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It was only a week ago that I shared the news that we’d be stepping back from gathering as the People of 
God. Only a week ago that we wept in pews or sat in shock. Only a week ago that we were all asked to imagine 
a time when those big, red doors would stay closed. Lights off. Heat turned down. One last lysol wipe of door 
knobs and light switches. The shadow of St. Thomas’ stretches long across Madison Street, and while she 
stands empty, still, she stands. If we were sitting in those pews this morning, you’d see the stained glass bright 
with light and hope. If we were sitting in those pews, you’d hear our choir soaring in the highs of faith and the 
depths of Lent. If we were sitting in those pews, we’d be together. 

I know this is what St. Thomas’ would feel like, look like, shoot I can even imagine what that church 
would smell like, not because I’ve been in there lately. I haven’t. I know this because I know St. Thomas’. I 
suspect many of y’all know those things, too. It’s what we’ve come to expect our church to be, so much so that, 
even when we’re not there, a sunny morning makes us want to sneak by for a peak. A cold morning makes me 
want to stand over those heating vents in the back of the church, really let the warm air circulate, warm up my 
toes and my robes, with enough heat stored up by the time I walk down the aisle to keep me going until the 
Peace, when one of y’all would be guaranteed to comment about how cold my hands had gotten. And a sad 
morning, or a lonely one, or a cabin-fever’s getting the best of you and it’s only daybreak one, one of those 
mornings makes me want to slump down in a pew, stare off somewhere in the direction of the altar, and let the 
prayers of nearly 200 years of souls pour over me. It’s a day like today I’d want to go and wash in those waters. 

It was only a week ago that I shared the news that we’d be stepping back from all of that. But in those 
intervening days, we haven’t given up on gathering. We’re still casting a mighty shadow, we’re just doing it 
differently. St. Thomas’ still stands, though we may be in varying degrees of confinement. A few days ago, a 
stay-at-home parishioner in her 90s who hasn’t worshipped with our community in years called in and said 
prayers with a small group online. Far-flung friends who were once a part of this body have stepped back into 
our lives on Facebook and Zoom, of all places. We’re even hearing from folks that’ve never shown any interest 
in us, especially now, searching for hope and for meaning while the world shifts into greater and greater 
uncertainty. I’ve always heard it said that The Church, in the midst of the world’s uncertainties, The Church 
remains the one constant. Rooted in God, rooted in Christ’s message, rooted in that coming Kingdom, the 
Church remains. You are that church, and look, you, too, remain.  

I know this is difficult and unwieldy and maybe even unsatisfying. And for those of you who are using 
this platform for work, the last thing you want to escape the world and come before God is another Zoom call. 
But remember, that building we all love so much, it has its share of annoyances that our longing glosses over. 
Sometimes the heat isn’t what it should be. Sometimes the light is so bright coming through those windows, you 
have to squint just to see the stairs. Sometimes your neighbor’s making an ungodly noise with a cough drop 
wrapper. Sometimes a pew mate has to get up to go to the bathroom. Sometimes the door slams. Because that 
building is full of people. It’s an incarnate space, one we’ve been driven out of, but it’s really not terribly 
different from how we’re gathering now. Sometimes the video lags. Sometimes the echo’s distracting. 
Sometimes the durn thing just won’t cooperate. Different annoyances, but still an incarnate space full of people. 
It is here we gather. Here we remind the world that we still stand. Here we come to God.  

Now, on a typical Sunday, right about now I’d probably wrap up the sermon with some directions. Don’t 
just sit there, do something! Go out and save the world! Build up the Kingdom of God! But that’s not the 
message I can give today. Typically we’d show the world our presence as a body, moving in the world for the 
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betterment of all. But today is far from typical. But there’s still work to be done. There are still plenty of ways 
to show your neighbors you love them. There are still plenty of ways to pray. And there are still plenty of ways 
to let the prayers of the faithful wash over you.  

There’s an old claim in Christendom that wherever you pray becomes sacred ground. I wonder how 
many places we’ve each occupied that are only now becoming sacred. I wonder how many of our homes, or 
rooms in our homes, are only now holding our prayers. I wonder how many heating units are only now warming 
our toes during faithful disciplines. I wonder how many windows are only now letting in light recognized as the 
light of Christ. You see, St. Thomas’ -- the building -- stands empty, but still St. Thomas’ stands, because you 
stand. 
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