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What I have to keep telling myself, though, is that the willingness to accept and
embrace what is new is the only way through this difficult time. In worship, that
might be singing a new hymn to help us process the pain we are all feeling, or
learning to use a new software program to allow us to see and connect with each
other online, or even and especially for our choir, exploring a new way to sing –
recording ourselves singing in our homes and exposing a layer of vulnerability
which is new and at times uncomfortable.
In this season of needing familiarity and constants, I long for church on Sundays
where we can dress our best, smell the wood floors and pews of the sanctuary, and
see the stained glass reflected on the walls of our sacred space. The hard-toswallow pill of worshiping from home can look and taste like disconnection - and
for many, loneliness. The church has always been a place (and I don’t necessarily
mean physically) where people can come together for community, belonging, and
mission. But being together is taking on a new meaning these days when we
cannot “gather.” I saw a post on social media recently that read:
“We isolate now / so that when we gather again / no one is missing.”
I loved it for its simplicity and truth, but also for the way that it also envelops the
new and the old – our new practices making space for the old ones to return, when
it is safe.
In the weeks and months ahead, I pray that we might find joy in the ways we can
be together when we cannot gather and that we might rejoice in the steadfastness
of God who is simultaneously “ay the same” and making all things new.
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