
An act of love that fails is just as much a part of the divine 
life as an act of love that succeeds, for love is measured by 

its own fullness, not by its reception. 

HAROLD LOUKES 

I receive in my personal email a daily reflection called Weird History which basically describes the 

unusual things that happened on the day throughout history.  If I were to title this reflection I might be 

tempted to call it Weird Reality because since March 13, 2020 our lives have taken quite a turn and six 

month down the road it is still not back to “normal.”  As one of the last Sister educators in the province 

of Ontario it has been a blessing and a challenge to live into the ministry of education in the time of 

Covid-19.  Unlike the last pandemic in 1918, we have technologies that have kept us all aware of what is 

happening throughout the world and able to do work from home through use of the computer and wifi 

and digital applications.   

Initially there was a great deal of fear and anxiety.  Even Churches closed down and there was no in 

person celebration of the Triduum.  Watching mass on computer whenever you wanted, in whatever 

clothing, became the norm.  I was so distracted by the fact that it was not communion…that even the 

folks who were part of the live stream in place with the priests were not participating by receiving 

communion…gave me much to ponder.  I am so grateful to be able to attend mass in our parish and to 

see my 9:00 a.m. community and to sing as cantor weekly.  It truly feeds my spirit. 

It was not helpful to have the President of the United States use the pandemic as a political football in 

his re-election game.  In the future, TV moments recorded during this time may be mistaken as 

bloopers, but these moments were not bloopers but the reality of a person over his head drowning in a 

position of significance.  It was not helpful to hear the idiocy that would regularly be reported from the 

White House Press room. 

Our Canadian politicians gave more sound advice and governance, trying in whatever ways were at their 

disposal to keep peace and bring comfort to as many as possible in Canada.  The uncovering of the crisis 

in Long term care facilities meant that many elders in our country paid the ultimate sacrifice of their 

lives to reveal the gravity of the problem.  Daily case counts became a publicized news item, by 

province, by country, and totals throughout the world.   

A whole new vocabulary has become normalized.  Words such as social distancing, cohort, bubble, 

flattening the curve, coronavirus, disinfectant, PPE, and contact tracing.  In some parts of the country, 

before the pandemic, public policy was calling for Muslims to not wear religious clothing that covered 

the face; in the time of Covid-19, these same people were being forced to wear masks and face shields.  

In the mix, policing became a focus for all of us who were house bound.  Watching Indigenous, Blacks 

and people from minorities become victims of police brutality and mistreatment.  The death of George 

Floyd by police offices kneeling on his neck as he shouted ‘I can’t breathe’ brought the issue to light for 

everyone in North American and around the world.  BLM became a rallying cry with new emphasis and 

rioting of cities and neighbourhoods.  In Canada, we have known of the cultural bias against our 

Indigenous brothers and sisters.  This became so much more apparent as we witnessed an RCMP officer 



use the door to his truck to hit an Indigenous man who was intoxicated and defenseless against the 

blow.  We have much work to do to make our charism a lived reality for those around us. 

Six months down the road life is still very different and maybe normal will never be normal again.  This 

September our school board is offering face-to-face classroom experiences, somewhat normal, and next 

week our virtual school will begin on the third floor of the former Mount St. Joseph College.  19 teachers 

will be teaching in synchronous time with their students learning in front of a computer while staying 

safely in their homes.  There are no supply teachers because every available teacher has been hired to 

staff the schools and virtual academy.  As a member of the Catholic Curriculum department, in my roles 

of Religious and Family Life Education Consultant and Faith Animator, I am not permitted to enter into 

any of our schools, as I am designated non-Essential staff.  I can support our staff and students through 

technology.  When I am in my office I am free to move around without a mask, but once I move outside 

of my personal bubble, I must mask myself and use disinfectant or wash my hands as frequently as 

necessary.   

This a new world where we must be brave and prudent.  My prayer life and my Sisters in community 

grounds me so I am able to live with peace and comfort.  I am deeply grateful to all those who have 

continued to do their jobs as usual, essential workers like grocery store employees and health care 

workers, all of our employees at our Motherhouse, in order that we have food, medications, and the 

things that sustain life.  May a vaccine be safe produced soon so there is less fear and anxiety in our 

world.  Amen+ 


