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The last few months have introduced us to those now familiar new words - social 

distancing, lockdown, working from home – they’ve all become necessary parts of 

our vocabulary and our daily life in dealing with coronavirus. They’re absolutely 

essential to protect us all and keep life ticking over, but needing to self isolate and 

work from home has made this Easter week a strangely dislocating time for me. We 

would all normally have enjoyed a bank holiday weekend, and our church is usually 

busy over this time celebrating new life in Jesus and his wonderful message of love 

and hope, bustling with choir practice, vigils, cake, friends and family, cooking and 

sharing. This year, though its been eerily quiet as our churches have been closed, 

quite rightly, to prevent any spread of infection. It’s something that’s never happened 

in my lifetime, and the first time in forty years that I haven’t been at church over 

Easter: it’s felt desolate. 

I’ve wondered if this was a little like how it felt immediately after the very first Easter- 

Jesus’s followers were in hiding: they were alone, separate, in their own houses, - 

only knowing Jesus had been killed, uncertain, frightened, and wondering what was 

going to happen next. It took time for the earth-shattering message of Easter – that 

death had been conquered by love – to filter through. The risen Jesus gradually met 

and cared for his friends - comforted the grieving Mary, explained the scriptures to 

Cleopas, fed the fisherman disciples, reassured the doubts that Thomas had. The 

incredible news of his return to life spread slowly, but exponentially, as those who 

encountered Jesus in person after his death told others of how he had shown them 

compassion and given them hope. 

We’ve seen that same demonstration of loving care during this pandemic in the work 

of our wonderful NHS and carers. I’m really enjoying stepping out onto the doorstep 

of a Thursday evening to cheer and clap my colleagues who are doing such great 

work. It’s tough and exhausting to keep working all hours - but as so many are, just 

trying to respond to other people in need, turns out to feel like the essence of the real 

Easter - so I’ve realised that even though it all looked different, I didn’t miss the 

celebrations after all.  
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