
Dear Friends in Christ, 
 
Anxiety takes different forms in each one of us.  For me, this last week, anxiety took 
the form of losing my keys every time I left the house.  Each time I thought I had lost 
my keys, at the grocery store in the middle of a rainstorm, at the church after I had 
checked to make sure all the doors were locked, after my walk in the beautiful 
spring sunshine, I panicked.  It turned out, each time, that my keys were in my 
pocket.  I am sure most of you have your own stories about how our communal and 
personal anxieties are shaping our lives. 
  
As we live in this period of time between the reading of the Passion on Palm Sunday 
and the Resurrection on Easter, our liturgies feed into our anxieties rather than 
relieve them.  Why can we not stay awake when Jesus asks us to?  Why do we deny 
or belittle our faith when we are afraid?  Is Jesus pointing his finger at us or at 
someone else? 
  
During the events of Holy Week, Jesus continually sought the companionship of his 
friends, his disciples and his God.  The tragedy of this week is that companionship 
was hard to come by.  Jesus finally found it on the Cross with the thief who was 
crucified with him.  He was not alone when he died. 
  
As we move through this week, each one of us is keenly aware of how physically 
isolated we are from one another.  Our capacity to understand the grief Jesus felt as 
he became more and more alone has been heightened by the quarantine measures 
that are now in place. 
  
My prayer is that our appreciation of what it means to be separate and apart does 
not curdle into the kind of anxiety and fear that keeps us from loving one another 
and being present to one another.   
  
My hope is that through the kinds of prayers that we offer for one another and 
through practicing the kind of holy companionship with each other that Jesus so 
desperately wanted during his final days of life, we will arrive at our celebrations of 
Easter ready to accept God’s gift of Salvation. 
 
May this week be a holy one for each of you. 
Faithfully yours --- Rebecca 
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