
Blessing in an Eastertide living with Coronavirus 
 
 
Easter God, who walks through walls 
to breathe peace, 
bless those who do not have the luxury 
of physical distancing -- 
 
those who live with many in small spaces  
because they are poor, 
who are in prison, assisted living, 
detention facilities, nursing homes, 
refugee camps, shelters, 
 
those who work in fields, 
food processing plants, 
takeout restaurant kitchens, 
and the tight spaces  
of so many essential services, 
 
those who rescue others, nurse others, 
put handcuffs on others, 
feed others by hand, 
and worry about giving CPR. 
 
For they breathe the risk of all of us, 
bear the anxiety of a society, 
 
and yet must listen to those eager 
to “reopen” an economy 
in which their places  
have never been sheltered. 
 
Disturb those with the privilege 
to stay safe,  
not just to say it like a mantra, 
or sell it for money,  
but to find ways to give more safety 
to those who know it least. 
 
 
The Blessing of Thomas 
 
“Blessed are those who have not seen and yet have come to believe.” (John 20:29b) 
 
Blessed are the ones, says Thomas, 



to those who listen to him  
this eastertide,  
who don’t need a sanctuary to worship God. 
 
Blessed are those who don’t need a choir 
to hear holy music, 
and who don’t need to sit in a pew 
to open their hearts in prayer, 
and who don’t need a stained glass window, 
or a preacher or even bread and cup 
to find the good news. 
 
Blessed are those who really touch  
even with gloves on, 
who really smile with a mask, 
who can be kind on Facetime or Zoom, 
who follow a livestream to find Jesus alive. 
 
But also blessed is the Thomas  
in every one of us 
who acknowledges our longing  
to hold someone’s real warm hand 
not just the story of a hand 
that reaches out to someone else, 
 
and who wants to feel  
not Jesus long-ago bleeding side 
(we congratulate ourselves about that) 
but at least to feel side by side  
with other Christians 
in order to be side by side with Christ. 
 
Blessed is the Thomas in all of us 
who lives with doubts and hopes, 
 
and learns to let go of all expectations 
when waiting to meet God. 
 
 
A Confession in a Season of Coronavirus 
 
God, we confess our emotional isolation, 
and pray for forgiveness 
for spiritual distance from others. 
 
Some of us are desperately lonely 



and assume what defines quarantine 
is endless streaming, 
books, new recipe, facetime, 
and envying those with family in flesh. 
 
Some of us long for a half hour alone 
that is not in the shower, 
and wonder how long till our families 
forget that really bad burst of temper. 
 
Most of us do not pray daily 
for those unsafe-in-place, locked down 
with those who endanger their lives. 
 
God, our empathy is withered 
and we do not try enough to walk a mile 
in another’s mask and gloves. 
amen 
 
Assurance of Grace 
The opening of the heart does not wait for the re-opening of schools or economies or social 
protocol. Never alone and always alone, you are forgiven. 
 
 
Beatitudes not meant to be frivolous 
 
Blessed are you when you give up lipstick, 
because you wear a mask 
to protect those you meet -- 
 
for God will smile on you. 
 
Blessed are you when you adopt 
or foster new companion animals, 
in the midst of isolation 
and the need for many  
to surrender beloved pets -- 
 
for you’ll know love and challenge. 
 
Blessed are you when you put  
the teddy bears in your windows, 
or throw them open and clap 
even when the nearest neighbor is a mile away, 
 
for you’ll see gentleness and hear thanks. 



 
Blessed are you when you post silly memes, 
greet yourself by mistake on Zoom, 
alternate between kondo-neat 
and a pile of pajama bottoms in the corner, 
read too much news and eat chocolate, 
 
for laughter will cradle your heart. 
 
Blessed are you when you paint 
stones for the side the road 
draw art in sidewalk chalk, 
teach children to paint or draw, 
and model for them  
not just handwashing technique 
but treasuring hours 
that could be mistaken for empty, 
 
for your minutes will be full of color. 
 
Blessed are you when you notice  
a pair of cardinals. 
and ask someone what they noticed today, 
and listen to the answer, 
 
for you will always be able to pray. 
 
 
Ramadan Mubarak, 2020 
 
Ramadan Mubarak, 
my neighbors, 
even in this season of coronavirus 
and shelter in place. 
 
Deep goodness in the fasting 
and the prayers of day. 
May the beauty of Qur’an 
in virtual recitation 
be a guide in all your living. 
 
May Iftar be a time of small sweetnesses, 
and Tarawih at home, 
so new and strange, 
fill your heart with blessing. 
 



Greetings to all from Christians who are also People of the Book and who have just passed 
through our holiest time of the year with a combination of online community and home-based 
devotion.  
 
Improv on Psalm 84  (for our friends in the United Church in Australia) A Lament for 
Worship in the Temple ... 
 
How lovely is your sanctuary,  
our sanctuary, O God. 
My soul longs for the pews or chairs 
for the clear windows to the world around 
or glass in sparkling color 
that tells the sweet old stories. 
 
My heart and my voice crack with tears 
because I miss the music of a choir, 
even an imperfect organist, 
and, yes, even my own tune-in-a-bucket voice 
singing concealed by a crowd -- 
for I am not going to open my mouth 
and embarrass myself on Zoom 
making a joyful noise to the living God. 
 
Even the smallest children find  
a second and holy home, 
even babies brought in arms for baptism, 
pets brought to Blessing the Animals, 
guests who sit in the back pew 
because maybe, just maybe, 
they want a wedding here someday, 
guests who sit at the homeless meal -- 
which is every bit as much 
a nest at your altar. 
     
Happy are those who worship in your home, 
and don’t want to see the inside of mine. 
 
Happy are those who meet to plan mission 
in the basements of a blessed place, 
easily able to see who wants to talk  
because hearts show in the eyes. 
And happy are those who share  
a common room 
of prayer shawls and conversation  
rather than crafting tenderness  
with crochet hooks  



while binge-watching television. 
 
And they go from strength to strength 
who drink coffee and eat cake 
at coffee hour, 
or just drink lots and lots and lots of coffee 
at AA, NA, GamAnon meetings. 
 
God, hear my whining prayer; 
give ear, O God of the wilderness 
who at least gave a design  
for a beautiful traveling tent. 
Accept my sadness, 
missing the place of memories and love. 
 
For I know that worship online,  
and meetings, too 
are precious in your sight, 
and I would rather be a distance-keeper  
in the virtual house of God, 
than re-open too soon and risk the health 
of even one of God’s children. 
 
I know that God bestows a blessing  
on livestream and facetime 
honor on Youtube and Zoom. 
No good thing does God withhold 
from those who worship digitally. 
 
But, God of the temple in our hearts, 
we trust you with our lament, 
our discontent, our loss ... and our longing  
 
to be glad when we hear them say -- 
Let us go to the house of God! 
 
Thanks to Rev. Sandy Boyce of Pilgrim Uniting Church, Adelaide, South Australia who invited 
me to write a lament for a parishioner who was participating in virtual worship but deeply 
missing the church building with its memories and companionship ... as well as feeling odd 
having the whole congregation viewing their home. I think a lot of us feel this way and so it 
seemed like turning Psalm 84's celebration inside out was calling to me. 
 
Blessing this complicated life 
 
Alice asked me last week,  
“Do you have a poem about trying to help a child  



figure out the volume of a prism  
while trying to plan worship at the same time?” 
 
I think about my week -- 
when Earth Day came, I was not 
at a climate change event, 
Arbor Day and I did not plant a tree. 
 
I bowed my head for Yom Hashoah  
as Jewish neighbors 
lit virtual candles for names 
of those lost in the Holocaust, 
and for Armenian Remembrance Day 
that it teach the world 
genocide must not be forgotten, 
 
On ANZAC day in Australia 
and Aotearoa New Zealand -- 
the courage and losses of world wars 
are as fresh as poppies  
cut by children in red paper 
while people woke at six  
to stand in driveways or by mailboxes 
in a social distance salute. 
 
Ramadan began, too, in fasting and prayer 
with its holy center this year 
in homes of the faithful, 
while Poetry Month drew to its end 
with very few readings 
but a snow of verses telling how we feel. 
 
Blessed is this time 
when we are connected in deep old ways, 
and do so by learning new ways -- 
 
to mark the prism and the prayer, 
that both bend light into hope. 
 
(For Alice Rauch who inspired this blessing and Rosalie Sugrue who shared her handmade 
family ANZAC poster ... black print says “Be grateful that the current world war is not countries 
uniting to kill but countries uniting to save lives.” 
 
 
A Blessing from Acts 2: 42-47 
 



Blessed are the ones  
who hold things so much in common  
that they will not eat meat 
with glad and generous hearts 
if meat packers are forced into work 
where they will become sick. 
 
Blessed are the ones 
who hold things so much in common 
that when they break bread 
in their own homes, 
it becomes a sacrament 
that awes the world.  
 
Blessed are the ones 
who day by day by day by day, 
spend time not together but apart  
and call it loving; 
 
and blessed are the ones  
who day by day by day by day, 
rejoice when God adds to the number 
who are being saved, 
but it does not mean 
anything about religion. 
 
And blessed are you 
when you live a first century faith, 
letting financial security go, 
but never joy. 
 
Blessing from John 14 in a season of coronavirus 

Your hearts are troubled, 
and it is no sacrilege to let them be so. 

Someone you know just entered 
God’s house -- 
the one with the footprint 
of so many rooms 
for every faith in the world, 
for every child of God, 
even the ones who don’t think 
they have a faith. 



Blessed are they 
everyone in a place just right, 
and prepared so lovingly. 

Some are in the chapel 
watching the angel rehearsal, 
others in a bedroom, 
resting after a long, tiring life. 

Some are in the kitchen 
drinking coffee with grandma, 
or are in the yard playing catch 
with a dog gone a decade, 
or are met on the front porch 
by someone running 
to wrap them in arms of love. 

Yes, blessed are they, 
but, in our time of coronavirus, 
isolated grief, postponed memorials, 
Jesus saying -- 
“I won’t leave you orphaned,” 
just feels like a lie. 

Blessed are you who insist, 
like Thomas did, that we don’t know 
even where Jesus has gone, 
so how can we know the way? 

For the answer comes. 
“Look how I lived -- that is the Way. 
Listen in your heart -- 
because even when the religions 
try to organize the be-jesus 
out of mystery, 
I don’t tell the heart unTruth. 
And trust Life -- the one that gave you 
those memories of joy, 
and the one you keep on living 
to your own holy threshold. 

"You cannot outrun grief 
or outsmart the universal love of God, 
but you can hold my hand.” 

 



A Blessing for Nurses 
 
We are in the middle of National Nurses Week May 6-12 which ends on Florence Nightingale’s 
200th birthday. Florence Nightingale changed the world. The nurses of our time, RN’s, LNA’s, 
CNA’s, in hospitals, nursing homes, assisted living facilities, public housing, schools, 
correctional facilities, testing centers and so many other settings have changed the world. They 
are part of a gifted, exhausted and self-sacrificial community of health professionals, but this is 
the week when we call them out and honor them, even as we remember that many are poorly 
paid, many are being laid off, and far more are forced into unnecessarily unsafe conditions, 
 
Three quotations from Florence Nightingale: 
 
“I think one’s feelings waste themselves in words, they ought all to be distilled into actions and 
into actions which bring results.” 
“What cruel mistakes are sometimes made by benevolent men and women in matters of business 
about which they know nothing and think they know a great deal.” 
“Live life when you have it. Life is a splendid gift – there is nothing small about it.” 
 
A Blessing for Nurses in a Season of Coronavirus 
 
May there be for you a time to rest, 
for the sake of you and not just so you can work harder. 
 
May there be a time to laugh, 
with colleagues and patients and those you love. 
 
May there be a time to grieve, 
and caregivers now and in months to come 
to help you through  
the great and terrible thorns of it. 
 
May your feelings be honored, 
your warning words and your wisdom words be heard, 
and your actions bring results. 
 
May others sweep the mistakes  
of the well-meaning and the politically motivated 
away from your path, so you can do 
what needs to be done. 
 
May the life that you have, this splendid gift 
be protected by others  
so you do not need to suture society 
as well as do your own work. 
 
May people who don’t know, not pretend that they do. 



 
May people know they cannot understand  
what your families 
are giving now and for years to come 
 
May there be a memory of these months 
stronger than car parades,  
and more sustaining than free pizza  
or the empty words of politicians, 
 
and may it sound like this -- 
“my parent, grandparent, friend, beloved 
was a nurse during COVID-19 
and I will never stop being proud,” 
 
and even more like this --  
“when I grow up, I want to become a nurse.” 
 
 
A Prayer for Mother’s Day, 2020 
 
God, shattered around us shine  
broken pieces of mothering this year -- 
 
the longing to touch hands 
that are sheltered in place 
but not this place, 
that is surely the color of love, 
 
new grieving 
and old grieving renewed, 
 
surprising nurturers found --  
some who have 
no biological links.  
 
Also scattered here are the good,  
the bad and the not-facebook -- 
of eight weeks gentle-grumpy caring 
for pre-schoolers, 
the hair-pulling of home-schooling, 
or roller-coaster of adolescence 
never intended  
to be endured peer-free 
and queasy with spring semester 
disappointments. 



 
Here is newly imperfect parenting, 
some hard old mistakes, 
 
and the recognition that few 
relationships 
resemble pieces of chocolate  
in the russell stover box 
(descriptions on inside cover) 
 
so much as a mix of glass and stones 
from which pieces  
we form a unique, wholly personal 
mosaic of being mothered 
and of nurturing, 
 
for some of us, the uneven floor 
upon which we stand, 
for others an icon into which we gaze 
to glimpse the sliver of love. 
 
 
A Blessing for Checkpoints on Oglala Sioux and Cheyenne River Sioux Land 
located in South Dakota 
 
 
God, you call us to prepare a way for God’s people 
and to make safe the highway, 
and so we celebrate 
how beautiful upon that highway  
are the voices of those who ask -- 
“Do you have a fever? Do you have a cough?  
Do you have an essential business?" 
 
We give thanks for sentinels who give time 
to guard people from coronavirus 
on their sovereign land -- 
who make sure that food, supplies, mail, 
travels easily from checkpoints A to B, 
reaching people safely -- 
the Oglala Sioux and Cheyenne River Sioux 
and those who sojourn in their land. 
 
We give thanks that, in a place 
of limited health care, 
these nations alone enacted stay-at-home, 



facilitate travel to medical appointments, 
and have given visitors  
an early warning of their illness.  
 
We give thanks for the leadership  
of Julian BearRunner, Chase Iron Eyes, 
Harold Frazier, and many others. 
We give thanks for support 
of local law enforcement, BIA, 
and Department of the Interior. 
 
And we pray that some 
who plan to undo these checkpoints 
turn back from following 
the heritage of those who killed with illness 
and honor the path of wisdom, 
respecting the nation in their midst.  
amen 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
 
 


