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Year A, 2nd Sunday after Pentecost (Proper 6) 
June 14, 2020 
The Reverend Dr. Brent Was 
 
 “...knowing that suffering produces endurance, and endurance produces character, and 

character produces hope, and hope does not disappoint us, because Gods love has been poured into 

our hearts...” 

 Good morning everyone!  And it is a good morning.  We had rain and wind this week, now 

the lovely late spring sun.  I walked out onto Sheepshead Island with the Decrows on Friday and 

watched the fog burn off.  What a spectacular place this is here.  One perfect place, one most 

beautiful view in the world after another.  Even with, maybe especially with the troubles our nation 

is beset with, it is important to remember how beautiful the creation can be, how wonderful it is to 

be alive, how much the Spirit has poured God’s love into our hearts. 

 I have some news.  The vestry and I, as promised, have revisited the question of regathering 

for in-person worship and all agree that we are not there yet, not for July or August.  I led a sub-

committee for the Diocese looking into outdoor worship and the lead question we posed is “How 

many infections are you willing to risk to regather?”  We said none.  No one knows how risky even 

outdoor church can be.  Unless something major changes, we’ll be looking at it again for September. 

 To say I am disappointed is an understatement.  My priestly vocation, more importantly, my 

relationship with God in Christ is all wrapped up in the Sacraments of the Church, of the sharing of 

Christ’s Body and Blood with other People of God.  As many of you know, I was raised in the 

church, but like so many drifted away for lack of interest: I never felt the relevance of the faith on 

offer in my younger life.  But something happened, and I found a doorway to ministry with our 

Unitarian brothers and sisters.  But from the very first week of seminary, I found myself at a Friday 

Eucharist offered by a priest and systematic theology professor.  The Mass grabbed my attention 

and hasn’t let go.  I had no idea what was happening around that table, but something was, and it 

had me, has me still.  Then came the community.  Then the doctrines, the beliefs of the faith, the 

scripture and the tradition filled in more blanks.  But this, what we are doing right here, right now, 

this is what-is-what in my catholic (with a small “c”) soul.  And I am far from alone in that. 

 And then COVID 19 happened.  Now the loss of the ability to gather for Mass pales in 

comparison to the sickness unto death this pandemic has unleashed across our globe.  It pales in 

comparison to the fear it spreads, the poverty it causes, the relationships it breaks, the governments 

it destabilizes, the economies it ruins, the futures it clouds.  A lot worse things, obviously, have been, 
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are being, will be lost due to this virus than our ability to gather in person for Mass.  I am not 

implying equivalencies, but today, I am talking about the loss of the Mass. 

 Let me back that off.  We have not lost the Mass.  This is our third week of Spiritual 

Communion, which counts.  And is a lot better than I thought it would be.  Our eucharistic theology 

considers eucharist offered in no kind valid when circumstances dictate that one may not consume 

the elements, such as for medical reasons like you can’t swallow, or in our case where Wisdom says 

we ought not gather now.  That is true, like right and good and true kind of true, and that is where 

we need to focus our attention, but it is a change, a big change.  It is a major change that we are not 

choosing but for the necessity of it.  And today I want us to make some meaning out of this change. 

 Now if you are happy about all of this, if having church in this remote way is better for you, 

God bless you!  I wish I was with you.  I am glad we are praying together; I am glad we are sharing 

the ministry of God’s table, that we are able to share it, especially in a parish like ours where people 

hail from so any places around the world.  We might have someone from Indonesia with us today.  I 

am glad that the relationships we share at St. Francis are buoyed by a common experience each 

week, but oh I wish it were different!  I wish there was no pandemic.  I wish we were better 

prepared for it, better at responding to it as a society.  I wish that we didn’t need to take on risk by 

taking to the streets in this moment of possible change.  But then again all the wishes in the world 

and 5 bucks will still only get you a medium mocha.  This is how it is; this is where we are in this 

very moment. 

 Part of me says that we shouldn’t even bring up the challenges of this form of gathering, that 

we should focus on the positive.  Sure.  But I have been on a few Zoom conferences on how to 

transition to a digital church, and the positive spin rhetoric has left me feeling bad that I am not 

thrilled at the opportunity to build digital ministry.  That I am not being open if I don’t find it 

liberating to model pulpits and altars on DJ booths rather than the medieval or reformation models 

I usually aspire to.  I don’t find it particularly good news that priests are learning how to use Tik-

Tok, and how to make sure YouTube videos are over 10-minutes so Google will run ads on them 

(meaning they will let them be searched for), but not to expect anyone to watch for more than 8.  

That is not good news to me, building a virtual church, trying to live a virtual life in a fantastically 

real world.  I don’t think it is good news for the church and the rosy spin some are putting on it 

rings hollow to me, and I know to some of you.  The good news is that we can gather this way, a far 

superior alternative to not gathering at all, but friends, this is not a way of gathering to aspire to.   
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But... And... here we are.  And I am glad to be here with you, very glad, and that is what I 

hear from those I speak to, hear from, meet with.  David Decrow counted more than 70 of us 

gathered last week.  We’ve had remarkably similar attendance since we began doing this on Palm 

Sunday.   (Can you believe it, Palm Sunday???  Can you believe I’ve been here 4 ½ months and 

we’ve been at church together 4 times???) 

 OK.  So we have only been at the church together 4 times.  This is our 13th time gathering 

this way, of being the church this way.  And I don’t know how it was before.  I know that we are 

missing people, they can’t get online, calling in to Zoom doesn’t work, virtual church is not 

meaningful.  I know that I am missing people, not connecting where connection is needed... that is 

hard to manage from a distance.  And this is not how the vast majority of us would have it, but you 

know what, it’ll do.  It will.  I look forward to this gathering each week.  I look forward to Morning 

Prayer Tuesday – Friday and Evening Prayer on Wednesdays.  I am working very hard to make it 

better.  The sound is getting there.  I got a really cool wireless mic that plugs into my Mac.  And the 

lighting is better.   I am working on not having the chalice leap out of the screen at us (I looked into 

3-D technology to give mass a more real feel, but the cameras are expensive).  We have some 

significant internet issues at church, and a wi-fi hotspot might work there if I get the antennae right, 

but for now its Live from Cape Rosier! and it’ll do.   I look forward to it.  Windy does, too.  I know 

a lot of you love to see which creature Brigid will thrust into the camera’s view. I’m hoping for the 

Templeton the Rat today, but we’ll see. This’ll do. 

This parish has a long history of worshipping in odd ways.  Maybe not odd ways, but in odd 

settings like the Tea & Tobacco predecessor of Blue Hill Wines.  Like the Rowantree pottery 

building.  The Legion Hall.  We’ve been itinerant, moving from place to place.  Even our building is 

itinerant, it was moved to its current site.  The Church is not the building.  That knowledge is in this 

parish’s collective DNA.  That is a tradition to hold onto in this moment because I and your vestry 

suspect we’re going to be here for a while.   

And this, the Mass, yes, it is the starting point to all we do as a community of faith, this is the 

focal point, the foci, the place from which all we do radiates.  But it is not all we do.  We do, plenty.  

The Outreach Committee supports local institutions.  Our Wednesday seekers have been learning 

about the spirituality of St. Benedict, and we are going to begin a two-track program in two weeks, 

with one week being the Epsicopal Church’s film and dialogue based anti-racism training called 

Sacred Ground, and the other being a reading of Verna Dozier’s brilliant The Dream of God.  I think we 

have found a balance between the urgency of anti-racism education for us predominantly white folks 
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of privilege AND the need to spiritual nurturing and growth in a time of pestilence.  That is us being 

the church. 

AA started meeting on Tuesdays again.  We’re still not there with exercise groups, but some 

day.  We might have meals cooked for Community Compass in our kitchen.  The Building and 

Grounds committee is taking advantage of the lull and is maintaining the church for the future. 

Us being the church is supporting those who can risk rallying for justice and against 

oppression.  It is supporting those who work in the world in good conscience even if we don’t 

necessarily agree.  It doesn’t get much more Anglican than that.  If you feel strongly, on moral 

grounds about something, I will support you.  Not all causes make it to our home page, but I 

applaud efforts to bring faith to bear on our common life together.  That is being the church right 

now. 

But the very best I see our church right now was Judy’s appeal for help with Persis’ TV last 

week.  And Lori’s request for help with housing.  (found it).  And Arthur and Sally’s query into help 

getting here this summer (still working on it).  It is the dozen of us who call each of us each week, 

just to check in.  Just to chat.  It is the countless relationships, some decades deep, that exist and 

grow and thrive in the great needs we have in this scary moment in our lives and in the life of our 

republic.  I hear lots of stories from people, but hear even more stories from people who heard 

them from other people in this network of relationships that is St. Francis by the Sea.  The genuine 

love that flows around this place is remarkable, truly.  I haven’t encountered a community as tight as 

this one, what a joy to pastor a gathering such as this.  And yes, it flows more organically in actual 

encounters, in person, face to face, analog like the world, but virtually, as we gather right now, 

digitally, it is what we have and for we should be grateful. 

I won’t lie or blow any sunshine, this is a tough time for the church, for everyone, obviously, 

but for the church in particular.  It has been hard for a long time, for the Main Line protestant wing 

of Christianity, we’ve been on the decline for decades and this pandemic is a challenge that far too 

many of us may not survive.  But hard times like this, like the ones St. Paul calls the people of Rome 

to boast about, these here are church times, the times when really, we are at our best; when we have 

the most to offer a sin-sick world, the love of God, the assurance of the love of God being poured 

into each and every heart.  St. Francis has a part to play in this.  We are doing it right now.  I am glad 

you are here.  AMEN 

 


