
90th Anniversary Sermon.     Psalm 84.   

 This past Tuesday, I had the privilege of bringing Holy Communion to Roy Mattson, as I 

do for all of our members who can’t get out, usually once a month.  Roy is in his late 90s and is 

one of two remaining WW II veterans in our congregation.  He is a decorated veteran, who 

served as a fighter pilot, was shot down,  and saw things that really no one should have to see;  

when I visit him, I feel like I’m visiting a genuine American hero.   As I was about to serve Holy 

Communion in his home, it dawned on me that it was June 6---the anniversary of D Day.  I asked 

him if he’d been there, and yes he had—providing air support, flying over the beaches of 

Normandy.  Coincidentally---or providentially--several of our members who just traveled in 

Europe last month visited Normandy and, in fact, looked up the grave of one of our community 

members who died there---Raymond Martinson, in whose memory the stained glass windows 

were given, following the end of WW II.  Someday Carol will tell us the story of how she found 

his grave out of thousands and thousands in the 10 minutes she had available.  But these kind of 

connections with the past, suddenly bring the past alive; bring the past into the present.  Roy and 

Ray were both at the D Day invasion in 1946, both risking their lives for their country, for us.  

Ray died; Roy survived.  But the debt we owe, which we so rarely consider, is immense.  What 

happened in the past is what allows the present to be what it is.  As genius Isaac Newton said in 

the 17th century,  reflecting on the scientific discoveries he made-- “If I have seen further it is 

only by standing on the shoulders of giants.”  He recognized the debt he owed to thinkers who 

had gone before him and provided the foundation for his discoveries.  All of us, in one way or 

another, stand on the shoulders of giants, of those who preceded us.  We are where we are, 

because of who they were and what they did. We probably don’t remember this as often as we 



should, but today, as we celebrate our 90th anniversary as a congregation, we do. We remember 

and are grateful for those shoulders on which we stand.  

 This reality hit home for me when I saw the amazing poster that Jim Allert created for 

this event.  I especially loved the parade of pastors off to the side, pictures of the 5 pastors who 

have served here for more than a year or two in our 90 year history.  Remarkably, there are only 

5 such pastors---nearly unheard of, especially in a smaller congregation. But there’s Pastor 

Enoch Tetlie, of whom we’ve heard already today and whose grandsons are here.  Then Pastor 

Jorgenson.  Then Pastor Reppe, who is with us this morning.  Then Pastor Phil, my husband, 

who will join us for our program, and finally, me.  Of course I loved this parade, because I’m the 

present culmination of it, right?   But, I also loved the realization that I was one of a chain of 

pastors, each one standing on the shoulders of their predecessor, to serve God in this place and 

time.  The difference in the robe styles, the movement from black and white photos to color, the 

movement from 4 taller men to 1 shorter woman---all of this filled me with delight.  All of us 

clergy have stood behind this pulpit; have served communion from this altar rail; have baptized 

out of that font.  What a legacy!  What a gift!  And what is true for the pastors is of course true 

for every one of us here today.  Think of church officers, for example. Michael Dent is our 

current treasurer; we have numerous former treasurers here this morning:  Mike Stiff, Marv Holt, 

(Karin Harris?), Melanie McMillion, probably others I’m forgetting---all of you are in line from 

Carl Erickson, in the late 1920s,  and don’t forget Mrs. Ivar Peterson,  the first woman officer of 

the congregation, who held that role of treasurer  for 18 years from 1957 on.  The same is 

obviously true of any office in the church or the women’s group, as well as for every member in 

general.  If you are sitting in a pew, you are not the first to do so----generations sat and 

worshipped there from 1938 on, when we purchased this building.  The kitchen may look 



different, but you are not the first to make coffee there or serve fishcakes or set up funeral 

luncheons.  Our music is amazing, between Carol, Lawrence, and our numerous choirs, but we 

are not the first to play instruments or sing chorally in this church. We have a wonderful crew of 

Children’s Church teachers, but there have been Sunday School teachers here since 1928, and 

you stand on their shoulders.  We are not the first to sing “Holy, Holy, Holy” as the opening 

hymn---it was sang for years that way by the generations that preceded us.  Whether you are 

working on weeding the garden or cleaning the bathroom, someone did those tasks 

before….even if the garden was nothing like it is today and the bathroom was an outhouse.  You 

are standing on someone’s shoulders.  We all are.  

 As a sign of respect to those forebears and their sturdy shoulders, parts of our service 

today reflect the past.  The picture on our cover was a drawing on the cover for the dedication 

service of the church for this present building in 1938.  We have that bulletin, thanks to Audrey, 

and many other elements of our service were drawn from that bulletin, including the hymns, 

“Now Thank We All Our God” and “The Church’s One Foundation”, both of which were used in 

that service 80 years ago.  The prayers printed on your insert were also taken from that service. 

We sang Holy, Holy, Holy, in honor of that tradition of opening worship with it for years, and 

the same for the closing hymn, “God Be With You Til We Meet Again”, also often sung as the 

service ended.  And of course, the general shape of the liturgy, of Word and Sacrament, has been 

the same not just for nearly a century, but for thousands of years.  We treasure and celebrate so 

much that our forebears provided! 

 But, lest we get overly sentimental, let’s not forget that the “good old days” weren’t 

uniformly good and golden, and there is much to be said for the present as well.  Did your tongue 

stumble over some of the words in those prayers?  We don’t generally use quite such formal 



language anymore.  And if you were here at the very beginning, in the late 1920s, you’d need to 

speak Norwegian to understand the service, and I don’t think most of us could do that. And the 

half of you sitting over there; you’d be sitting out in the field on your keisters, I’m afraid; that 

part of the building wasn’t here.  And if you needed to use the bathroom, you’d be running 

outside; one older member recalled how her mother always warned them on Sunday mornings, 

“Go to the bathroom now before we leave the house, or you’ll have to use the outhouse at 

church”.  No running water, either, so forget about getting a quick drink of water or washing 

your hands in the sink.  The glorious piano and pipe organ are relatively recent additions, as is 

the bell choir.  You couldn’t enjoy the beauty of the Memorial Garden, because it wasn’t there, 

and we didn’t even own the land. And there’d be way, way fewer of us, and we’d have a lot less 

budget resources than we do now to tackle the next projects.   We couldn’t have had the Muslim 

guests we hosted several years ago now, and there’d be no shorter, female pastor in that pastoral 

parade, years ago either.   We stand on the shoulders of those who went before us, and we are 

grateful, yes; but we might also be grateful for the present moment in which we live and move 

and have our being; our chance to be doing God’s work in this time and this place.   

 Long before our love for this well established church in 2018; long before our first 

forebears love for their fledgling congregation in 1928; nearly 3,000 years ago, in fact, there 

were people of faith who shared that same love for God, for the community of God’s people, and 

for their place of worship.  “How lovely is your dwelling place, O Lord of hosts”, sang the psalm 

writer.  “My soul longs for the courts of the Lord; my heart and body sing for joy to the living 

God.”   This psalm was quite possibly a song for religious pilgrims making their way to the 

Temple in Jerusalem, the place where God dwelled in a uniquely intense way.  Certainly the 

Hebrew people believed that the earth was full of God’s glory, but they also recognized that 



there was something specifically holy and set apart about the Temple, this designed place of 

intentional worship and praise.  Just as we know full well that God is present in every wind that 

blows and every breath we take where ever we are, but also know that in some way we 

experience God’s presence in a particularly strong way here, in our place of worship.  And 

hearing how these pilgrims couldn’t wait to return to the Temple, reminds me of the snow birds 

who return from their time in warmer climes and say to me, “We couldn’t wait to get back here.  

There really is no other church like this one.”  Which is something any member of any church 

might say, of course---we find that our home congregation occupies a special and unique place in 

our hearts.  We know the people here and they know us and we love each other anyway!.  We 

have been the recipients and the givers of support and help when needed.  We have rejoiced 

together and grieved together.  We have knelt at this altar rail where our forebears knelt and sung 

the hymns from these pews and seen the light come in through these windows.  We can sing 

right along with that psalm:  “How lovely is your dwelling place, O Lord of hosts.  Our souls 

long for the courts of the Lord.  Our hearts sing for joy to the living God.”   

 3,000 years ago, they had sparrows making nests within the massive open air structure of 

their temple; we have seagulls that roost on the roof and steeple.  So, we can relate to that also.  I 

think what we particularly relate to in this psalm is the overall attitude: one of joy, one of 

happiness, in joining with others of faith in a particular community and a particular sacred space 

to praise God.  “Happy are those who are in your house, singing your praise,” sings the psalm.  

Many current stereotypes of religiosity paint a rather grim picture of severe, judgmental folks 

who can’t get along with anyone, even each other.  That certainly wasn’t the case for this psalm 

writer thousands of years ago, and it certainly isn’t the case for us.  I have honestly never 

experienced a more buoyant, cheerful congregation.  Ever.  I’m not referring to forced cheer and 



fake smiles that sometimes again typify stereotypes of Christians---we certainly aren’t happy, 

happy all the time.  But, we are people who know we are blest to be together, who are joyful 

before the Lord, and who are happy to be about God’s work in this place and time.  So, whether 

3000 years ago or 90 years ago or right now in the present, we can say with confidence that those 

who trust in God, who praise God, have cause for joy and cause for gratitude.  And we are so 

blest to be among their number, and God has so blest us as we serve in this community.  In the 

final analysis, it all comes down to God—to our faith in God, the God whom we know in Christ.  

Our love for and faith in God, through Christ, is our foundation, just as it was the foundation for 

our forebears 90 years ago.  And so we can sing the same hymn they sang, with the same fervor 

and joy---the Church’s one foundation is Jesus Christ, her Lord.  Amen.  

  


