
 

 

 

 

 

April 14, 2020 

On Easter morning I made pancakes, poured some coffee and settled in at 

my dining room table to join the livestream worship. Looking at my screen 

before worship began, I couldn’t help but feel distant.  

So, I took stock of what I miss.  

I miss our greeters—welcoming members and visitors at each door.  

I miss our ushers—arriving early, setting out water, putting up hymn 

numbers and caring for everyone who enters the sanctuary.  

I miss our lectors—reading God’s word for all to hear. 

I miss the sound of our children running down the center isle for children’s time, seeking out cookies at 

coffee hour and asking questions that spark our imaginations.  

I miss our choir—their voices joining, which somehow carry us into God’s presence.  

I miss passing the peace—the buzz which fills the sanctuary with all our voices, offering God’s love and 

reconciliation.  

I miss conversations during coffee hour, holding a paper bulletin, the smell of fresh flowers in the sanctuary, 

most of all I miss being able to see each of you face to face.  

As I took stock—I realized the name for what I was feeling, grief.  

During this chaotic time, we’re all experiencing loss of the way “things have been”.  

School has moved on-line and students are having to navigate new realities—and major life milestones are 

having to be reimagined at best or simply canceled all together.  

As adults, our jobs look different, as those with children are having to become teachers as well as navigate 

how to continue working in the time of a pandemic.  

Family gatherings have moved on to zoom and if you are not technically proficient this can be a very isolating 

time.  

These are just a few of the many things we’re all grieving right now… 

As worship began on Easter morning—I watched as those of you who were gathered online began to greet 

each other, pass the peace, comment on the music and reflect on the sermon. Suddenly, the great cloud of 

witnesses was sitting with me at my dining room table and I found the connection my heart was so hungry 



for (even more than the pancakes…). And it gave me a glimmer of the good news, that Jesus truly has been 

raised from the dead and is on the loose, doing something new. 

As we journey through this very odd and sometimes scary time, we’re invited to name what we are missing 

and grieve that loss. Then, as people of faith, we get to look for how God is present.  

We may not see it right away—it may take time (just like the good news of the resurrection—it takes time to 

get the word out!)—but even as we name our grief, we might also catch a glimpse of how God is moving, 

breathing and calling forth new life—welcoming us into the resurrection.  

Peace,  

Mel 

 


