
May 18, 2020 Prayer Letter 

  

Dear Friends, 

  

I must start with a joke…again: 
 

          Q:  How many United Methodists does it take to change a lightbulb? 

          A:  Change?!  Who said anything about change?! 

  

I saw that eye roll…again!  But I do hope it did make you smile, though. 

  

Change is hard, isn’t it?  It doesn’t take a rocket scientist to see that we are now 

living in different times.  Masks everywhere.  Gloves everywhere.  Lysol and 

Wipes everywhere.  6 Feet Social Distancing.  No more than groups of 10.  

  

I always thought I could handle change.  I like a new challenge.  I’m up to try new 

things.  Don’t get me wrong…I like my routine.  Some would even say I might be 

stuck in a rut, but I like my rut.  But at the same time, new adventures and journeys 

always seem to call me. 

  

I’m good with it, that is, until it’s something that hurts me or Olivia, or is too hard.  

This week I’ve watched the decline of my 14 year old dog, Charlie.  I know her life 

in this world will soon be over.  

  

My cousin, Liz, found Charlie as a little scared pup on the steps of my home 

church.  Someone had set her out with an old ratty towel and had dumped a 20lb. 

bag of dog food on the ground.  Liz called me on MLK Day, 2006, and said I have 

a buddy for you.  You really need him.  I’ve been calling him Charlie.  Well, as it 

so happens, I was looking to get a dog.  So I said yes. 

  

Took Charlie to the vet.  We determined he was a SHE and now a Charlie Girl.  

We also determined she was a Puggle—a Pug and Beagle mix with Jack Russell 

legs.  She could jump higher than any dog I ever saw.  We also determined she was 

about 3 months old at that point.  

  

Charlie was truly my buddy.  If I was sitting down, she was in my lap.  If I went 

outside, she wanted to go outside, too.  When I got married, I wondered how she 

would take to having a man in the house.  I think she thought that was just one 

more lap to sit in.  Double the cuddles! 

  



I would take her hiking and to the river.  I thought she would love the little creeks I 

would find for her.  Instead, she seemed terrified of the water.  She would stay on 

the rocks.  She hated the rain, too.  I think that was a part of her abuse as a pup. 

  

She was always excited to see people.  She would always jump on people—not to 

hurt them, but to get a hug, a back rub or kisses.  She loved licking people.  She 

was a very affectionate dog.  

  

I was a bit worried when I got pregnant with Olivia.  While I was pregnant, she 

would get up on my lap and literally lay up against my belly—pushing herself 

against me so that she could feel the baby herself.  It’s like she knew what was 

inside.  Charlie always seemed to have senses that were heightened beyond any 

dog I’ve ever known. 

  

When Olivia was born and we were finally able to bring her home—ironically, on 

MLK Day, 2011, Charlie didn’t jump.  Charlie didn’t try to give doggy kisses.  She 

came up to Olivia.  Smelled her hand and laid down right beside her.  Charlie 

always had to be touching her.  Not smothering her, just touching.  It’s like she just 

needed to be sure of her.  

  

When Olivia would come home from whatever surgery she would have, she would 

just gently lay down beside Olivia—doing her best to comfort her as she healed.  

She has comforted a lot of us through the years.  She was by my side when I 

decided to get married.  She was by my side through my pregnancy and Olivia’s 

birth.  She was by my side while Olivia was in the NICU and when we brought her 

home.  She was by my side through appointment changes from Sand Branch UMC 

in Knoxville to St. Mark’s UMC in Louisville to Bucyrus UMC in Ohio.  She was 

by my side during Olivia’s surgeries and recuperations.  She was by my side when 

my Papaw died.  She was by my side during my divorce.  She has been by my side 

through COVID-19.  

                                   

What does the future hold for Charlie?  I suspect she will cross the “Rainbow 

Bridge” in the not too distant future.  I believe, as part of creation, that God will 

take care of her.  

  

As for me and Olivia…change is hard.  How do you say goodbye to a 14 year 

buddy?  God’s got her and won’t let her go either.  Scripture reminds us that if God 

even cares for the sparrows, how much more he cares for us.  

  



Yes, change is hard.  It’s hard for all of us.  But we hear all throughout Scripture—

hundreds of times—do not be afraid, do not fear, fear not.  We are continually 

reminded that we have no reason to fear or be afraid.  God WILL take care of us.  

God will not leave us.  

  

My grief today is about my dog.  We all carry around grief.  What is your grief?  

Maybe this time has caused your grief to amplify for a loved one who has died.  

Maybe your grief is about not being able to do the things we once used to do.  

Maybe your grief is about losing the way things were and having to find a new 

way of living. 

  

Whatever your grief, hear God’s words to you from the hymn, “You Are Mine”… 

          Do not be afraid, I am with you.  I have called you each by name. 

          Come and go with me.  I will bring you home. 

          I love you and you are mine. 

  

Peace and Blessings to you, my friends!  Take comfort in knowing that God goes 

with us.  We are not alone!  Thanks be to God! 

Pastor Becky 
 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

I want to share some announcements with you today: 
 

BABY BOTTLES for Voice of Hope need to be brought back to the church as 

soon as possible.  Our church office (216 Hopley) will be open on Wednesday, 

9a.m. – 1p.m. or on Friday from 9a.m. – 12p.m.  Even if the bottle is empty, please 

bring it back anyway.  Voice of Hope needs those bottles back to continue their 

fundraising efforts. If you need us to pick them up, please call the church office at 

419-562-5061. 

  

UPPER ROOMS and Daily Bread Devotionals are in a box at the parking lot and 

up next to the door (216 Hopley).  Please feel free to stop by and pick one up.  If 

you need us to deliver to you, please call the church office 419-562-5061 and we 

would be happy to do that. 

  

PICTURES AND VIDEOS can be sent in by Thursday of this week to be 

included in next Sunday’s worship service.  We would love for you to send a 

picture or a video of the promises that have meant the most to you during this 

time.  Also, for youth Sunday, (May 31) we will be showcasing our children and 

youth.  If your child can sing, dance, play an instrument, please record them and 



send that to me as well.  We want to include that in our Youth Sunday Service.  

Please feel free to email or text it to me at pastorbeckystephens@gmail.com or 

865-696-5067. 

  

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 

Let us pray… 

  

Gracious God of life and death, we live in both. We are mindful of how you made 

life and you made it to be limited. We have a finite amount of time to be on this 

earth, to be your children, to be kind and loving to all those you created blessedly. 

We have a finite amount of time to live life abundantly for us and for all. Indeed, 

you made every moment to be treasured, to be blessed, to be full of love and 

opportunity, but we often treat the moments as unlimited and ordinary. Forgive us, 

Loving God, for our tendency to not live in the present and accept it as a gracious 

gift from you. Help us to make each moment have its meaning and to be the energy 

that brings meaning to others’ moments. We are one in Christ; let us be united in 

love and caring for those around us. Hear our prayers, O God. When we are in joy, 

when we suffer loss, we are yours. The world tells us how to be: how to be strong, 

how to deny loss, how to push down grief so it does not get in our way. But those 

things do not help us to live fully; they help us to maintain an unfaithful image. 

Help us, God, to be fully who we are, mixing times of loss and times of gain into a 

full, faithful life. We know you are there, even though we must walk through the 

darkest valley from time to time. May we walk through those valleys with courage, 

with strength, with hope, for we lose so much in life, but it is never the final 

answer. We pray all these things in the name of the Lord that journeys with us 

through the darkest of valleys and helps us to find new life along the way, Jesus the 

Christ, who taught us to pray as one, saying… 
 

          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 trespasses, as we forgive those who trespass against us, 

          and lead us not into temptation, but deliver us from evil. 

          For thine is the Kingdom, and the Power and the glory forever, Amen. 
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We wanted to let everyone know that all email addresses to the church staff 

have been changed in an effort to be more efficient.  From today on, please do 

not respond or send messages to this address but send any correspondence to 

any of the following staff members: 
 

Pastor Mike         pastorcorwin@gmail.com 

Pastor Becky       pastorbeckystephens@gmail.com 

Office                   officebucyrusbumc@gmail.com 

Janice Presler      janicebumc@gmail.com 

Chelsey Weaver   chelseybumc@gmail.com 

Josh Gebhardt    joshbumc@gmail.com 

Linda Leyda (fill in secretary)   lindabumc@com 
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