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I miss this church. It is just a short walk from my house. Sometimes I walk through the 
little garden there.

I miss the light shining through the cobalt and red stained glass in the sanctuary, each 
window depicting a different story but the same story. 

I miss the choir, those beautiful hymns voiced with passion and talent. I even miss 
hearing people sing tentatively and slightly off 
key in the pew behind me.

I miss the homily, full of compassionate 
wisdom, calling out for social justice, for 
kindness, and reminding us of who we are at 
our core. 

I only go there a few times a year but I miss it.
And I miss being in sanctuaries when they are 
empty, hushed and echoing with my footsteps 
and the imagined voices of all who were there 
before me.
That is when I like to make photographs, when 
a church is empty. I sit or walk around and 
listen, and look, and soak it all in.  I search for 
light, a special quality of light. I miss 
photographing these spaces. 

Right now, I see things mainly in black and 
white. Usually it is color, everything in my work 

is about color.  But the pandemic is more of a black and white and grey kind of time for 
me.

I told my husband the other day, this entire year has been a 'Lent'. By that I mean that 
the past 11-12 months have included giving things up, things like singing, eating cookies
off the same tray at coffee hour, and tasting vegan-mac-n-cheese-home-made-just-for-
you at the pot luck. 



These things may seem trivial but at the heart of them all is something deeper, about 
connection and love and community and life.

Of course, the list of things given up is longer and more serious than cookies, and there 
are others who have given up much more than I.  Some have given their lives. The 
pandemic is on my mind almost constantly but every once in a while, for a couple 
minutes, I am so happy to see someone that I forget and walk up to say hello to an 
unmasked friend. We mustn't forget.

We need to remember, so that we can come out of this time into a better place, not a 
return to normal, but a new-different-better normal.

I keep pondering how we will do that, if we will do that--it is my hope, for so many 
reasons, that we will come out of this time working for a more compassionate, unified, 
and just world.

I hope we take this time to ponder things that need to change and to figure out how we
will work for that. 

Be well, people.  Remind me to practice gratitude because sometimes I forget that too. 
Remind yourself also.
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