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At the beginning of this morning’s service—in the poem Valerie read 
with the chalice lighting—we heard the words of poet Maggie 
Smith: 
 

You want a door you can be 
            on both sides of at once. 
 
                       You want to be 
           on both sides of here 
 
and there, now and then… 

 
Those lines resonated strongly within me, because they fit with my 
sense of unease about not knowing what the future holds, what’s 
beyond the threshold in which we exist right now. We don’t know … 
but I want to know. 
 
And I think it’s important that we name that unease, allow it—like 
grief, like heartache, like sadness—to have its place and its time, 
even as we hope to move beyond it someday. Like grief and 
heartache and sadness, this sense of unease and disorientation is 
valid and real and not insignificant, even as it is intangible and 
ineffable … perhaps a bit like Kelli’s goo.    
 
Part of the challenge of this time is that we’re experiencing a 
disorientation that is more than just an average sense of unknowing. 
Practically speaking, we know the future is always unknown, 
mysterious—there are always variables that are out of our control 
that make the future unpredictable.  
 



 
And we’re attentive to other predictable liminal moments—New 
Year’s Eve, changes of seasons, Halloween/All Souls/All Saints Days, 
as we honor the liminal space between the living and the dead. 
We’ve created rituals to mark those liminal, in-between times as we 
anticipate what’s predictably on the other side. 
 
But unlike that inherent inability to predict the future fully, and unlike 
those ritualized moments, for some of us right now it feels more like 
we’re living with a profound and untethered sense of unknowing … 
an inability to depend on our usual resources for reassurance about 
where our lives our headed … incomplete understanding of a threat 
whose impacts we are unable or unqualified fully to foresee. We 
have no rituals, and no playbook to follow.  
 
And this sense of being in a profoundly unknown, in-between, liminal 
space is exacerbated by the fact that reliable information about this 
pandemic is evolving rapidly, and we are bombarded with an 
overwhelming amount of facts, science, rules, guidelines, and 
opinions. And we must be careful in choosing our sources, because 
there’s a lot of good science out there, and some mature 
leadership, and there’s also a lot of nonsense and misinformation … 
some of which is coming from people with really big microphones. 
So we have to be diligent in evaluating the validity of everything 
that enters our newsfeed. It’s relentless.  
 
“You want a door you can be / on both sides of at once,” the poet 
wrote. We do not know what’s on the other side of that door. In fact, 
we don’t really know for certain whether the door needs to be 
pushed or pulled, or is a sliding door or a screen, or whether it has a 
deadbolt or a push-bar or a levered handle. 
 
And that’s for those of us for whom there’s even a doorway in 
sight—we who have adequate resources of shelter and food and 
necessary medical treatment. We are disoriented and anxious 
about not being able to plan for school or kids’ activities or 
vacation, because we don’t know what will be open and 



 
functioning and what will not … three months from now, six months, 
a year. So we are humbled to imagine the even-more-profound 
and devastating reality of those who aren’t sure whether they’ll ever 
see the other side of the doorway at all.  
 
For me—and I’m hearing similar things from a number of you—this 
current reality, with its different rhythms and restrictions, is surprisingly 
exhausting. Even the most mundane and routine tasks are requiring 
a different kind of effort and energy. Anxiety is on the rise. Sleep is 
not as restful.  
 
Some people are doing less—going fewer places, participating in 
fewer activities, abandoning non-urgent work tasks—and yet are still 
exhausted. And then there are others—parents who are used to 
having school or childcare for their young children, essential workers, 
medical professionals—who are doing twice as much as their usual 
work. And they’re definitely exhausted.  
 
Some of you are weary in ways you’d never imagined possible.  
 
Whatever is the reality for you, I encourage you to honor it—not to 
shame yourself (or others) into thinking that you should be doing 
things like you used to, or like others are doing them, but rather to 
tend to what your body and your spirit need. If that’s more naps, 
then rest. If it’s fewer commitments, then take a break. If you need 
productive activity to feel well, then do something.  
 
Poet David Breeden admonishes, 
 

You can’t live there 
long, in the liminal, 
that old word for 
 
that old word 
“threshold,” that 
place for stamping, 



 
 
stomping, and 
being neither 
there nor here. 

 
Perhaps he’s right and you can’t live there long. But we are there 
now. So, honor this liminal space for what it is, and what it is 
demanding of you. It will not last forever, but to be more fully 
prepared for what comes next, I believe we need this liminal time—
this time of uncertainty and unknowing. So, I’m trying to embrace it, 
for now.  
 
You can’t live there long. We will cross the threshold someday. But 
for now, be where you are. 
 
Amen.  
 


