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	   	   	   	   	   	   MOTHER JANET’S COVID-19 PASTORAL UPDATE 
             THURSDAY IN THE THIRD WEEK OF EASTER, 2020 
	  
	   	   	   	   	   	   	  
TACOMA, WASHINGTON 

ALLELUIA! CHRIST IS RISEN! 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Dear Alleluia People, 
 The sturdy wooden bridge you see above crosses Chambers Creek, down the road from 
where I live in Lakewood, on one of my favorite dog-walking routes. The bridge leads from my 
typical Lakewood neighborhood of middle class homes to a small area where there are two 
lovely creek-side houses. It must be wonderful to live in those. The bridge is private, but I like to 
go just a little way out onto it, just enough to see the creek rushing toward and away from me. 
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 I’m certainly not the first to see in the flowing water of a creek, stream or river a 
metaphor for the passage of time. My mind immediately goes, and yours may have, too, to the 
words, “Time, like an ever-rolling stream, bears all our years away; they fly, forgotten, as a 
dream dies at the opening day,” from the hymn “O God, our help in ages past.” 
 

 In the left-hand picture, around the bend where I cannot see: the past – some of it 
remembered, more forgotten, but all leading to where and who I am today. 
 

 The bridge where I stand: the present – right now. 
 

 In the right-hand picture, around the bend where the creek disappears – lies the future:  
ever a mystery – even more un-knowable in these days of pandemic.  
 

 We can’t see around that bend. We can only stand on the bridge of today, pay attention 
to what we know today and what we can learn today, trusting in God’s wisdom and guidance 
to teach us and lead us forward. In this time of pandemic, God is doing that in so many ways: 
through Presiding Bishop Michael Curry and our Bishop, Greg; through Governor Inslee and 
public health officials; through scientists and researchers, nurses and doctors, data gatherers and 
quantifiers around the world; through the shared experiences of all of us who are going through 
this together; in the ways people everywhere are working and caring for one another and 
helping the most vulnerable among us. God is present in compassion and love. 
 

 I began this letter on Thursday, but decided to wait to finish it until Governor Inslee’s 
Friday press conference on re-opening. As you may already know, he has mandated another 
month of “Stay Home” with some careful reopening of a few more businesses and small 
outdoor activities. There will be 4 phases of gradual reopening – as long as the virus does not 
rebound, which would set us back to previous phases. The more careful we are now and across 
these phases, the more likely it will be that eventually we will find a new and safe “normal.”  
  

 When will that normal come for us? When will we be able to gather together again for 
worship, coffee hour, classes, meals, meetings? We don’t know. Decisions will depend on what 
science and data tell us as that work goes on day by day, week by week, month by month. 
While there is still a risk of contagion, our safety and that of others must be our priority. We 
must do this One Day at a Time, and our priority must be to put no one in danger, do no harm.  
 

 I think we are in this for what will seem a very long haul and I suspect many of you are 
lamenting this already. It is saddening, disappointing, frustrating. The new and safe normal 
around that bend in Chambers Creek may be farther away than we wish and may not look like 
what we presently desire or expect. But take heart. We are the Body of Christ. God is with us, 
working in and through us. Every day on the way offers healing and blessing. May we look for 
the healing and blessing, receive the healing and blessing, be the healing and blessing. 
 

(From last Thursday’s Evening Prayer:  
 “. . . though I am absent in body, yet I am with you in spirit, and I rejoice to see your 
morale and the firmness of your faith in Christ. As you therefore have received Christ Jesus the 
Lord, continue to live your lives in him, rooted and built up in him and established in the faith, 
just as you were taught, abounding in thanksgiving.” The Letter of Paul to the Colossians 2:5-7) 
 

Easter blessings, with love for you in the Risen One, 
Janet+     

(For the full text of “O God, our help in ages past” see next page) 
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The Hymnal 1982, # 680 

 

1 O God, our help in ages past, 

 our hope for years to come, 

 our shelter from the stormy blast, 

 and our eternal home: 

 

2 under the shadow of thy throne 

 thy saints have dwelt secure; 

 sufficient is thine arm alone, 

 and our defense is sure. 

 

3 Before the hills in order stood, 

 or earth received her frame, 

 from everlasting thou art God, 

 to endless years the same. 

 

4 A thousand ages in thy sight 

 are like an evening gone; 

 short as the watch that ends the night 

 before the rising sun. 

 

5 Time, like an ever-rolling stream, 

 bears all our years away; 

 they fly, forgotten, as a dream 

 dies at the opening day. 

 

6 O God, our help in ages past, 

 our hope for years to come, 

 be thou our guide while life shall last, 

 and our eternal home. 

 

words: Isaac Watts (free paraphrase of Psalm 90:1-5)  
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