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Pandemic
From somewhere in the South Pacific
September 1, 1945
Hello Pat & Irma,
I received your letter today and was
darn glad to hear from you. We poor
devils out here sure do appreciate mail.
I got five letters today and was the first
I had received in a week. My sweet wife
is so faithful about writing and when I
don’t get mail I know it isn’t her fault.
You paid her a nice complement about
being pretty as ever. That is just the
way I know she is and I am telling you
this life makes you love them more and
more. As for those boys I sure would
like to see them. I think it is swell that
you are getting Nancy a mate. I do hope
it will be a boy. That will be a grand
Christmas present for you folks. I guess
Pat and I will have to get out our tools
and build on a couple rooms. Maybe
we can build us a couple new houses.
I see the government plans on a large

building project so maybe we can get
a loan. I am so thankful to both of you
for being so nice to my family. Mary M.
would always write and tells me about
you folks being out and Pat working
over the garden. For all this I thank you
very much.
At the beginning of the Covid19
outbreak my childhood friend,
Marianna, sent me a letter that her father
had written to my parents (excerpted
above.) The letter was written before
my friend and I were born. When her
father, Larry, was called into service
during World War II, my dad and mom
looked after Mary Margaret and my
friend’s two brothers.
This personal account from seventy-five
years ago of another generation, living
with separation, uncertainty, and fear,
yet, nonetheless, reaching out to support
and encourage each other another,
connected me with a part of my parent’s
lives, which I had not known. Larry

and Mary Margaret, Pat and Irma had
already endured the great depression.
Now they were slogging through World
War II.
Larry’s handwritten letter arrived from
my friend as though to say, Take heart.
Reach out. Help each other. Stay in
touch. Though an ocean may separate
us, we are in this together.
I hope you are well, have food, shelter,
and know that you are deeply loved
and cared for. I hope those, who work
are still employed and have enough
income. I hope your loved ones and
family have been spared the ravages
of this virus. If not, I hope you are
finding comfort and hope alongside the
painful losses. You and yours are held
in prayer.
We are living in a pandemic, as it
disrupts and re-orders almost every
area of our lives. We are grieving,
angry, numb, outraged, anxious, and
persevering at the same time. We
may find anger fueling innovation,
courage meeting terror, and creativity
blossoming from impasse. We see an
outpouring of self-sacrifice, alongside
massive unemployment and the demise
of many businesses. A planetary
Sabbath has imposed itself on us in
order to protect us from each other.
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We understand with greater clarity
how directly my neighbor’s suffering
impacts me.
Over time online excursions, Zoom
events, Netflix and social media
become less and less satisfying.
Peering at each other on video chat
platforms only underscores how deep is
our need to touch, to hold and be held,
to feel, and be physically close to each
other.
Is it time for us to untap or reconnect to
the spiritual power for union with each
other beyond our physicality?
Our individualistic culture tends to be
shortsighted. All that matters is me
and my inconvenience. Further, being
stuck in our homes may squash our
imaginations, as the field of possibility
becomes more and more defined
in negative terms. Our perspective
becomes myoptic. We miss the bigger
picture.
Last month Governor Cuomo
challenged New Yorkers to lift up their
eyes to a more encompassing view
beyond their own misery with these
words:
Generations are called upon to deal
with high levels of difficulty. We are
called upon to deal with this crisis. This
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is Day 56. The 1918 pandemic went
on for two years, we are in day 56.
World War one went on for four years,
the great depression went on for four
years. You want to talk about economic
anxiety. You want to talk about people
losing homes, not being able to feed
themselves. People living in camps,
people living in a car. World War two,
six years. Vietnam war, that intensity
every night, every night having to hear
about the tragedies went on for eight
years. …
I get 56 days is a long time and I get it’s
the worst thing that we have experienced
in modern history. I get that. But just
a little perspective, not that it makes
our situation any better, but it gives
you a sense of perspective. Yes, in life,
things happen. You get shaped by your
experiences. This is a terrible experience
to go through, but we will manage it, we
will handle it, and we will be better for it
going forward.
Governor’s press conference,
April 25, 2020

To sacrifice our own desires, for
the good of all of us is a task
commensurate to the greatness of
human souls. This pandemic calls us
beyond privilege, tied to our social
class, race, and religion, to the greater
privilege of pouring out our lives for
each other.
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Larry and Mary Margaret, Pat and Irma
and the great cloud of all our ancestors
are waiting for us to turn and see them.
They have our back. Can you hear
them calling us to step up, to remember
and reconnect ourselves to their stories
of suffering, courage, ingenuity, and
love. The blood which runs through
our veins and the DNA which forms us
connect us to our ancestors with every
heartbeat.
We say we believe in our connection
through Christ with the living and the
dead, as we repeat the Apostles Creed.
Yet it does not seem to me that we take
belief in the Communion of the Saints
very seriously. This spiritual union is a
resource of strength, wisdom, and hope
that is ever present, yet we may not
recognize or draw upon it.
Part of the sickness of our age is
our arrogance, our ignorance of the
wisdom of the past, and the imposition
of linear thinking on a universe that is
in constant flux. Science fiction author,
Frank Herbert, wrote: “Deep in the
human unconscious is a pervasive need
for a logical universe that makes sense.
But the real universe is always one
step beyond logic.” We have not left a
door open for wonder. Or as Ronald
Rohlheiser puts it, “We have lost the
ancient art of astonishment.”
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In this time of enforced stillness, why
not invite your ancestors to join you?
Ask for their help. Remember their
stories. Truly, if we stop and listen,
they will speak out of that glad chorus
of the cloud of witnesses in whose
joyful fellowship we live eternally with
Christ.
Now I invite us to shift our perspective
from nonfiction to fiction to see how the
Spirit might break through and ease
our hearts.
We Are All Animals in This Room
The dog wanted to fly. Over and over
the robins flew away just as he was
ready to pounce. He would stalk, wait,
and spring up only to paw the air, as
the birds rose over his head and into
the trees. If only he, too, could unfold
wings, swoop up and rest handily
upon a branch of the hickory tree. The
infuriating squirrels also escaped to the
trees and, though they had no wings,
they scampered lickety-split to the
highest branches and turned to taunt
him with their clucking chatter and
switching tails.
“Dabar,” asked Forest Spryte, “do
you know that dogs once had wings?”
Forest had been watching the dog chase
the birds with amusement. Dabar’s ears
pricked up. “Really? Dogs had wings?
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I want to fly. Why can’t I fly? Why
don’t dogs have wings now?
Forest looked off into the distance with
an impish smile. “Well, it was a very,
long time ago. And it was something to
behold, I tell you. Great packs of dogs
flying across the skies, barking like the
geese do now. We’d watch them ride
the currents in canyons and glide so
smooth above the trees, wings flapping,
their ears spread out, tails wagging
like rudders. Seeing them mount the
heavens and howl at the moon would
make your hair stand up.” Forest
shivered and Dabar’s eyes got big.
“Yes sirree, those flying dogs! They
never were that good at sitting in trees,
though.”
Dabar jumped up and down, barking,
then whimpering and whining. “Oh I
knew it Yes! Yes! I want to fly!”
The dog began turning in tight little
circles, chasing his tail. Next he leapt
into the air and came crashing down.
He barked loudly and paced from room
to room looking for furniture with
some height to take off from.
“Now, look what you did!” I said to
Forest Spryte, who was helping himself
to some peanut butter cookies. You got
him all riled up and now he is going to
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be wild all afternoon. I have work to
do!”
“Well, sniffed Spryte, “what exactly
is wrong with being wild? If you have
not noticed, all my friends are what
you call, wild.” This fellow with the
little cap and vest, who inhabits my
imagination and the wooded areas of
this town, stops by to see me from
time to time. “The mushroom hunters
are driving me crazy,” he said, when I
opened my door to his knock last week.
For Dabar and I, cooped up in the
house in quarantine for over two
months, Forest Spryte was a sight for
sore eyes. We both had begun to snap
at each other. My humanness and his
dogness clashed more and more.
“Your problem, my friend,” said
Forest, “is that you have forgotten that
you are wild too. If you can get off
your high horse and open your eyes,
you will see that we are all animals in
this room. And one of us is longing to
be a bird.”
Dabby had managed to scale the
dresser. His tail was wagging so fast
it was a blur and he was making little
guttural growls, revving for take-off.
“Forest,” I begged,” you’ve got to do
something to stop this. He is wrecking
my house and he is going to hurt
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himself!”
Forest walked over to the dresser and
climbed up. The little guy is only about
2 ½ feet tall himself, but he is agile and
quick. He sat down next to Dabar and
whispered something in a language I
didn’t understand. Dabar settled and
got down off the dresser. The two of us
sat on the floor leaning against the bed,
while Forest Spryte straightened his
hat, closed his eyes for a moment and
said, “I am going to tell you a story.”
He cleared his throat and looked down
at us with sadness in his eyes.
“In the olden time, when the creatures
forgot who they were, and where they
came from, and why they were here when they gave their hearts to greed,
deceit and selfishness, when all they
knew was competition and comparing
themselves to each other, when they
measured their worth by what they
owned, and who they knew, and how
much power they had, then – the
creatures had lost their integrity and
their connection to their roots in this
earth. They no longer knew themselves
as integral parts of complex, beautiful,
ever changing, exquisitely formed
Beings, who carried Life itself within
them. Some Earth Dwellers, who
thought they were smarter and wiser
than all others, rose up to dominate and
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control all the other forms of life.”
“Did the dogs do that?” asked Dabar.
“No, Dabby, they did not. They were
happy as they were. In fact they began
to be friends with the humans. They
tried to calm them down. They taught
them to appreciate rolling in the grass,
throwing balls and going on long
walks.”
“But what about the wings? I want to
fly!”
“Dabby, I made that part up. Dogs
never flew.” The dog slumped down
with a deep sigh. “But the dogs chose
to not have wings, so that they could
keep the humans company, and stay
near them. They could have flown,
but they saw how much humans
needed them, how disconnected, selfpreoccupied, and pitiful they were.
Even so, the Earth Dwellers plundered
the land and all that lived on it and
within it. They poisoned the waters and
the air with their waste. The Earth grew
sick. Fields would no longer produce
crops. Rivers dried up. Great storms
raged, pulling trees up by their roots.
Many species died and disappeared.
The Earth Dwellers suffered too.
The earth could no longer breathe.
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It convulsed and turned on itself –
attacking itself like a virus, for which
there was no vaccine and no immunity.
Forest Spryte stopped to wipe a tear
from his face. Dabar, shuddered, and
sat up straight, ears laid back close to
his head. “Why didn’t someone stop
them?”
“Oh, many tried. But, you see, the
beautiful Beings have to learn to stop
themselves. They must feel, both the
suffering, and their responsibility for
that suffering. They must see that they
and the Earth are one. They must kneel
down and know the infinite worth
and sanctity of life in all its forms,
permutations, and rhythms.”
Now we solemnly watched Forest
shimmy down from the dresser. He
walked over to us, reaching out his
arms. We sat there, leaning against each
other and quiet for a long time.
		

Loretta F. Ross
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The Praying Life
AN OPPORTUNITY
TO CONNECT!

Hearsay and Rumors about the Beloved
A blog about contemplative living

Zoom Contemplative
Prayer Group
Are you are interested in joining
a group to practice contemplative
prayer and reflect on your life
in God? I will be starting a new
group soon. It will meet for an
hour weekly for 4 weeks. We will
use a simple liturgy for prayer
which includes an extended
period of silence.
$30.00 or a donation to
The Sanctuary.
For further info and to register:
Email lross@fromholyground.org
or phone 785-230-0365

Read and comment at
www.theprayinglife.wordpress.com

asb

Stay in touch. Discuss.
Share information.

Help us grow by “Liking” the Sanctuary
Foundation Facebook Page.
www.fbook.me/sanctuary
Your subscription renewals, gifts to the The Sanctuary
Fund, and prayers are deeply appreciated. Your
generosity is making a difference as we work to offer
the love and compassion of Christ to people all over
the world.
Copies of Holy Ground are available at $2.00 each,
10 copies for $15.00, 20 copies for $30.00. Shipping
included.

The river of the water of life…flowing from the throne of God and of the Lamb…On
either side of the river is the tree of life with its twelve kinds of fruit… and the leaves
of the tree are for the healing of the nations.
Revelation 22: 2-3
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T

he love of God creates in us such a oneing that when it is truly seen,
no person can separate themselves from another…. This beloved soul
was preciously knitted to God in its making, by a knot so subtle and so
mighty that it is oned in God. In this oneing, it is made endlessly holy.
Furthermore, God wants us to know that all the souls which will be saved in
heaven without end are knit in this knot, and oned in this oneing, and made
holy in this holiness. If I pay special attention to myself, I am nothing at all;
but in general, I am, I hope, in the unity of love . . . for it is in this oneing
that the life of all people consists.
						 - Julian of Norwich
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