
      Bedford Presbyterian Church 
                                        105 West Main Street, Bedford, Virginia 

     From 1844 to 2020 (176 Years) 

 

Week of May 31st      

We will continue sending out this combination of the newsletter and bulletin to keep you  
up to date on announcements, prayers, needs and scheduled activities 

until we can all meet together again comfortably.   

Included will be the usual newsletter information along with prayers, scripture and a sermon. 

We hope that you can utilize this format to keep up to date while being away from actual services, 

meetings, activities and watching the online sermon. 

Please be in prayer for the end of the coronavirus and healing for those affected by it. 

 

         A Biblically Guided Christian Community, 

Loving God, Loving Others, 

Serving the World & Growing Disciples 

 



      If you are watching the online service this Sunday morning, 

     please have this bulletin ready to follow the service.            

 

               

 

Prelude                                        “Crown Him with Many Crowns” 
 

May the Peace of Christ be with you          
                        

Welcome and Announcements  

 Next Sunday, June 7th, we will return to 10  am worship in the sanctuary.  Since there 
will be limited seating and many people still feel unsafe to congregate, we will continue 
pre-recording the worship service for you to enjoy at home.  Please see the 
announcement at the back of this bulletin which will give you details on how church will 
reopen. 

 Next Sunday, we would also like to honor our graduates.  If you have a family member 
who graduated from kindergarten, elementary, high school, or college, please let the office 
know so that we can recognize them next week. 

 Finally next Sunday, if the supplies come in, we will be celebrating communion and 
talking together about the lessons we learned from quarantine.  Please be thinking 
about what this time of isolation has taught you and come prepared to share. 

 All other announcements are printed at the back of this bulletin. 
 

Let Us Join Together in the Call to Worship:  

One Come, Holy Spirit, come. 

Men: Set your daughters on fire with good news! 

Women: Teach your sons new languages of peace! 

All: Come, Holy Spirit, come. 

One Come, Holy Spirit, come. 

Women: Open your sons’ eyes to new visions! 

Men: Open your daughters’ hearts to new hopes! 

All: Come, Holy Spirit! Come again, come here, come now! 

 
 

Hymn:                                         “Come, Thou Fount of Every Blessing”    

 

Let Us Pray together the Prayer of Confession:  

Come to us, Holy Spirit and be the source of life restored. Where lives are parched, send the 

waters of life. Where sins abound, wash these away. Where spirits are worn and wounded, be a 

healing presence. Where hopelessness lingers, ignite the fire of Your love within our hearts. 

Where our ancient enemy binds us in apathy, loosen the reigns. Bring us to new life, we pray, O 

God and may Your Holy Spirit ever flow through us. Come to us, Holy Spirit, and be the source of 

life restored.  Amen. 

 



Hear now our Assurance of Pardon: (John 16: 12-14) 
Friends, Jesus told His disciples, ‘I still have many things to say to you, but you cannot bear them 

now. When the Spirit of truth comes, he will guide you into all the truth; for he will not speak on his 

own, but will speak whatever he hears, and he will declare to you the things that are to come. He 

will glorify me, because he will take what is mine and declare it to you. 

One: Friends, hear and believe the good news, 

All: In Christ we have been forgiven, through Christ we have been gifted with God’s  

       empowering Holy Spirit 

 

Children’s Sermon 

Anthem:                               “Holy Spirit, Breathe New Life in Me”  

Scripture:  Genesis 22: 1-18, Hebrews 11: 17-20  
 
Sermon:  Abraham, Isaac and the Test  
A dramatic reading of, “My Feet Rarely Stand Idle…,” by Chad Bird. Modern Reformation: vol. 25 #1, Jan/Feb 2016, p. 24-29 

 

My feet rarely stand idle when God is around. He’s always telling me to go. 

IT'S BEEN THAT WAY from the beginning,  when he spoke to me in Ur: "Go from your country 

and your kindred and your father's house to  the land that I will show you." I remember hearing 

those first words as if there were a pregnant pause between each phrase.  

"Go ... " And I said,  "Yes, I will travel to another part of my country." 

 "From your country ... "  

And I thought, "Okay, God, but I will take my kindred with me."  

"And your kindred ... "  

And I thought, "Well, at least I will take my father's house."  

"And your father's house ... "  

He had whittled away at those places and  people who had theretofore defined my existence. A 

landless, kinless, fatherless life awaited me. Yet still he wasn't finished. This Yahweh, this God in 

whom I had come to believe as an adult-so unlike the swarm of idols around which I was reared-

was a strange, backwards deity. He would have me throw caution to the wind, uproot myself, and 

trail off to who knows where with only His word in my pocket.  

Yet, despite the seeming lunacy of the command, I went. When I was called, I obeyed and went to 

a place that I was to receive as an inheritance, not knowing where I was going. I sojourned in a 

land of promise, no roots, no rights.  All I had was the substance of things hoped for, the evidence 

of things not seen. That was sufficient. It seems ages ago. In some ways it is. I was seventy-five 



when I, along with my wife Sarah and our nephew Lot, set foot on Canaan's soil. Back then, I 

thought I was an old man. 

Here I am now, with well over a century of years under my belt. We've had our ups and downs.  

• The debacle in Egypt when, as a direct result of my self-protective lying, my wife was 

           whisked away to Pharaoh's harem.  

• The strife between my men and Lot's men that led to a further split in our family.  

• My defeat of Chedorlaomer and his armies when they kidnapped my nephew Lot  

• The foolish choice Sarah and I made to go to Plan B and have a son through our  

           maidservant, Hagar.  

• That morning when I looked down upon the smoldering ruins of the cities of Sodom and 

          Gomorrah which I had pleaded with God to spare.  

• My stupid, second lie about Sarah being my sister that got us embroiled in yet another royal  

           mess.  

Finally, when my own body was as good as dead, and Sarah's womb was as barren as the desert 

sand, we experienced the miraculous birth of our long-awaited son of promise. So hilariously 

inconceivable was his conception that we named him Isaac, which means laughter.  

But the laughter that once was like joy rising from the grave became entombed in the ancient soil 

of my soul once more. For the Lord who 'would not let my feet stand idle, who called me out of my 

country, my kindred and my father's house, told me to go yet again. But this was a different 

journey-a journey to a wordless land, a region beyond the reach of speech, for it defied 

description. The Lord called me to do what he had never required of a man: to give back to him 

the gift I had waited for my whole life.  

I heard his words as, decades ago, I had heard the words that called me out of Ur of the 

Chaldees. Then, as now, each syllable, snail-like, crawled along and in my mind, I engaged in 

dialogue with the Lord.  

"Abraham!" He said. "Here am I."  

"Take your son ... "  And I thought to myself, "But I have two sons. I have Ishmael and I have 

Isaac-"  

"Your only son ... " And I said to myself, "But Ishmael is the only son of Hagar, and Isaac is the 

only son of Sarah-"  

"Whom you love ... " And I thought, "But I love both my sons-"  

"Isaac."  

 



Finally, the circle narrowed to its epicenter as he pronounced the name of my son of laughter. 

There caught in my throat a dread unlike anything I had ever felt before.  

I shivered as He spoke his next words, He told me to go to the land of Moriah.  

He told me He'd show me a mountain there.  

He told me to offer Isaac there as a burnt offering.  

When a man worships a strange, backwards God, he does strange, backwards things that he 

himself cannot begin to understand. There I was, hearing God tell me to kill the very son He had 

promised me, and I put up no protest.  

I, who had interceded for Sodom, did not intercede for my own son.  

I, who had gone so far as to lie to Pharaoh and Abimelech to save my own skin, uttered nothing to 

save my own flesh and blood.  

Oh the things I could have said: "Far be it from You to do such a thing, Lord, to ask me to put to 

death my righteous son! Shall not the Judge of all the earth do what is just?"  

I could have said, "Lord, you promised that one from my own body would be my heir, You 

delivered on that promise when Isaac was born, and you swore that from my loins would come 

descendants as numerous as the stars in the sky and as countless as the sands of the seashore, 

Those promises are null and void if the stars wink maliciously down upon the bloody corpse of my 

son, if his body becomes only so much sand on the shore of my sea of tears."  

I could have said, "Show pity, dear Lord, upon my aged wife, Sarah, who will die of a broken heart 

if I return home without her only son. Show pity, dear Lord, upon me, for I fear that I too shall go to 

Sheol in mourning for my son."  

Oh the arguments I could have employed, the soaring rhetoric I could have displayed, the 

weeping and wailing and pleading in which I could have engaged. Yet I did not. And why I did not I 

cannot fully explain. All I can say is this: what I could not do by my own reason or strength, I did 

when the Lord spoke these words to me.  

As when the Lord called me out of Ur, I obeyed and went, not knowing where I was going; so now 

I obeyed and went, not knowing what the Lord had in store for me and my son. All I knew was that 

the Lord cannot lie and if He promised to make my offspring like the dust of the earth, He would 

do it, even if that meant raising my son from the dust to life again.  

So I arose early in the morning, not even delaying the start of the journey. I saddled my donkey, 

not waiting for my servant to do it. I cut the wood we would need for the burnt offering, lest we be 

unprepared on the mountain. I took two of my young men with me, so that no lack of help might 

hinder our pilgrimage. And yes, I took my son, my only son whom I love, Isaac.  

 



As we arose and went to the place of which God had told me, I had time to ruminate upon what 

was to come. Moriah is not right around the corner; it's a three-day journey.  

Along the way, we were joined by an unseen traveler, one who wears many disguises. He walked 

alongside me by day, having donned the mask of fear and whispered into my ear, "You pitiful fool! 

You'll die an old bag of bones with the innocent blood of your murdered son tattooed onto your 

wrinkled skin, his screams haunting your dreams, and your wife's accusing face a reflection of 

your own guilty soul,"  

He lay down beside me at night, having donned now the mask of reason, and whispered to me, 

"My dear friend, I beseech you to reconsider this irrational demand from a deity who is patently 

insane. For your sake, for the sake of your son and wife, turn around and go back home. Wash 

your hands of this bloodthirsty tyrant."  

He had even more masks: shame, doubt, guilt-you name it. I did not argue with him. To mute his 

words, I repeated the words my God told me, "I will establish my covenant with Isaac as an 

everlasting covenant for his offspring after him. Through Isaac shall your offspring be named:' His 

words are what kept my hesitant feet moving forward, my heavy heart beating with faith, my weary 

eyes locked on the promise that could not fail.  

On the third day, I lifted up my eyes and saw the place from a distance. Here was the land of 

Moriah, and here was the mountain God had chosen. I knew the place well. Years before, 

Melchizedek, the priest and king of Salem, had met me near here when I returned from rescuing 

my nephew Lot from the kings who had kidnapped him. On that day, he refreshed my weary body 

with bread and wine; he blessed me and I gave him a tenth of the spoil.  

Yet this time I, not Melchizedek, was to serve as the priest. I was not here to offer a tenth of 

wartime spoils to God's representative, but to offer up the whole of my son upon the altar of God. 

There was no one to bring me bread and wine; tears were my food and drink. Here at Moriah, 

near Salem, which some call Jerusalem, we had reached our journey's end. Here in Jerusalem, 

my son, the one in whom the blessings of God resided, would shed his blood.  

I told the two young men who had traveled with us, "Stay here with the donkey; I and the boy will 

go over there and worship and come again to you." I suppose some will think I was pulling the 

wool over their eyes. Yes, he and I would go over there, he and I would worship, but only I would 

come again, right? How could it be otherwise, for this "worship" necessitates the death of the 

promised son? How could my son return with me when his body would be ashes upon an altar?  

I will tell you how. The God in whom I believe is the God of Adam, the God of Seth, the God of 

Noah. He is not the God of the dead but of the living. If He crafted Adam from the dust of the 

earth; if He brought Noah through the liquid grave of earth-covering waters; if, indeed, He created 

life inside the dead womb of my wife, Sarah, then surely he was able to recreate Isaac from the 

ashes of the altar. He will resurrect, reform, and re-breathe life into my son.  

 



My God is able even to raise the dead. It must be, for God has told me two seemingly 

contradictory things: first, that through Isaac my offspring will be named and second, that I am to 

sacrifice this same offspring. He is the Lord of truth, He cannot lie. I will sacrifice my son, but God 

will raise him up again. We will go to the mountain, we will worship-and, yes, we shall both return.  

So I took the wood of the burnt offering and laid it on Isaac my son and I took in my hand the fire 

and the knife. We went, both of us together, father and son, up the mountain. My son shouldered 

the weight of the wood upon which he was to be sacrificed.  I carried the knife that was to spill his 

blood and the fire that would consume my son, this lamb, this God- promised seed. 

I glanced over at him as we walked alongside each other. My mind replayed over and over again 

the good news I had heard passed down from the fathers. Long ago, at the advent of evil in this 

world, the Lord had promised to send the woman's seed to crush the head of the evil serpent and, 

in that same action, to suffer the venom of death from the fangs of that serpent. He would 

shoulder the evil of the world and crush the skull of the one who had introduced death into our 

world. So when my son questioned me as we walked, the Spirit of Yahweh gave me the words to 

say,  

“My father!"  

"Here am I, my son."  

"Behold, the fire and the wood, but where is the lamb for the burnt offering?"  

The answer I gave him is the answer the Lord gave to me, "God will provide for himself the lamb 

for a burnt offering, my son."  

That's what He had been doing for his children all along… 

• God provided the animals that He himself sacrificed to make skins by which to cover the 

           shame of Adam and Eve.  

• He provided the flock from which Abel, by faith, offered up sacrifices that were pleasing to  

           the Lord and today, on the mountain, the Lord would provide once more.  

Yet my words cast their vision beyond the horizons of this day. For as Isaac carried that wood of 

sacrifice, as the Spirit opened my eyes to foresee in him the promised Seed of the woman, I 

believed that God would provide that lamb for the burnt offering.  

It would not be an animal from Eden; it would not be from the flock of Abel; it would not be a 

beast, upon the altar slain--- but the seed, the son of the woman, whom  God would provide in the 

fullness of time.  

When we came to the place of which God had told me, I built the altar there and laid the wood in 

order and bound Isaac, my son and laid him on the altar, on top of the wood. Here was my son, 

my only son whom I loved, Isaac, led like a lamb to the slaughter, who did not open his mouth. 

Here was the seed, the son whom God had promised to me. A thousand voices beckoned me to 

unbind him and walk away. But the voice of Yahweh alone is the voice that always speaks truth 



and that voice had said, "Offer him there as a burnt offering." So I reached out my hand and took 

the knife to slaughter my son.  

Were I to live a hundred lifetimes more, I would never forget the moment when I lifted the blade, 

when my hand hung suspended between heaven and earth, life and death, over the bound body 

of my son and the Angel of the Lord seized my wrist with words of grace.  

"Abraham, Abraham!" he called from heaven.  

"Here am I."  

"Do not lay your hand on the boy or do anything to him, for now I know that you fear God, seeing 

you have not withheld your son, your only son, from me."  

There are no words recorded of my response to this angel, for human speech has not yet -- nor 

will it ever -- create words that capture what resurrection feels like.  

• It is like being catapulted from the tomb to a throne in the twinkling of an eye.  

• It is like having the blindfold removed at your execution to discover you've been led into a 

           party.  

• It is like many things, yet like none of them; for the resurrection from grief to hope, from  

           death to life, is a gift that experience alone has the tongue to tell.  

I have tasted that experience. My son, my only son whom I love. Laughter -- he was spared to 

usher joy into his old father's life yet another day.  

I lifted up my eyes and, behold, behind me was a ram caught in a thicket by his horns. So I took 

the ram and offered it up as a burnt offering instead of my son. I had told Isaac, "God will provide 

for himself the lamb for a burnt offering, my son." And he had. So I called the name of that place, 

"The LORD will provide," as they say to this day, "On the mount of the LORD it shall be provided."  

But not on that day alone would the Lord provide. For the Angel of the Lord called to me a second 

time from heaven and said,  

"By myself, I have sworn, declares the LORD, because you have done this and have not withheld 

your son, your only son, I will surely bless you, and I will surely multiply your seed as the stars of 

heaven and as the sand that is on the seashore. And your offspring shall possess the gate of his 

enemies, and in your offspring shall all the nations of the earth be blessed, because you have 

obeyed my voice."  

As the ram lay burning upon the altar, I heard these words of the angel: "In your offspring shall all 

the nations of the earth be blessed." In my seed -- not seeds, but seed -- the blessing of the Lord 

would extend to the whole world. From me, from my bloodline, would come the seed promised to 

Adam and Eve.   

 



In him, the Lord would finally provide what all people needed: righteousness, forgiveness, life, and 

salvation. The lying serpent would strike his heel. He would drink in the venom of death. Yet by his 

death he shall destroy the power of death once for all.  

I lifted up my eyes to look around at the mountain called Moriah.  

I surveyed Jerusalem.  

I gazed down at the sacrifice upon the altar, whose blood was shed instead of my son's.  

I glanced up to where the Angel of the Lord had spoken to me from heaven, and I thought, "On the 

mount of the Lord, on this mountain, it shall be provided."  

The Lord will provide the seed as the sacrifice appointed.  

• He will be the Son who is not spared but delivered up for us all.  

• He will be the ram caught in the thicket offered up as a sacrifice for me and Isaac and all  

           others.  

• On the mountain of the Lord, the Lord will provide his seed, his Son, his only Son, whom he 

           loves.  

I rejoiced to see that day. I saw it and was glad.  

Let’s pray together…. 

 

CHAD BIRD has written for The Federalist. Modern Reformation. The Lutheran Witness, and Concordia Journal, among others. His books include 

The Infant Priest: Hymns and Poems, Christ Alone: Meditations and Sermons. and Why Lutherans Sing What They Sing. Two of his hymns are 

included in the Lutheran Service Book. 

 

.  

 

Prayer & Lord’s Prayer:  
Our Father, who art in heaven, hallowed be Thy Name, Thy kingdom come, Thy will be done, on 

earth as it is in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread.  And forgive us our debts, as we forgive 

our debtors.  And lead us not into temptation, but deliver us from evil.  For Thine is the kingdom, 

and the power, and the glory, forever. Amen 

Solo:                                                           “Sacrifice”   

Birthdays and Anniversaries: We wish a happy anniversary to Christy & Sammy Boone on the 

2nd.  

Prayer and Requests:  Please remember to call or email the office with prayer requests and 

announcements.  



Closing Prayer and Benediction:  
Gracious God, your Spirit has entered our lives that we may be blessed. We are indeed blessed.  
We give you thanks for the gift of your Spirit and for the many other gifts yet unknown to us. As we 
once again dedicate ourselves to you, continue to empower us to do your will in this world, for the 
sake of your Son, Jesus Christ. Amen. 
 

Now, to Him who is able to keep you from falling and to present you before his glorious presence 
without fault and with great joy -- To the only God our Savior be glory, majesty, power and 
authority, through Jesus Christ our lord, before all ages, now and forevermore!  Amen.  (Jude 24-25) 

 
 

Postlude:                              “Lord, I Lift Your Name on High”  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



                                                       Concerns- May 31st                                                                       

Barefoot: Jim- home  

Barnes:  Troy- (friend) stage 4 lung cancer   

Blair: James Thorne- (scout) rare skin infection, doing better  

     Katy Neal- (LHS student) scleroderma 

     Glen Murgacz- (friend) biopsy for bladder cancer  

Boone: Jim Hedrick - (friend) recovering from partial lung removal 

     Michael -(son) out of work during pandemic     

     Nancy Boone- (Sammy’s cousin’s wife) cancer  

Chryssikos:  Linda Arendt- (neighbor) disabled  

Clarke: Ben Daniel - (Pat's grandson) deployed to Syria late summer  

Cram: Winslow’s-(friends of Sally) family & medical problems 

     Janice Campbell-(friend) under hospice care 

     Military away from home  

Diddams: Lois- problems with medications 

      Paul (brother)- loss of wife, not doing well   

Dwyer: Karen Huddle- (friend) health problems  

Fleming: family dealing with addiction and self- esteem 

      Steve Trombecky- (friend) home recovering   

Foster: Thomasine Davis- (aunt) hospice care 

      Joyce Abbott- (former member) cancer  

      Andre Nemenek- (Shepherds table cook) prostate cancer  

      Brother-in-law has Covid-19, sister in self- quarantine  

Gaston: Joseph (former pastor) prostate cancer surgery  

Goodman: Barry Owen-(friend) cancer    

      Randall Sales-(SRHS coach) cancer 

      Katherine Saunders- (Hugh’s daughter) hospice     

Harris: Judy- recovering from throat procedure  

Heinrich: Steven - (grandson) autoimmune disorder 

      Barbara Lore- (Helen’s sister) heart problems 

Koch: Doris- fell, broken hip, at home  

Kuhn- Kibbey: Nancy Milton- (friend) cancer,   Alzheimer’s   

     Rachel Rutledge-(granddaughter) experimental treatment   

     Dot- health issues, macular degeneration  

     Grandson- alcoholism  

     Eric Bryant- diagnosed with MS  

Ledden: John- heart problems 

Mauser: Joyce Reese- (friend) health problems             

     Steven-(son’s boss) going blind  

     Tom & Betty Clark- downsizing, and Betty has new pacemaker  

     Norma Jean- (Gayle’s sister) broken collar bone  

     Pat- (Al’s sister) diabetes, tested positive for Covid-19  

 



Morris: all law enforcement, firefighters and all other first responders 

       Forensic scientists who deal with crime      

       Rev. Pam Ledbetter-(friend) autoimmune disease 

       Doris Jean Coble- (cousin) in nursing home  

Salley: David Etheridge- (fellow pastor) terminal cancer 

       Emily Salley- (sister-in-law) invasive breast cancer  

Saunders: (Ronnie) Colin Bridges- (grandson) 

       Scott- (son-in-law) chemo and radiation     

Scheurer:  Jim Hedrick-(friend) cancer, partial lung removed   

        Bob Lindell-(friend) prostate cancer  

Stetson: James & family-(son) in Colorado 

Stevens: Jackie Landis- heart problems 

Toney: Judy- started radiation  

        Karen Hyde-(friend) bladder cancer  

        Mike Gillespie- (friend) hospice care      

        Cal Rice- (former pastor) bone cancer, refused treatment   

Van Dyke: Thomas Blythe- (friend)  home recovering 

Weeks: Mary Lohmeyer- (friend) doing well  

Wilkerson: Ricky Wilkerson-(Dan’s cousin) cancer  

Yodis: Linda Goshorn- (former member) fractured ribs and punctured lung from fall, recovering at  

        home 

 

Prayers for those dealing with loneliness       

Prayers that anti-Semitism be erased  

Prayers for healing the divisive spirit among our leaders/nation 

Prayers for an end of the coronavirus and healing for those infected  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Church Regathers !! 

Dear Church Members and friends, what a joyous time it will be after 11 weeks apart,  to regather 

in worship next Sunday.  But do not fool yourselves, we are still in the middle of the Covid19 

pandemic. So for the foreseeable future, worship services will be designed to limit the spread of 

this virus.  Please note the following guidelines as you prepare to come to worship next week. – 

Thank you, John. 

 

1. If you have a pre-existing medical condition, if you feel sick, or if you believe you may have 

    been exposed to the virus, PLEASE STAY HOME for at least 2 weeks while continuing to  

    worship with us through the video broadcast. 

2. Unless you need the elevator, please enter the church through the front door. 

3. Wear a face mask while entering and leaving the church. Courtesy face masks – disposable  

    and permanent for you to take home – are available at each entrance. 

4. Upon entering, place your offering (regular & “5¢ a meal”) in the plates or baskets at each  

    entrance.  If you want a Daily Bread booklet or if communion is to be served, pick these up as 

    you go to your seat. 

5. Let the ushers guide you to socially distanced seating, where bulletins are placed. Take seats  

    closer to the front and let latecomers sit further back.   

6. Go directly to your seats to quietly enjoy the prelude music.  Save your greetings and  

    conversations with fellow members for AFTER THE SERVICE when you can safely do so  

    OUTSIDE. 

7. During the service, please just listen to the music or sing quietly to yourself. 

8. Children will stay with their family, there will be no nursery, no gathering for children’s sermon,  

    and no children’s church. 

9. If you must use the restroom, wash your hands thoroughly. 

10. After the service, please let Ushers dismiss you from your seats (moving from back to  

      front) 

11. After the service, please linger on the lawn, while wearing your face mask, where you can  

      greet and visit with fellow worshippers.  

12. Use a non-touch way of greeting fellow worshippers before and after the service.  

 

 

 
 

 

 



ANNOUNCEMENTS 

Thank you for continuing to send in your contributions and pledges.  

You can mail your pledge or contribution or you can drop by the office, 

 Mon-Thurs between 8 am -12 pm. 

 

On Sunday, June 7th you will be given an opportunity to share lessons you have been learning 

from these weeks of forced isolation.  Please be prepared to share your thoughts. 

 

Sunday, June 7th we will also be recognizing graduates.  Please call the office to let Lana know if 

you have a family member who has graduated from some program this year. 

 

Even though we aren’t meeting as normal, 5 ¢ a meal offerings and Heifer are still welcomed 

and encouraged.  Just mail them in as you do your pledges and contributions, with a note in the 

memo line.  

 

Do you enjoy yardwork?  If you do, we are looking for volunteers to work in the church yard 

mowing grass, weed eating and doing general yard work. If you are interested, please let the 

office know.  

 

 

Happy Anniversary!!  

Sammy & Christy Boone- 2nd  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


