by the hose he bought — the one with the extra-long extension — choosing instead to lug sloshing buckets of water from the house to my out-of-the-way garden.  

It is a bit odd. I sometimes question my own sanity, too. But I have chosen this garden journey as a spiritual discipline. For in the arduous act of carrying water buckets, I’m reminded of those who still walk miles for their water. It is a small, prayerful act that keeps my coddled heart conscious of the urgent need for clean, accessible water for all. 

Last summer, though, I finally admitted that watering the garden this way was becoming too much for me. My husband smiled, thinking the prized hose he bought would finally be used. He was wrong. Rather, what arrived a few days later in the mail was a 19th-century wooden yoke from a farmer in Lithuania. Its well-worn patina featured ornate notches carved into the wood that kept the buckets from sliding. 

I placed the arch of the yoke behind my neck and masterfully balanced the buckets. The yoke did help to distribute the weight of the water, lightening the load a bit, and making my task a bit easier. And it also deepened my spiritual gardening discipline, as feeling the buckets sway with my steps, I heard my Savior’s invitation once again: Come to me, all you who are weary and are carrying heavy burdens, and I will give you rest.

I thought about the heavy burdens I carried that no one knew of — the worries that sloshed around in my spiritual buckets. I had grown weary by their weight. I had a tiredness in my bones that no sleep could cure. It was a tiredness that came from the constant buzz of stress keeping my nerves on high alert. 

How many times would I ignore Jesus’ help? Why did I insist on carrying all of life’s burdens alone? 

It is no wonder Jesus told the people of his time to take his yoke, for his was an easy one. Before modern machinery, farmers would use a wooden yoke on their animals. The frame that joined two beasts of burdens would mean they would share the weight of a load, making it easier to keep moving forward. 

What a beautiful invitation we have as well. This is our opportunity, this day, to finally give our burdens to the one who will make them lighter. Will you embrace Jesus’ yoke? I have. The garden hose, though? That I still ignore.

Patient God, how tiresome it must be to watch us struggling with the burdens and stresses and worries that we insist on carrying by ourselves. Help us to finally accept Jesus’ invitation to take his yoke. May we stop being crushed by the weight of this world. May we know that all we struggle with is now in Jesus’ capable and loving hands. 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.)


A House Divided 
July 12, 2026
Seventh Sunday after Pentecost
Green 
Matthew 13:1-9, 18-23 

I can’t seem to master the art of growing bountiful rows of vegetables and meadows of bee-friendly wildflowers. 

My farmer neighbors tell me that my problem is I can’t throw seeds down and expect success. Growing something beautiful takes some elbow grease — and education. Starting with understanding what type of soil I have. Is it clay, sand, silt or peat? 

Truthfully, I have no idea what language they are speaking. I’ve tried studying up on soil. I even purchased testers to see what I need to amend my soil with. Still, I can’t seem to understand the science of the nutrients needed to help various plants grow. 

This I do know: My soil is extremely rocky, so any hopes of growing blue-ribbon winning straight carrots are dashed. Rather than deal with the soil I have, I opted for raised beds. But they aren’t the carefree option I thought them to be. Even the “good” soil I put into the beds needs care. 

My challenges with soil have made me better understand Jesus’ Parable of the Sower. 

When Jesus wanted to make his point about what it meant to grow in God’s Word and till the Kingdom here on Earth, he used soil as a metaphor for the conditions of our heart — where the seeds of justice and love grow. 

First, there was soil on a path that the Sower threw the seeds on. Being it was a path; the birds easily saw the seeds, swooped in and gobbled them up. The seeds had no chance of taking root. 

Next, there was the rocky soil. The seeds did begin to grow, but the roots could only go so deep, making the plants easily uprooted. And may I add, making carrots wonky. 

Then the Sower threw seeds amid the thorns, where they were soon choked by the overgrowth. Finally, the Sower’s seeds fell upon good soil where they produced a bountiful yield. 

We are all being asked today by Jesus to assess the soil of our hearts. Where are the seeds of faithfulness falling? Are they scattering on safe, well-worn paths that will not lead to deep growth? Are they falling in rocky ground where the roots will not reach deep enough to withstand droughts or even deluges? What about those thorns of distractions and busyness in our overgrown gardens of life? Are they choking our commitment to following in the ways of Christ? 

Be honest with your assessment because, as I have learned the hard way, ignoring what needs to be amended doesn’t get you the beautiful abundant life God wants for you. 

God of green pastures, rich soil and abundant crops, help us to be honest with You about the condition of our heart soil. May we admit where we are failing in the growth of Your Word here in our own lives and communities. And then, may we be willing to amend our ways so that truly a garden of hope and peace will flourish. 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.)


Wheat and Weeds Together 
July 19, 2026
Eighth Sunday after Pentecost
Green
Matthew 13:24-30, 36-43 

Wheat and weeds growing together! Yikes! This is a disaster! What are we to do? 

So would have been the reaction of farmers when discovering weeds swaying in the wind alongside their cash crop of wheat. 

Jesus knew the two together was not a good thing. He also knew that this was a perfect illustration to pose a more pressing question: How to deal with the good and evil mingling in the world? 

And so, our Savior and Friend tells the parable about the wheat and weeds, pointing out that there’s no way to prevent the “weeds” in life from coming into our fields. But be of good cheer. In God’s time, the weeds will be separated and burned. Of course, Jesus is speaking of the time of judgement. 

As it was with the actual weeds in the field, we must wait and let them grow, for if they are ripped out too early, precious wheat stalks might be taken as well. How many innocents have been hurt by our own exuberant weeding? 

Jesus’ parable makes better sense when we turn to the earlier use of the word “tares” rather the contemporary use of “weeds.” Tares are referring to darnel which is a poisonous weed that looks just like wheat. 

This agricultural insight gave me pause, and the more I thought on it, the more I kept coming back to how quick we are to judge others before discerning their true motives or seeing deeply into their hearts. It seems increasingly that we label others as evil, wicked, no good, etc. Yet could it be that those we are labeling too quickly really are the wheat in the field? 

I’m not saying that there isn’t evil mingling with good in our world. Evil does a good job mimicking good. We need to be able to call it out when identified. But in a world so raw with distrust, we also need to stop before we speak and think before we label. 

We also need to be aware of the wheat and tares in our own spiritual fields. St. Catherine of Siena, for example, heard this parable as one pointing to the presence of virtue and vice in her own heart. 

There is a field of wheat and weeds in all our lives. And while we try our best to nurture the good and weed out the bad, it is not always easy to discern which is which. But God knows and God will step in and sort it out. Not sure how I wanted that to sound — hopeful or ominous? I guess it all depends how you, my dear reader, heard it. 

All-knowing God, You are aware of the good grain we are growing as well as the weeds of division and contempt that are thriving. We want only our best selves to flourish, so be merciful to us when You sort out our own fields. May Your grace be abundant as it is amazing. 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.)


Weaving the Future 
July 26, 2026 
Ninth Sunday after Pentecost
Green
Matthew 13:31-33, 44-52 

I have been on a quest to understand better the days of old by learning how to master 18th-century living skills long forgotten. My most recent adventure was a class on how to grow flax, spin it into thread, and then weave it into cloth.

It was there at the loom that my weaving became a prayerful act, and with each pass of the shuttle, I thought of the series of “The Kingdom of God is like” parables that Jesus shared so along ago. 

The Kingdom of God is like a mustard seed — the smallest of seeds that grows so great it becomes a haven where birds make their nests among the branches. The Kingdom of God is like yeast that rises into a pillowy loaf of warm bread. 

The Kingdom of God is like … 

I mused that if Jesus was at the loom with me, he would begin teaching how the Kingdom of God is like a weaver creating a tapestry with various colors of threads.

The effectiveness of Jesus’ many teachings has always been that he was able to take what was right in front of him and make it a teachable God moment. It was a gift that made God’s Kingdom more accessible to others. There was no secret handshake or password to gain entry. Rather, the Kingdom was — and is — all around in ways we are often blind to. 

Take a look where you are right now. What is a Kingdom of God parable Jesus would speak of?

Chances are you are sitting in a pew, and you think there is no sign of the Kingdom. Look again. 

Could it be that the Kingdom of God is like the threadbare cushion you might sitting on? Its patted down stuffing testifying to the generational stories of faith that need to be heard and the ones that still need to be told. Or perhaps the Kingdom of God is like a cracked vase that is holding the flowers on the chancel. Once shattered but not discarded. Rather, lovingly restored by hands who still saw its beauty and worth. 

The Kingdom of God is like…

It’s now your turn to see with eyes of faith and make a new parable for today. 

Story-telling God, may our voice speak of the parables still needing to be told. May everything we see and savor, touch and taste, remind us of the goodness of Your kingdom that is here on Earth all around us. 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.)



Face to Face 
August 2, 2026
Tenth Sunday after Pentecost
Green 
Matthew 14:13-21 

Carrie Breck had her hands full tending to five children while making meals, washing laundry, and knitting socks for those many little feet. And yet the young homemaker, born in 1855, found the time to write poetry — lyrical words inspired by her praises to God that were always on the tip of her tongue.

It is said that many times she wondered, while busily doing chores, what it would be like to see Christ. So, with the words from 1 Corinthians 13 on her heart that spoke of seeing through a dark glass now but then seeing the heavenly promise clearly — face to face — she began writing. 

Her poem would later become the beloved hymn, “Face to Face with Christ My Savior,” which was first sung in 1899. 

Only faintly now I see him | With the darkened veil between | But a blessed day is coming | When his glory shall be seen. 

Five thousand people once had a blessed day that came to them unexpectedly. They gathered on the mountainside hungering to hear Jesus’ beautiful words of life — and found themselves soon hungering for something to silent their growling bellies. 

Jesus’ friends were quick to suggest sending them away to get their dinners in the surrounding villages. Jesus wouldn’t have that. He told his friends to give the crowd something to eat. I could only imagine the shock on their faces as they just didn’t know how they would feed such masses. 

When told there was nothing but five loaves of bread and two fish on hand, Jesus had them bring the measly offering to him. It was then he blessed and broke the loaves and had the food distributed. Everyone had their fill and still there was enough leftover bread to overflow 12 baskets. 

There will be a day when we will all come face to face with Christ our Savior. A day when all his glory shall be seen. But until then, we need to keep alert to the glimpses of glory that shine now in the dark. We need to train our eyes to see the God moments. We need to actively seek those God moments, for they are everywhere. Miracles still abound. There is always a measly loaf of bread in our lives waiting to bless, break and share. 

Dazzling God, we know that while now we see dimly in a mirror, we will come face to face with You and all Your glory. Help us this day to live into the God moments, expecting miracles where they are least expected. May we go about our busy lives always with Your promise of provision in our hearts. 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.)


When All Seems Lost 
August 9, 2026 
Eleventh Sunday after Pentecost
Green
Genesis 37:1-4, 12-28  

Joseph was a dreamer. He was also the child his father loved the most, which didn’t sit well with his brothers. So much so, they plotted to kill their younger sibling. But not wanting Joseph’s blood on their hands, they threw him in a pit instead. When the pit didn’t ease their guilty conscience, they then sold the boy for 20 pieces of silver to a group of Ishmaelites on their way to Egypt. 

Yes, Joseph was a dreamer. And yes, he was the family’s golden child. But I believe what really spurred the brothers’ hatred was that Joseph dared to dream.

“Here comes the dreamer,” his brothers would say with a biting sarcasm when Joseph approached. Here comes the one with lofty ideas, with bold plans, with a vision that quite honestly isn’t enviable but downright frightening because it holds a mirror to our inability to embrace a new way of living. 

And that’s the thing about dreams. They have the power to unsettle others. A reason why many life coaches advise against sharing too freely our most treasured dreams with everyone, because not everyone will understand and be supportive. Many a dream has been squashed by a naysayer who thought they were listing all the cons out of love and concern for the dreamer. 

What a shame it is that in our lives we give too much power to the opinions of others, especially when it comes to our dreams, for those dreams just might be from God who, in the Bible, communicated often in our nocturnal slumbering. 

And when a dream is a God dream, they are never then the sole property of the dreamer. They are for the making of a better world, which comes at the price of the old world having to come to an end or at least make some big changes. Thus, why people often seek to kill dreams.

Yes, here comes the dreamer. No, I am not referring to Joseph, but to you, for we all have dreams. Some so big they might seem impossible, but they are not. Some within reach, ready to be grabbed hold of. And all with the ability to change life as we know it. 

As Harriet Tubman once said, “Every great dream begins with a dreamer. Always remember, you have within you the strength, the patience and the passion to reach for the stars and to change the world.” 

If all seems lost right now for you, my dear dreamer, it is not. Keep reaching. Keep believing. God is with you. 

Inspiring God, may today we find ourselves daring to dream once again. May we find the strength to take those forgotten dreams off the dusty shelves of our hearts. May we believe beyond belief, that with You, all things are indeed possible. 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.)



Bold Moves 
August 16, 2026
Twelfth Sunday after Pentecost
Green
Genesis 45:1-15 

I recently heard a saying that if you hold tightly to grudges your hands are not free to catch the blessings. 

Joseph, the dreamer in the Bible, had every right to hold a grudge. He was betrayed by his brothers and sold to a group of Ishmaelites who then brought him to Egypt.

The young boy could have allowed his circumstances to sour his spirit. But he didn’t. Instead, Joseph grew up, rising to the position of prime minister to the Pharaoh. He was second-in-command of all of Egypt. 

So, when a seven-year famine, in which Joseph had seen in one of his dreams, devasted his family’s land of Caanan, he was now able to help his brothers who came seeking relief. At first, though, they didn’t recognize Joseph as the brother they had sold. But as the story unfolds, the tears of realization and redemption flow freely among the broken siblings.

Joseph’s story is not an easy one for us to embrace, especially when we prefer the heaviness of grudges to the lightness of forgiveness. But it is a story that reminds us that wrongs can be righted on the God path. In those times of feeling lost and wondering where in heaven’s name is God, we must not let despair or even anger take hold. 

I know this is easier said than done. Even as I write, I hesitate with each click of the keyboard because while my heart knows how gracious God is, my head is reciting a monologue of doubt. If my hands weren’t typing, I am sure they would be found curled into a tight ball of frustration, hurt and anger. 

It is not easy to believe that good can come out of something painful. But it can. Because God is our God of bold moves, and the boldest of moves was showing us that new life does emerge from the tomb.

Hope never dies. But holding on to that grudge is slowly doing its best to suffocate it. So put down this bulletin right now, unclench your hands, and catch that blessing.  

Redemptive God, help us to let go of the grudges that we have been holding on to for far too long. May we realize they are serving no purpose in our lives. They are, in fact, robbing us of the life You want for us. With Your help, pry our clenched fists open now. We surrender all the hurt to you and wait patiently for the blessings. 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.)


Be Transformed 
August 23, 2026 
Thirteenth Sunday after Pentecost
Green

This is the day the Lord has made! Let us rejoice and be glad in it! And let us have a pop quiz. I bet you never expected that in church, did you? But here we go. 

What was the name of the baby found along the banks of the Nile? Moses. Correct. 

That was easy. Now for one a bit harder. Name the two midwives who disregarded Pharaoh’s edict to kill all Hebrew baby boys, and who delivered Moses. 

Pharaoh gave this horrific order to curtail the rapid growth of the Hebrew population who were enslaved in Egypt. It didn’t work. It just made God bless the community more. 

But back to the question. What were their names? 

They were Shiprah and Puah. Don’t worry if you didn’t know the answer. I didn’t either when this question appeared on the Bible content part of my ordination exams. It had me stumped, and my friends as well. 

It’s noteworthy that the midwives’ names live on in the ongoing story of salvation because women were often written out of the manuscripts by the male authors of the time. 

But here in the story of Moses, all we have are women defying authority. We have the midwives as the heroines who prevented a genocide. We have Moses’ mother who hid her baby the first few months of life, before putting him in a basket made of reeds and floating him in the Nile. We have Moses’ sister watching the basket bobbing on the banks of the Nile to ensure her baby brother is safe. Then we have the daughter of Pharaoh who adopts the babe as her son and gives him the name “Moses,” which means “drawn from the water.”

Each decisive, risky and faithful act of these women builds upon the next, ultimately transforming the Israelites from the enslaved to desert wanderers to recipients of the Promised Land. And that is how a better tomorrow is created — in stages and with the help of people working together. Bringing about change isn’t a solitary act. 

The world, which is always in some stage of transformation because God is never done with us, needs your hands this day to deliver hope or weave a basket of safety or raise a child whose voice will say to a pharaoh, “Let my people go.” 

We all have a part to play in heralding in God’s kingdom. May your name be one that is remembered in the who’s who of God’s children who dared, risked and spoke up. 

Gracious God, Your plans for a better tomorrow will never be thwarted. Peace will reign. Justice will prevail. The outcasts and forgotten will be welcomed. And so, Great God, here are our hands. Bless them and use them in transforming Your broken world. 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.)



Spirit-Led Living
August 30, 2026 
Fourteenth Sunday after Pentecost
Green
Romans 12:9-21 

I’ve been told all my life to stop wearing my heart on my sleeve — a saying popularized in William Shakespeare’s Othello, where the villain asks, “Shall I wear my heart upon my sleeve for daws to peck at?” (By the way, a “daw” is a bird in the crow family.)

Shakespeare, though, can’t take full credit for the saying. Its origin can be traced to medieval jousts when dashing knights would literally wear the affection of fair maidens in the way of ribbons and other trinkets tied to their armor sleeve. 

Today, wearing one’s heart is far from romantic. It’s viewed as a negative trait of a sensitive soul that’s weak. Yet saints like Catherine of Sienna and Thérèse of Lisieux saw sensitive souls as grace-filled gifts to the world. 

So, for all you sensitive souls reading this, know that you are strong beyond measure and that the world needs such love and care on display. For that heart on your sleeve is beating with the heart of God, showing others what it truly means to live a spirit-led life. 

Spirit-led living is something of a struggle these days as it is marked by authenticity and vulnerability. It also means doing that hardest thing we can ever do — love in all circumstances, especially when you are in the presence of your enemies. 

Paul, the very apostle who told us to “rejoice in the Lord always,” while imprisoned in Rome, was also the one who urged us to let love be genuine. If your enemies are hungry, feed them. If they are thirsty, give them something to drink. 

While I’ve always appreciated Paul’s advice, very seldom have I followed it. It’s more satisfying (albeit a short-lived satisfaction) to stoop down to the enemies’ level. But overcoming evil with evil, is not a marker of a spirit-led life. Rather, vulnerable love is, and such love is disarming in today’s world.

There is no preventive to take to ensure we never get hurt, betrayed or rejected in life. I wish there was. But allowing true feelings to be expressed and not buried, allowing tears to fall with those who are hurt, makes for an environment where God can come and transform the gunk into something beautiful. And when our sensitive souls are on display, what we are showing is that we know our worthiness comes from God alone.

I don’t know about you, but my heart will always be on my sleeve for all to see. Where is your heart? 

Loving God, in a world of raging hate and distrust, may our lives reflect Your goodness and grace. Help us to stop trying to protect our hearts from hurts, but to share them openly. May this day the heart on our sleeves that the world sees be not our own, but Yours. 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.)




