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I keep thinking about the wilderness during this pandemic season of our lives. The loneliness, isolation, 

endlessness, the unknown. I’ve really connected with the season of Lent and just the concept of it in 

general during the past year and a half in trying to see the possibility in that place of wilderness. I 

connect to the feeling of being in an emotional desert sometimes with all the shifts and chaos of the 

pandemic. And without the distractions of non-pandemic life in that desert, I found that I couldn’t hide 

from myself anymore, the things I would rather not notice or not work through about myself. I have felt 

like Jesus in the wilderness for a lot of the pandemic to be honest--sometimes in the good ways in terms 

of enjoying a semi-monastic lifestyle at home, but also in the challenging ways of feeling alone and 

isolated. This pandemic has been a lesson for me in where to find God’s presence and sustenance amidst 

chaos in sitting with the in-between spaces and being open to whatever I find there. Jealousy, insecurity, 

guilt, loneliness, hopelessness, and other painful emotions, but also gratitude and openness in the midst 

of uncertainty.  Liminal space, and the liminal space of the pandemic in this case, is the opportunity to 

expand or contract, to open up or to shut down. For me, the pandemic has served as a space for both 

sitting with shadows and expanding into possibility with God. 

Living alone during the pandemic can be challenging for me sometimes, but I take advantage of video 

calls and opportunities to socialize with friends and classmates. Especially at the beginning of the 

pandemic, I grieved the loss of those acquaintance friendships, of saying hello to people in hallways and 

after class, but in many ways, I appreciate the intentionality that has characterized my relationships more 

recently.  In the absence of being able to touch other people, I have also been realizing that it is not 

touch in itself that I value so much as the emotional connection that touch signifies for me. As the 

pandemic wore on, everyone was struggling so it was hard to connect with my friends sometimes. For 

me, sometimes the pandemic looked like reaching out to friends who wouldn’t respond and realizing 

which relationships were reliable and which were unsteady. Sometimes it meant leaving my apartment 

only a couple times a week to go to church and back and take out the trash. Sometimes it meant finding 

myself crying at movies more than I used to because of what was bubbling up inside of myself. And 

almost all the time it meant that God was inviting me to learn new things about myself every day.  

In addition to trying to find grounding in relationship, my spiritual life has both grounded me and 

challenged me during the pandemic. Part of what the time and isolation of the pandemic has done for me 

is bring up old wounds, mostly in my relationship with myself. In general, there has been an air of so 

much disorientation, fear and anxiety since the start of the pandemic, and I feel it not only in the world 

but in my own life. That’s not to say that there aren’t moments of joy, but in the liminal space of the 

pandemic, I can’t hide from any shadows in my life. From conversations I’ve had with friends, the 

pandemic seems to be a space of uncomfortable evolution, where we discover and face the parts of 

ourselves we thought that we had hidden in the basement of our subconscious. Some people call this 

integration of the shadow self, or working toward accepting and integrating the parts of yourself that you 

perceive as shadows. I learned things about myself that would probably have taken me years to realize in 

other circumstances. Mostly facing the high expectations I have for myself, and learning to really settle 

into not only self-acceptance, but self-love. This year was hard and dredged up things that I thought I 



had done away with, but I have been able to work through much of it and I feel motivated to keep going 

on that personal healing journey.  

In addition to my personal healing journey during the pandemic, I have been realizing that most of the 

foundational steps of my ministry journey have happened during the pandemic. In the Holy Orders 

process, I transitioned from being a postulant, to a candidate, to an ordinand, and now a deacon all 

during the pandemic, which are all just fancy words for steps in my official relationship with the 

Episcopal Church. We Episcopalians like our specific terminology. I have been ordained as a deacon for 

almost two months now. About a month and a half ago now, I started a part-time job at Trinity on the 

Green Episcopal Church in New Haven, Connecticut, coordinating a ministry called Chapel on the 

Green. It consists of a prayer service and meal distribution on Sunday afternoons, mostly geared toward 

people who are facing housing and food insecurity. All the clergy at Trinity on the Green regularly wear 

their collars, and since I wear mine too, I get approached a lot more often while I’m wearing it. Since I 

am ordained now, most people who show up treat me like the pastor of the community, which is a very 

new experience for me. Many people don’t know what to say when they see me wearing the collar, but 

I’ve been called sister, pastor, reverend, mother. Father. I feel like my career is beginning, and none of 

this process has felt “normal,” whatever normal means. If my ordination happened during the in-

between space of the pandemic, what does that mean for my ministry? I find myself wondering.  

In addition to facing internal shadows, I often think about how to face the shadows in the world. Seeing 

all of the violence and death in the world recently makes me anxious about being competent enough to 

be a spiritual leader during similar times in the future. As I have heard my mentors say several times, 

God qualifies the called and doesn’t call the qualified. We don’t have to be “qualified” because God is 

the one who is qualified. I’m realizing that most of the time, people just need someone to be present 

with them and be willing to be with them in the pain of whatever they are experiencing. When we care 

for others, we never really need to know how to fix anything or how to have the right answer. Most of 

the time, there is no fix for pain or an answer to life’s questions other than just living through it. We are 

present. That is all God asks us to be. People will often ask for a fix or for an answer, though. People see 

my collar and often ask for my help when I’ve never met them before, for a meal, for money, for advice. 

One time I had two people ask me the meaning of Trinity on the same day. Other times people see the 

collar and they start telling me what they hate about the church. People project a lot, and through 

wearing the collar I feel like I see more of the pain that the pandemic brings up for people than I would 

otherwise. With the stress of the pandemic, some people tend to project more on us than usual and we 

need to make sure we are taking care of ourselves in the midst of that. In the midst of not only our 

uncomfortable evolution, but the uncomfortable evolution of others.   

In the midst of all the twists and turns of this pandemic process, when we feel pain in the moment it 

doesn’t make sense to try to find the light in a situation or force ourselves to be grateful. We are called 

to sit with and honor the fullness and complexity of our life experiences in order to eventually learn how 

to move forward. Like Jesus going off into the wilderness or the garden of Gethsemane to be with God 

and be present to his emotions and internal experience. My mom and I had a conversation once about 

how pain is a message that tells us something about ourselves. God gave us a whole spectrum of 

emotion, and although not all of those emotions feel uplifting, they can all guide us deeper into God’s 

presence if we let them. Deeper into a journey of self healing or discovery, whatever each of our 

individual journeys might be. Pain can be a messenger, calling us into deeper relationship with God and 

ourselves as we work through it. Much of the pandemic for me has been striving to really believe that 

God’s presence is enough. To realize that God is still working in my life even when I’m in pain or 

struggling, when the people around me are in pain or struggling. And that we don’t have to find closure 



in order to feel God’s hand in our lives. So as we move into an uncertain future with the shifts of the 

Delta variant, we can challenge ourselves to look for God’s hand in our lives every day. In a favorite 

song. In connecting with a friend. In a good meal. In the little moments and the big moments. In the 

midst of the pandemic’s often uncomfortable evolutionary space, we can keep striving to see God’s hand 

that always holds us in the fullness and messiness of human experience. Not to ignore or deny the pain 

that we may be experiencing on our journey, but to see God with us in it. Amen. 

 


