
Dear ones, 

I hope this finds you well and happy.  I’m delighted to be able to see you on screen at services or 
book group or coffee hour or in meetings.  I miss you all, and especially those of you whom I 
haven’t “seen” in so many months.  
 
This is a strange and challenging time as we make our way, like God’s people of the Exodus, 
through the liminal wilderness between what we have known and what we don’t yet know. We 
understand that the sacrifices required of us right now are an essential form of loving our 
neighbor.  And still, we sometimes grow weary in this wilderness. We thirst for the joy of being 
together and seeing each other face-to-face, we hunger for the blessings of gathered worship, 
we long for communion and the freedom of life before the pandemic. 
 
And so I have been thinking a lot about loss in these last few months, and about the profound 
difference between ambiguous and unambiguous losses.  I have come to understand that the 
unambiguous losses – the cancelled vacation, the inability to gather at church, the death in the 
family – these are losses we recognize and can name, and so we have some idea of what to do 
with them. But the ambiguous losses—the loss of “normal” things like being able to touch each 
other, being at ease in public places, the freedom to come and go— these losses can be harder 
to name and to know what to do with. When we don’t feel safe at the post office, can’t smell a 
cantaloupe through our masks or wrap our arms around the people we love, we are 
experiencing loss.  And great or small, these losses and the grief that comes with them, need to 
be tended to.  Of course, we recognize that most of us have only been “minorly inconvenienced” 
compared to the wider world, and yes, we are grateful for our continued blessings.  And still, 
both anxiety and loss are in the air and, for some of us, loneliness, heartache and grief can be 
profound. 
 
How are you taking care of yourselves?  Do you spend time in reflection, or do you find that 
you’re mostly reacting? I have noticed that when I feel overwhelmed by the multiple crises of 
pandemic, racism and public discord, when I feel saddened and stressed by the isolation from 
my wider community, the very easy going person I am accustomed to being can have a hard time 
showing up. Sometimes I criticize myself for that and sometimes I don’t.  What I know is that 
compassion – for others and for myself – seems more important now than ever. I am learning 
that I need to take more time to reflect, not just on the circumstances of the day, but on my 
interior life as well.  Where is God for me today?  When did I notice the beauty of creation?  
Whose life did I touch with a phone call or a prayer or a note?  What good did I do in the world 
today?  And how did I care for my relationships – with God, with others and with myself?  Those 
questions aren’t a checklist of things to do, they are a way of being, ensuring our continued 
connection with God, with each other, and with ourselves.  These connections are harder to 
maintain in our quarantined wilderness, and it is essential to allow ourselves the oasis of quiet 
where we can reflect on our interior lives, and attend to the divine presence—which is always 
and everywhere present.  
 



Can we see this time as an opportunity to deepen our souls? In the absence of so many things to 
do and places to go, we are being given the gift of spacious and unstructured time to examine 
and explore our inner lives. Might we consider this time a gift that allows us to spend more time 
in prayer, scripture and reflection?  I encourage you to do that and to see where it takes you.  
My own experience is that the more time I spend reflecting, the less time I spend reacting. 
Creating a quiet interior space allows us to hear the still, small voice of God, the God who is 
always speaking if we will only stop to listen. When we make room for the quiet, we will hear 
God’s voice.  I hope you’ll write to me and tell me where you’re finding God these days, or where 
you’re not.  It’s hard for me not to be able to see your faces and check in with you each Sunday.  
Know that I welcome your notes and your calls and your questions and joys and frustrations and 
that I very much want to hear from you, about little or big things.  
 
Because all of my “preaching” is preaching to myself, I am taking some time for reflection.  Jim 
and I will be taking a vacation over the next two weeks and look forward to a lot of birdwatching, 
kayaking, reading, reflecting and quiet.  On August 23rd (the day we would have had Church on 
the Beach in safer times), there won’t be a service streamed from St Barnabas, so I heartily 
recommend visiting St Mark’s Cathedral or the National Cathedral for services that Sunday.   
 
One of the reasons I feel comfortable going away for a couple of weeks is because the parish is in 
such a good place.  Though physically separate we are connected in faith, hope and love, and 
those connections remain strong. You’ll be in good hands while I am away, with Rev. Patricia and 
Rev. Nancy available should you experience a pastoral emergency.  Your staff continues to work 
well as a team, gathering twice each week to check in, share stories and plan our work together.  
Lay leaders Kirk & Peggy Eichenberger, Phil & Laurie Fergusson, and Brian Andvik and Laura 
Carroll lead night prayers online each Monday, Wednesday and Friday evening with the beautiful 
Compline service, and Centering Prayer continues to happen every Tuesday morning. Your 
vestry, finance committee and outreach team all continue to do the work of the parish and the 
work of the gospel by meeting and planning and sharing and giving.  Your giving continues to be 
so generous and for that we are profoundly grateful.  As you read in the 2nd quarter financial 
report, despite our inability to welcome renters or Sunday worshippers, we should, God willing, 
finish 2020 in a strong financial position, with high hopes for 2021.   
 
Like you, I long to be together again, especially in worship.  Regrettably, being together in church 
is less a possibility now than it was months ago.  COVID-19 cases continue to rise on Bainbridge 
Island, throughout Kitsap County and in our country and it is not safe for all of us to be together, 
particularly in our sanctuary.  Because we have no air exchange equipment in the sanctuary, we 
are unable to gather there while the virus is still very active.  The COVID-19 task force recently 
completed the work of creating protocols for the church and the Day School so that when we are 
able to be together again, we will be prepared to offer the safest possible circumstances.  Until 
we can do that, we will continue to stream services, to consider the possibility of safely meeting 
outdoors, to pray for each other and to be in touch in all the ways we can be. 
 
God is in all of this.  Don’t forget that.  Look for the many ways God is at work in your lives and in 

the world and then tell each other about it and tell me about it!  Share the good news of Jesus 

https://saintmarks.org/worship/live-stream/
https://cathedral.org/worship/


Christ with each other and with a world that needs good news!  Hold one another, and our 

common life, in your prayers. We are God’s people, wandering in a particularly strange 

wilderness these days, but the wilderness, while challenging, is also a place of unique gifts not 

always found in more comfortable or familiar places.  

Our fasting from church, from time together, from communion can, if we let it, bring us closer 

and closer to God.  Don’t let this strange and tender time go to waste – it is a time of profound 

possibility.  Like Lent, this is a time we can let go of all that distracts us from the God who loves 

us and who longs for us to draw near. We will feast together again, I know.  Until then, stay 

connected to God and each other, and stay connected to your church.  Our buildings may be 

closed, but our church and our hearts are open!  Know that I pray for you each day and that I 

hold you in my heart until I can be with you again.  Sending love and all God’s blessings to you all.   

Faithfully, Karen† 

  

 


