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May 14, 2020 
Dear Parishioners; 
 One of the challenges of the virus is our need to be perfect in 
our mutual defense, me for you and you for me.  We are all finding it 
difficult at times to not fall back into the old ways.  Not a hug nor a 
hand shake, we are told, and we’re finding it hard to enjoy a little 
gossip with a good friend, six feet apart.  The problem is that the virus 
doesn’t care about the heart. 

 Mother’s Day must have been particularly difficult for those 
families that like their mothers, like mine does.  My Mom is back 
home after being in the hospital for seven weeks.  And she is safe and 
sound even though someone on her ward had tested positive for the 
virus.  Being in the hospital meant that no one was able to visit with 
her, nor could she get someone to step in and fix the TV in her room, 
and the nurses all had to wear masks that hid their compassion. 

 The other problem was when I went to order her flowers.  I 
thought that I had planned well enough in advance, but when I went 
to order from the florist that operates just around the corner from 
where Mom lives, they had already posted a sign on their website that 
they were no long taking orders for Mother’s Day.  So much for being 
the perfect son.  That award will have to go to someone else this year. 

 It turns out that it really wasn’t my fault.  Florist, I hear, have 
been doing a booming business.  People can’t be where they want to 
be these days, so they send flowers.  Good for them.  I am really glad 
to hear that someone is doing well these days. 

 Anyway, I did the next best thing and I ordered flowers for Mom 
for this Saturday.  The good news is that just as Mom’s Mother’s Day 
gifts begin to wither, she’ll have a new bouquet to brighten up the 
house.  Isn’t she lucky. 



 Now, there seems to be a move towards easing the restrictions 
put upon our everyday life.  But I think we’ll have to be careful not let 
our guards down.  If nothing else, there will be a run on any service 
we’ll want to enlist. 

 For instance, I have been very careful anytime I found myself 
eating sticky candy or popcorn or sticky popcorn.  I one time went to 
the dentist for a check up and I was told that I had nine cavities.  It’s a 
wonder that my teeth aren’t made of plastic by now.  So I have been 
very aware of not wanting to break off another tooth or pull out a 
filling.  Not only are there no dentists available, when they do open 
shop, there is going to be a waiting list.  At least that’s one good thing. 

 Actually, I was blessed to have a Catholic dentist when I was in 
Penticton.  My molars were so full of fillings that I was breaking a 
tooth at regular intervals.  Even though my plan didn’t cover for it, my 
dentist put in gold crowns.  I’ve got six of them, which takes the 
pressure off of brushing and makes me considerably more profitable 
for my estate. 

 I’m very proud of my gold crowns.  I even tried changing my 
smile to show them off.  But people starting asking me if I had had a 
stroke, so I stopped doing it. 

 One problem with having had such a perfect dentist, is that it 
has ruined me for all other dentists.  Every time I go and see one, since 
it is usually a minor emergency, they get a look at my gold crowns and 
think I’d be the perfect patient, and they want to book me for 
seventeen follow-up appointments.  A kid once told me that I had 
horse teeth, so maybe I should consider a little more work.  But who 
wants to be perfect. 

 The fact is, the virus has made being perfect virtually impossible.  
And I should know.  I am on an immune suppressant drug for my 
Crohn’s so I have always been somewhat aware.  I shake hands (shook 
hands) but I knew not to touch my face too much before I had a 
chance to wash my hands.  (I never turned it into a prayer like I have 
now though.) 



But there are all sorts of other people who never had to worry 
about such things.  And so I need to try and be a little more patient 
with some of the people around me.  I need to worry about being a 
perfect co-citizen myself, and try and be less fussy about other people.  
If I am going to go out, then I need to take a proverbial deep breath, 
calm down and carry on. 

 I think that this time of lockdown has helped us to be more 
accepting of our spiritual limitations as well.  Personal pity has taken a 
bit of a hit, but that is going to be ok.  God isn’t all that impressed with 
our praises anyway, unless we are giving thanks.  I think that God 
would much prefer an honest chat, to another round of Hosannas.  
Wouldn’t we all? 

 But there is one way that we can be perfect children of God.  We 
can be perfect in our accountability.  Jesus set up a lot of near 
impossible ideals for us and even one time told us to be perfect as our 
Heavenly Father is perfect.  I don’t think that Jesus did this to weed us 
out.   

I think that He did this because He knows how important it is for 
us to be persistent, to keep picking up our crosses when we fall and to 
keep working our faith.  Faith isn’t about success.  It is about turning 
to God, one more time, and letting God surprise us with His 
faithfulness.  Faith is meant to lead us to an encounter with the Divine, 
even and especially when we are feeling unworthy. 

 So let’s be persistent.  The thing is, even if our sins are the same 
old sins that we have confessed for decades, God’s grace is always 
new.  And that is why Jesus can encourage us to keep picking 
ourselves up, and dusting ourselves off, and girding up our loins, with 
the help of God’s grace, to take another swing. 

 So we can be perfect in our accountability.  As long as we are 
not looking for excuses and as long as we are willing to take full 
responsibility for our choices and for our inaction and for all of the 
consequences of both.   



For then there are no shadows between us and the Father.  And 
that is when we find our peace, for we discover, once again, that God 
is faithful.  And we will find our strength and peace in the faith that 
has been won for us, and that has been gifted to us as God’s Chosen 
Ones.  It’s just that easy. 

  

The following is a prayer written and offered by the great mystic 
St. John of the Cross who journeyed through here in the 16th century; 

O blessed Jesus, give me stillness of soul in you.  Let your mighty 
calmness reign in me; rule me, O King of gentleness, King of peace.   

Give me control, great power of self-control, control over my 
words, thoughts and actions.  From all irritability, want of meekness 
and want of gentleness, dear Lord, deliver me.   

By Your own deep patience, give me patience.  Make me in this 
and all things more and more like You. Amen. 

  

And then there is this prayer from William Temple (1881-1944) 

O God of love, we ask you to give us love, love in our thinking, 
love in our speaking, love in our doing, and for us, love in the hidden 
places of our souls;  

Love of those with whom we find it hard to bear, and love of 
those who find it hard to bear with us; love of those with whom we 
work, and love of those with whom we take our ease,  

that so at length, we may be worthy to dwell with You, whom 
are eternal love.  Amen. 

 

May God be gracious to us and bless us, now and forever.   

Pat Monette 
Pastor    


