
Why Reopening a Church is Different  
By Rev. Alex A. Shanks  

(Assistant to Bishop Ken Carter of The Florida Annual Conference of the United Methodist Church) 

Everywhere we turn, people are talking about 
reopening. Should churches simply follow the 
same guidelines regarding reopening as other 
institutions? I believe there are practical principles 
and theological reasons why reopening our church 
campuses requires a different kind of thinking. The 
church shouldn’t be looking to sidestep the 
guidelines. The church shouldn’t be simply 
reacting to what others are doing. The church 
should be leading the way by modeling a method 
of safety for others to follow.  
 
Practical Principles 
 Churches need to open their campuses 

faithfully, not just safely  
 Churches are built primarily on trust.  
 Church finances should not be a primary 

consideration in the timing of reopening.  
 Reopening churches will require the building 

of a new culture  
 We can’t return to the church as it used to be.  

Theological considerations  
 A church is not primarily a building. 
  The body of Christ must honor the most 

vulnerable parts of the body as much as any 
other (1 Corinthians 12).  

 
So what do we do from here?  
 Whatever we do, churches should seek to 

exceed the basic health guidelines. 
 
Here are five things to keep in mind as you make 
your plans to reopen:  
 Build a healthy church team. 
 Learn as much as you can about the science of 

how the virus spreads.  
 Communicate clearly and often. 
 Go slow.  
 Keep the faith.  
 
This is only a summary of his article.  
The entire article can be found at: 
https://www.flumc.org/files/fileslibrary/
covid19+related/why_reopening_a_church_is_different-
rev_alex_shanks-5-18-2020.pdf  
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I REMEMBER MY FATHER…                                                           By Sandy Kelly 

My father was one of eight children.  He was born in 1915, way too young for WWI but just the right age for the Great Depression, 

1929 to 1933.  But the depression didn’t make much of an impact on his family.  They were farmers and grew their food then trad-

ed or bartered to supply most of their other needs.  Cash was in very, short supply, but they didn’t require a lot of money. They 

were self-sufficient. I remember the homemade chairs that always sat on the front porch.  The wooden frames were carved from 

either cypress, cedar, or oak, I don’t really remember which.  All woods were in plentiful supply.  The seats were made of cowhide 

squares that had slits made in each corner so that the square could be fitted over the upward thrusting part of the legs.  The cow-

hide was put on wet, each slit draped around the top of the leg, with the hair side up.  As the cowhide dried, it molded itself to the 

frame creating a tight fit. These chairs lasted as long as I can remember. Kitchen utensils, tool handles, bowls, buckets, and other 

implements were also made at home. 

My dad went to school but only completed the third grade.  Being a farmer’s son, his labor with the planting and harvesting was 

considered of more value than an education. Having a large family meant that they did not need to hire help. I never thought to ask 

him if he would have liked to get more training but my own opinion is that he enjoyed the hunting and fishing that went along with 

the farmer’s life much more than he liked class effort. Those outdoor traits are the strongest memories I have of my dad.  

By 1940, the war overseas was heating up and the draft was initiated. My dad was twenty-five. 

  

Like most young men, my dad was somewhat worried about being drafted but by 1941, he had a wife with a child on the way (Me!). 

The world was just beginning to recover from the depression and cash was still difficult to accumulate.  He tried picking citrus in the 

middle of the state but that lasted only as long as the fruit held out.  While he and my mother could live temporarily with relatives 

on either side of the new family, he had to find something that promised stability, a steady income.  So…feeling that it was inevita-

ble anyway, he signed up with the Army and by the time I was 18 months old, he had been shipped overseas. My mother and I lived 

with relatives while my mom worked at a laundry in downtown Lake City. 

I remember when he was discharged and arrived home in 1946.  There was a huge family celebration of course.  Fried chicken, po-

tato salad, slaw, mashed potatoes, greens and the inevitable banana pudding and angel food cake (dad’s favorites).  What a feast!  

The children were so excited they couldn’t stand themselves.  The grownups were infected with the same high spirits and with the 

glorious expectations brought about by the end of the war.  Things were going to be better!!  A job for every returning serviceman! 

Food on the table! Cash in the pocket! Life was going to be wonderful.  Within about nine months of my dad’s return, I had a baby 

brother; followed a year later by a baby sister; followed five years later by another baby sister.  

I remember my father as a hard worker.  He farmed for a couple of years, but the farm was isolated and had no modern conven-

iences other than electricity. To provide a steady income, my father applied for a position at the Lake City VA Hospital and was 

hired full-time.  The VA Hospital had been built in 1924 on the site of what had been Columbia College, a school operated by the 

Florida Baptist Convention. He sold the farm and moved into Lake City but before long, his love for making things grow caused led 

him to sell that home and buy another farm about four miles outside the city.  From that day forward, my dad had three full-time 

jobs.  Husband and father, VA employee and farmer.  

My father’s hands were always rough with cracks in the skin that would weep and bleed.  His hands were always busy planting, fer-



tilizing, weeding, reaping, building, repairing, you name it, he did it.  His VA job required that he wash his hands often, complicating the 

problem.  No creams or lotions seemed to help.  He finally settled on tallow, the rendered fat from hogs.  He would rub it in whenever he 

could.  In later life he had skin cancers on both hands caused by constant exposure to sunlight, fertilizers, plant insecticides and just plain 

wear and tear.  

Moods would get especially tense when harvest time came.  Tobacco, watermelons, corn, and garden vegetables were our cash crops and 

there was a constant undertone of worry from planting through harvesting, a concern with what the monetary reward would be for all the 

hard work.  I can remember loading up the truck with bushel baskets of vegetables to take to the Farmer’s Market on Beaver Street in 

Jacksonville.  It was a depressing day when we had to take home most of the load, but everyone would be smiling when all the baskets 

came home empty. I also remember hawking watermelons from the back of a truck through the streets.  My sisters and my brother nearly 

died of mortification! 

My sisters reminded me of an event when dad was chopping wood.  The axe head flew off the handle just as he raised it over his body.  It 

came down right on the top of his head, leaving a deep gash that bled.  Forever it seemed.  Go to the doctor?  Of course not! “It’ll stop”, 

he said.  (My first sister’s version.  My baby sister insists that he just drove himself to the hospital) But that was my dad. An independent. 

A hard worker. A person who did what had to be done and took the hard knocks as easily as he took the rewards.  On the surface at least.  

He was the type of person who would give you the shirt off his back if you asked.  I remember that he once co-signed for a friend to buy a 

car.  Unfortunately, the owner didn’t keep his end of the bargain and dad ended up paying the balance. Dad didn’t even get to keep the 

car! 

I don’t remember him as a very talkative person.  It was apparent that he enjoyed visiting with his siblings. They would laugh and joke, tell 

tall tales, slap one another on the shoulder and argue at times of course. At home, conversation was primarily about what had to be done 

next or what was needed by growing children. I don’t recall that he actually ever said the words, “I love you.” But the pride he took in each 

child’s accomplishments was evident on his face. I remember him as relaxed only on those times when we were picnicking at a lake or 

fishing with family and companions at the Suwannee or at Steinhatchee. There were occasions, after much begging, when he would load 

up the car with towels and innertubes to take us to Deep Creek or to the Ichetucknee so we could splash and play while he sat and en-

joyed the day. Or, my mother would prepare a picknick lunch and we would drive out to Ocean Pond to spend the day. We loved for him 

to throw us into the water or let us jump from his shoulders. Other times, we would all pile into the car with quilts, popcorn and drinks 

and go to the drive-in movie.  That’s where I developed my night fears after watching things like, “The Invasion of the Body Snatchers” and 

“House on Haunted Hill”. 

Dad especially enjoyed the role of grandfather. He loved to take the kids boating to fish on the Sante Fe river. The boys would camp over-

night on the banks and early in the morning, dad would take them hot breakfast cooked by my mother. He was especially proud of his 

grandchildren and would do just about anything for them.  He walked my niece down the aisle wearing house slippers because his feet 

were so swollen and painful that he couldn’t bear shoes and could barely walk. He loved playing cards with all of us.  But I must be honest.  

He loved to win, and he cheated! 

Dad didn’t often go to church.  He attended funerals and weddings as a part of his life, but preaching wasn’t something that interested 

him.  He was baptized as a child, but I don’t think he ever developed that close relationship with God that we all aspire to.  Mom would 

read to him from the Bible, but he refused to discuss any salvation issues.  Only God knows the state of a person’s soul and I can’t say one 

way or another whether he ever surrendered his heart to Jesus. It wasn’t something he would talk about. He went into the VA hospital 

with infections in his feet, got better and was ready to be released.  That same day, while mom was waiting to take him home, he had a 

stroke.  He soon sank into a coma and was never alert or aware through his death several weeks later.  

 

2 Peter 3:9 ESV  

The Lord is not slow to fulfill his promise as some count slowness, but is patient toward you, not wishing that any should perish, but 

that all should reach repentance.   

Romans 6:14 ESV  



Debbie and Nancy recently spruced up 

“Julie’s Garden” at our church fellowship 

hall.  

Other areas around the church grounds 

could use some loving care, too. If you 

would like to help, either individually or as 

a group, feel free to call one of us.  

Volunteer time/dates are not set— we 

work when available.  

Let us know if you would like to join our 

“grounds- sprucing team!” 

 

  Debbie K. ( 933-7568) 

  Nancy T. (954-224-7354) 

Let’s Volunteer! 

Candy Janes  06/02 

James Andrew  06/06 

Edward Kim  06/09 

Jim Parido  06/10 

Samuel Ballew  06/10 

Laura DeBose  06/11 

Bud Young  06/13 

Desiree Reed  06/13 

Russell Clark  06/16 

Bunny Sims  06/19 

Patty Core  06/19 

Grace Tuong  06/24 

Joey Hollis  06/25 

Andy Hough  06/26 

Randy Shively  06/27 

H. Billy Kelly  06/28 

Suzanne McGill  06/28 

HAPPY BIRTHDAY TO YOU! HAPPY ANNIVERSARY TO YOU! 

 

Thomas & Rebecca Stumbaugh   06/02 

Jim & Sally Matthews  06/04 

Jack & Cora Ann Chapman   06/07 

Buddy & Beth Spradley   06/29 


