
 

Contemplations about Easter in the face of a pandemic 
 
Usually I look for online health information that might be helpful to our 

congregation. Today’s article will be an exception and is straight from my heart. As a 
nurse working on the front line during our current viral attack, I’ve tried to figure out what 
I’m supposed to be learning through all of this - and more importantly, what I should be 
doing. 

First, life is important. In my line of work, we fight hard for life. Now, even more 
so. Every day we have death visit us and each loss of life comes as a personal sucker 
punch. Even if I didn’t know the person before they came to the hospital, I will fight hard 
for them, they become an extension of my family. You see, diverse as we are, we’re all 
connected by that thread of life. I remember the first reading of every Easter Vigil. You 
know it, the Genesis story of creation, the one in which the earth teems with life. Our 
God is a God of life, He delights in it. He wants abundant life for us and even sent His 
Son to die to give it to us. 

Second, the things of this world won’t save us. In the past several weeks I’ve 
cared for the wealthy and the homeless, folks with much and folks with little, single and 
married, the scientist and developmentally delayed, the beautiful and the plain, the 
young and the old, the powerful and the powerless, the Republican and Democrat and 
everyone in between… and guess what? They all were sick. And do you know what 
medicine and science can do for them? Try to support the body while it attempts to fight 
off the virus. That’s it, nothing more. 

But it’s not the end of the story. At some point, I must look to the One who 
transcends this world and overcame sickness and death. While I don’t understand the 
why behind all this, I choose to trust the God who has a plan for His creation.  

Lastly, the church must be the church. We are in a dark season. It seems like 
we’re alone in this crisis. Struggle, no matter the source, is a lonely thing. While I write 
this on Palm Sunday, I think of what is remembered this week. Not only is it about Jesus’ 
triumphal entry into Jerusalem but also how quickly it all fell apart. I remember Jesus’ 
dark struggle; I remember His loneliness. And yet Jesus surrendered to God’s will so 
that I might be reconciled with Him forever. Surrender is never an easy thing. Surrender 
is not when I get what I want but rather, when I get what God wants for me –that’s not 
easy to accept. If I say I am a Christ follower, a part of the church, I also must surrender 
to God’s program, God’s plan. And even more challenging, can I surrender without 
grumbling and complaining and blaming? When I’m fearful or 
mentally/physically/emotionally/spiritually spent, can I find the one small thing I need to 
do to make this day better in some way? Pray? Smile? Reach out to someone else with 
a positive word? Take action on behalf of someone with a greater need than my own? 

 It is in the darkness that His church, His light in a dark world, can shine all the 
brighter. There are people all around me who don’t know God, His love for life and 
mankind or the story of Easter. They’re just looking for a light, an answer. I have the 
answer. Am I willing to share it readily and willingly? Am I willing to step up and be the 
church? God, I pray for the courage and the strength to do so. 
 
 

Wishing you joy and good health, 
Mary Bohlen RN 
SJParishNurse@comcast.net 


