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Sacred Texts 
 

I saw a story recently on Facebook about a young woman from Arkansas, age 23, whose 
dad died four years ago. Every day since his passing, Chastity Patterson has texted his number 
to share about her day. She said it made her feel closer to him and she hoped somehow he 
was receiving her messages. She related the ups and downs of her life, including overcoming 
cancer, finishing college, and her heartbreak when a significant relationship ended.  

 
She never expected a reply, of course. She knew the texts were for her, yet she sent 

them anyway, day after day, year after year. Then on October 25, the day before the four-year 
anniversary of her father's death, she got a huge surprise: a response to her text.  

 
A man who identified himself as Brad answered, "Hi sweetheart, I am not your father, 

but I have been getting all your messages for the past 4 years." Brad said that his own daughter 
had died in a car accident in 2014, and Chastity's daily messages had "kept me alive."  

 
What a sweet story! I'd love to know the rest of it - whether this daughter who lost her 

dad and this dad who lost his daughter have connected further now that they've                       
acknowledged their incredible correspondence. 

 
I understand Chastity's practice of texting her deceased father. I've never typed a                 

message and hit “Send” to a person who isn't living, but I have texted people who are                     
important to me, but with whom I'm not in contact for various reasons. They are still living,  
but we don't communicate regularly. Some of them I just “text” in my mind. We drifted apart 
as our life situations changed. Others are involved in my life and dear, but texting everyday 
how much they mean to me and how grateful I am for their presence seems excessive, even 
creepy. 

 

editor Daisy Wilson 



When I teach about trusting God, I often joke that it would be easier if God would            
just text me. I chat with God frequently throughout the day, sharing observations, asking                    
questions, or begging for clarity or presence. Often, believe it or not, I'm certain I get a                    
response. No, my phone doesn't chime and I don't see words on the screen, but I receive            
an answer nonetheless. 

 
Regularly it's something in nature - the exquisite moon in the night sky or a special    

feeling of presence while on a leisurely walk. Sometimes it's more tangible, like an email            
from someone who writes to say how much a sermon meant to his or her faith journey.            
Maybe it's a phone call from a desperate person looking for help, and I get to remember   
what that felt like and offer experience, strength, and hope. It might be a colleague who's 
sharing something funny or meaningful.  

 
Occasionally, it's a gift left at the back door or a card in the mail or online, and I know 

the sacrifice or gratitude that prompted it. Maybe it's a special friend or family member who 
communicates some minutiae about his or her day that delights me, or an unplanned video 
chat with one of my grandchildren. Or it's a song or something I read that encourages my 
heart.  

 
Texting a deceased person? Makes perfect sense to me! And responding to a stranger 

who had texted his number daily for four years? Sounds right. I just wonder why it took Brad 
so long to text back. I suspect he was reluctant to jinx the supply of sacred texts by confirming 
their receipt. 

 
The exchange of these two very connected strangers prompts me to be more attuned 

to the messages I send and to those I receive. God's voice just might be present in both if I'm 
paying attention. Is there someone you want to text today? 



 

 

October Birthdays 

Ben Wilson...October 01 

Melissa Merritt...October 04 

Emily Carver...October 13 

Charles Johnson...October 13 

Lauren Guinn...October 14 

Catie Tierney...October25 

Darcy Clark...October 26 

Diana Franco...October 27 

Chandler Hurst...October 28 

Jeff Martin...October 30 

Lou Hennesy...October 31 

Meghan Nwawel...October 31 

Sissy Watson...October 31 

Meghan is checking out her 

new baby brother….Jay Ayden 

Nwewel 

Born September 21, 2020 

Weighing 7 lbs 8 oz 



    To                                                                  

worry is to put today’s sunshine                                             

behind tomorrow’s clouds.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Aren’t we Blessed to live in a community         

where the above sign                                                                  

“You have been Prayed For ”                                                               

can be posted in front of city hall?? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

As we opened the sanctuary back 

up for face-to-face worship. JoAnn 

placed flowers in the church in 

memory of her mother who would 

have been 95 on September 10th. 

As I wish to thank everyone for their thoughts, prayers, cards, donations in her memory and calls in                                                        

the recent loss of my dear, sweet and only sister Linda ( she and I were very close),                                                                                                                     

I found the following prayer that expresses my love and thanks to each of you.  

Dear Lord, I am blessed to have such good friends in my life, friends who share my                                                 

sadness and my joy, my pain and my excitement, and who are always there for me                                                 

when I need them. Just as I can always lean on you for anything, Lord, I know you                                                          

have given me these angels on earth who I can lean on as well. The love of these                                                       

wonderful people fills my soul. I could not imagine living without them.                                                                     

May I always do for them what they have done for me. Amen 

Thanks, Daisy 


