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It has been over three months of sheltering, watching and waiting, and we all are becoming
weary.  We try to fill our days as creatively and constructively as possible; some days are better than
others.  We keep looking for good and focusing on gratitude, knowing that both are still in
abundance.  We have come far but as Robert Frost penned, “there are miles to go.”

A few weeks ago Jody and I got an early morning FaceTime call from our granddaughter,
Savannah.  She would soon be turning six and she was calling to invite us to her birthday party. 
When Savannah is excited her whole body becomes an exclamation point!  And even though
Grandma and Grandpa would be the only invited guests, Savannah seemed just as happy as if she’d
been able to invite partygoers galore.

This would be the second time Jody and I would get together with Robert, Lenka and the girls
since the pandemic began.  Our days of only being able to connect through technology (when
Robert’s family was in Slovakia) have helped prepare us for these days of physical distancing, even
though now we’re only one hour apart.  Savannah and Holly will call and say, “Come on Grandma
and Grandpa!” and in no time at all we find ourselves on an adventure . . . together while apart.

On June 17 we arrived in Cary with masks in tow but ready for a party, and, as Savannah
says, she knows how to throw a good party!  As per Holly’s request, we started the celebration by
opening presents.  We dined on cheeseburgers, salt and vinegar chips, and lemonade with ice . . . the
menu was selected by the birthday girl.  We topped it all off with a beautiful Frozen 2 birthday cake,
designed by Savannah and made with love by Lenka.  The planned festivities concluded with a
balloon-popping game and, of course, a piñata.  The more noise the better!

Later, however, we gathered around the television so Savannah could share the video her
teachers made of this past kindergarten year.  The moment it began I felt a sense of joy and sadness
simultaneously.  There was such happiness seeing pictures of Savannah with her friends, knowing
how unsure she can be in new situations, but seeing how she was exploring, learning, growing, and



having fun during this first year of school.  I felt such love for these teachers whose love for their
students was obvious in every snapshot taken.  And then, two thirds of the way into the video, the
caption “Remote Learning Begins” appeared on the screen.  I felt a tug on my heart and a lump in
my throat, realizing what all these students were missing by not being in that kindergarten classroom
together.  I felt the same tug and lump, however, with the realization of how hard these teachers were
working to make the best of the situation in which they found themselves.

Toward the end of the video the teacher asked her students, “What do you miss most?”  In
one Zoom frame there were two other children with Savannah in the middle. I could see the look of
apprehension on Savannah’s face as first one child and then the other shared a list of things each
missed about not being able to go to school.  When the teacher asked Savannah what she missed, I
was afraid she might remain silent.  Savannah surprised me, though, and I think her teacher, too,
when she said without hesitation, “I miss you.”  I know how much those three words meant to that
teacher.  I know how much they mean to me.

I think those three simple but powerful words capture what each of us is struggling with these
days.  We miss each other.  We miss the ways we connect with one another.  We try our best to reach
out, stay close, and hold it all together in ways that seem so distant.  I do think, however, that
understanding the simplicity of what we miss most helps us better understand and appreciate what
is truly important in our lives . . . during all times.

A friend recently shared a reflection from another who was in despair over the unending
barrage of bad news headlines.  She had met an eighty-seven year old man who had experienced his
fair share of grief.  Thinking that now must be an especially challenging time for him, she was
surprised by his response.  His response, her words, and what might be a good prayer for each of us
follow:

I learned a long time ago to not see the world through the printed headlines.  I see the
world through the people who surround me.  I see the world with the realization that
we love big.  Therefore, I choose to write my own headlines.  “Husband loves wife
today.”  “Family drops everything to come to Grandma’s bedside.”  “Old man makes
new friend.”

His words collide with my worries, freeing them from the tether I had been holding
tightly.  They float away.  I am left with a renewed spirit.  My headline now reads,
“Woman overwhelmed by the spirit of kindness and the reminder that our capacity
to love is never ending.”

And now these three remain: faith, hope and love. But the greatest of these is love.
I Corinthians 13:13


