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Reflections on May & Mothers 

Yesterday evening after a busy day, I decided to sit outside and enjoy the rest of my evening and 
watch the sun go down.  Ed was still mowing grass and I was alone with my thoughts.   

All day I had been thinking about Friday’s Pearls of Wisdom event and my mom but especially what 
to write about for the May newsletter.  I couldn’t come up with any pearls of wisdom that my mom 
handed down.  She was such a worker bee juggling so many different roles after my dad started truck 
driving.  I remember there were times when she looked tired but somehow she managed it all with-
out my suffering from a lack of attention.  She was an original working mom managing the farm 
chores, our home, taking care of my grandparents, and devoting time to church activities.  She has 
been the role model that carried me through a busy career, three children, a traveling husband, and 
too many volunteer jobs. 

But, lets go back to that sunset and my thoughts.  Well, Facebook called to me as I sat there in the 
glow of a beautiful sunset.  Facebook is good and bad but it is my way to keep up with friends, family, 
and our community.  I saw a post from Rebecca Pederson who doesn’t post often so I was interested.  
I have copied her post for you because it is a wonderful reflection on motherhood or parenthood.  It 
was just what I needed to read yesterday after a long busy day.  I don’t know if my mom ever felt in-
visible but I have and still do.  Rebecca, thank you for sharing. 

Also thanks to all the moms in our life.  Enjoy your special day and remember you are building the 
cathedrals of our world. 

~ Phyllis 

The Invisible Mom–Building Cathedrals 

By Nicole Johnson 

It all began to make sense, the blank stares, the lack of response, the way one of the kids will walk 
into the room while I’m on the phone and ask to be taken to the store. 

Inside I’m thinking, ‘Can’t you see I’m on the phone?’ Obviously not; no one can see if I’m on the 
phone, or cooking, or sweeping the floor, or even standing on my head in the corner, because no one 
can see me at all. 

I’m invisible. The invisible Mom. Some days I am only a pair of hands, nothing more: Can you fix 
this? Can you tie t his? Can you open this? Some days I’m not a pair of hands; I’m not even a human 
being. I’m a clock to ask, ‘What time is it?’ I’m a satellite guide to answer, ‘What number is the Dis-
ney Channel?’ I’m a car to order, ‘Right around 5:30, please.’ 

I was certain that these were the hands that once held books and the eyes that studied history and 
the mind that graduated summa cum laude – but now they had disappeared into the peanut butter, 
never to be seen again. She’s going, she’s going, she’s gone! 

One night, a group of us were having dinner, celebrating the return of a friend from England .. 
Janice had just gotten back from a fabulous trip, and she was going on and on about the hotel she 
stayed in. I was sitting there, looking around at the others all put together so well. It was hard not to 
compare and feel sorry for myself. I was feeling pretty pathetic, when Janice turned to me with a 
beautifully wrapped package, and said, ‘I brought you this.’ It was a book on the great cathedrals of 
Europe . 

I wasn’t exactly sure why she’d given it to me until I read her inscription: ‘To Charlotte , with admi-

http://singleparenttravel.net/2009/01/the-invisible-mom-building-cathedrals/


WELCA Spring Gathering 

Three ladies from St. Olaf attended the annual Spring Gathering of the Women of the ELCA on April 
6th.  The host church was St. Paul’s Lutheran Church of Crawford, assisted by the ladies of St. John’s 
of Coryell City.  Maranna Horn, current president, Barbara Lee, and Betty Tindall enjoyed a tasty 
breakfast, songs, welcome by the pastor of St. Paul, and an entertaining and informative address by 
speaker Karen Porter.  Her address was entitled “Give a Girl a Giant, and she Fights for her Life.”  It 
was based on the five smooth stones gathered by David as he faced the giant Goliath.  There were 
also four other giants after him—all were connected by Karen to temptations we face in life.   
After a sumptuous luncheon, a memorial service was held recognizing those members who have 
passed since the previous meeting.  A rose was given to each church recognizing the lost ones in their 
congregation.  Those recognized from St. Olaf were Wenona Calahan, Anna Marie Simmons, and 
Dawley Hills Mares.  After a brief business meeting, the meeting was adjourned.   
 
Next year’s Gathering will be held at St. Matthew’s Lutheran Church in Waco. 

ration for the greatness of what you are building when no one sees.’ 

In the days ahead I would read – no, devour – the book. And I would discover what would become 
for me, four life-changing truths, after which I could pattern my work: No one can say who built the 
great cathedrals we have no record of their names. 

These builders gave their whole lives for a work they would never see finished. They made great sac-
rifices and expected no credit. The passion of their building was fueled by their faith that the eyes of 
God saw everything. 

A legendary story in the book told of a rich man who came to visit the cathedral while it was being 
built, and he saw a workman carving a tiny bird on the inside of a beam. He was puzzled and asked 
the man, ‘Why are you spending so much time carving that bird into a beam that will be covered by 
the roof? No one will ever see it.’ And the workman replied, ‘Because God sees.’ 

I closed the book, feeling the missing piece fall into place. It was almost as if I heard God whispering 
to me, ‘I see you, Charlotte. Check out opening times for National Australian Bank and financial ser-
vices I see the sacrifices you make everyday, even when no one around you does. No act of kindness 
you’ve done, no sequin you’ve sewn on, no cupcake you’ve baked, is too small for me to notice and 
smile over. You are building a great cathedral, but you can’t see right now what it will become.’ 

At times, my invisibility feels like an affliction But it is not a disease that is erasing my life. It is the 
cure for the disease of my own self-centeredness. It is the antidote to my strong, stubborn pride. I 
keep the right perspective when I see myself as a great builder. As one of the people who show up at 
a job that they will never see finished, to work on something that their name will never be on. 

The writer of the book went so far as to say that no cathedrals could ever be built in our lifetime be-
cause there are so few people willing to sacrifice to that degree. 

When I really think about it, I don’t want my child to tell the friend he’s bringing home from college 
for Thanksgiving, ‘My Mom gets up at 4 in the morning and bakes homemade pies, and then she 
hand bastes a turkey for three hours and presses all the linens for the table.’ That would mean I’d 
built a shrine or a monument to myself. I just want him to want to come home. And then, if there is 
anything more to say to his friend, to add, ‘You’re gonna love it there.’ 

As mothers, we are building great cathedrals. We cannot be seen if we’re doing it right. And one day, 
it is very possible that the world will marvel, not only at what we have built, but at the beauty that 
has been added to the world by the sacrifices of invisible women.  Great Job, MOM  



PRAYER LIST: Heather Christensen, Rev. C.A. 
Mangham, Henrietta Medina, Donna Boelter, 
Geraldine Jenson, Barbara Lee, Kelsey Shaban, Chris 
& Alyona  Lujan, Rick Payne, Lark Rayburn, and Jon-
niece Montgomery. 

Financial Report  

Submitted by  Gerald Nelson, Treasurer 
Receipts Disbursements Net 

Budget through Mar 31, 2019 $18,931.25 $18,850.00 $81.25 

Actual through Mar 31, 2019 19,317.75 18,516.64 801.11 

Mary, Martha, & Ruth 

M ary Circle: Will meet May 8, 

Heckmann Hall at 2:00pm  

M artha Circle: TBA  

 

R uth Circle: Will meet May 9, 

Katherine’s House at 2:00pm 

Mary Circle News 

The Mary’s Bible Study group met at Heckmann 

Hall on April 10, 2:00 P.M. with Elsie, Charlene, 

Barbara, Maranna, Patricia, and Elaine present. 

The Gospel of John was led by Maranna.  Seeing 

the Risen Christ through his appearance by 

Mary Magdalene, Thomas, Peter the Beloved, 

and others, we reflect on how the Risen Christ 

remains present among us.  He is ever blessing 

us and inviting us to live in His name. 

We discussed the Mother, Daughter, and 

Friends banquet theme being Pearls of Wisdom. 

Refreshments were served, offering of $70.00 

was collected. 

Next meeting will be on May 8 with Charlene 

leading the lesson. 

~Barbara Lee 

Ruth Circle News 

Three members of Ruth Circle 

met in April at Katherine’s House in the Gap.   

Mary brought some wonderful light refresh-

ments and Betty focused on the Bible study of 

the four gospels relating the four different ways 

the resurrection was presented.   

Our last meeting until September will be held on 

May 9 at 2 pm.  

Breakfast in the Basement at Saint Olaf  

Saturday, May 18 from 8:00-9:30am 





St. Olaf Lutheran Church 

 
 

Worship, teach, nurture and 
share Christ’s love.  

May 2019 Newsletter Article 

 

Happy Easter! I hope that your celebration of our Lord’s resurrection was meaningful and lifegiving 

for you.  We had a good crowd for both the sunrise service at the Rock Church and the 9.30 service 

in town. It was good to see many so many familiar faces, and some new ones, too.  Our Gospel lesson 

for Easter Sunday, from Luke’s Gospel, tells the story of some of Jesus’s women disciples going to 

the grave to prepare his body. During the sermon, I noted that, though Jesus is the central character 

in this story, he is noticeably absent.  Two strangers, assumed to be angels, tell the women that Jesus 

has risen and gone on ahead of them to Galilee. My point in mentioning the absence of Jesus and the 

presence of the strangers was to suggest that we, on this Easter morning nearly 2000 years later, are 

in a similar situation.  That is, we celebrate Jesus’s resurrection, but we do not see him with our own 

eyes right in front of us. Instead, we encounter Jesus more indirectly, by way of both strangers, like 

the angels, and those we know and love. 

 

Well, I told you a fib on Easter morning.  I said that we would read the story of two disciples who en-

counter Jesus, who they do not recognize, on their walk to the city of Emmaus.  It turns out that we 

won’t be reading that story this year, but I want to hold it up for us any way because it is such a good 

example of the point I wanted to make.  You’ll remember that these two disciples were deeply sad-

dened, and frightened, by what they had witnessed over the preceding week. With the death of their 

teacher and friend, the hopes they had for Israel and their future were turned on their head.  This 

stranger came alongside them and comforted them. He helped them understand and process what 

they had experienced. He shared a meal with them. It was only then, after some time together, that 

they realized they had been visited by Jesus. 

 

I hold this story up for us because I think it mirrors our experience.  When we face difficulties and 

heartbreaks in our lives, it can seem that God’s presence is far from us; we don’t see Jesus right in 

front of us.  But later, when we reflect on those times and remember 

those who come along beside us, we recognize that Jesus has been pre-

sent with us by way of both strangers and loved ones.  I encourage you 

to read this story for yourself, in Luke 24.13-35. During this Easter sea-

son may we reflect on Jesus’s presence with us, especially when we 

have not immediately recognized it. 

 

~ Pastor Ryan 


