
Dear Friends, 
 
Yesterday’s e-mail from Carolyn about the Vax Vol luncheon, combined with this morning’s little white 
book scripture about the vine and the branches, made me sit down to bang out this testimony about 
some feelings I had while doing the volunteer jobs during the vaccination clinic at our church. 
 
First, I was so proud of our faith community for doing this.  Thanks, Deacon Aaron, for getting the ball 
rolling.  All of you embraced this effort.  You were ALL IN!  The planning and organizing it took (with very 
little lead time) were amazing and excellent! 
 
My first two Tuesdays, my job was “check in.” What an honor to speak to the patients and get the 
process started for them.   
 
My next four Tuesdays I was a “monitor.”  Little did I know what wonderful opportunities this job would 
present!  Interacting with patients after they got the shots and observing them during their 15 minute 
wait time, sometimes made my heart overflow!  I remember two young women who got their shots 
together and sat side-by-side during the wait time.  They remarked about our beautiful church.  One 
took a few pictures on her phone.  They sat in the very first row in the “Joy Childress section” and spent 
at least 30 minutes praying. 
 
One Tuesday as a Monitor I was touched to interact with Lisa from Warren.  Somehow our initial chat 
led to her telling me that earlier in March she had marked the 5th anniversary of her son dying in a 
terrible car crash.  As a mother who has buried a son, I related to her pain and we cried together.  I have 
stayed in touch with her and pray for her every morning. 
 
That same day, I chatted with a woman whose family had been parishioners for decades.  She has lost 
her Mom and Dad, and appreciated being able to talk about them with someone who knew them.  We 
shared a few tears and I continue to pray for her every morning, too. 
 
On a different Tuesday, a woman got her shot, took a seat in the last row nearest the vaccine curtain 
and immediately put the kneeler down and with her head in her hands, prayed.  I was not going to 
intrude on her prayer time by speaking to her and giving her the Parish “goodie bag.”  I figured I would 
wait until I saw her get off the kneeler and then approach her.  I kept watching, but she kept praying.  At 
one point, after being involved with a different patient, I looked over where she had been praying and 
she was gone.  This woman didn’t get a “goodie bag” but she had time to pray, and that was much more 
important. 
 
I observed many other sweet moments and interacted with SO MANY wonderful people during the 
vaccination effort.  It felt like sacred time as a branch on the vine. 
 
I write all this to express my gratitude for the opportunity to serve the community as a “vax vol.” 
And to express my admiration for ALL who served IN ANY capacity to make this effort a success! 
The THANK YOUS I heard from those who received the vaccination were heart-warming.  So much 
gratitude was given and received on those Tuesdays at Corpus Christi. 
 
With love and gratitude, 
 
Andrea Baier 


