
26 September 2021 

  

Dear Friends of Elmwood, 

  

          When I was a boy, living ‘North of Superior’, I was amazed to learn from 

my father that the land I could see from our living room window was once 

covered by a vast sheet of ice. 

Mind you, that was ten thousand years ago. (The last Ice Age, I mean, not 

my childhood.) Back then, the ice wasn’t a few feet thick, like the pond I skated 

on in winter. It was miles high. This massive ‘sea of ice’ extended all the way to 

the North Pole, where its melting remnant remains. 

          When the glacier ‘retreated’, at the end of the last Ice Age, its enormous 

weight was lifted from the ground beneath it, relieving the pressure the land had 

been under for millennia. The land heaved a huge metaphorical sigh, as though it 

had been unable to breathe for all those years. It began to rebound, to rise up 

ever so slowly, like a couch cushion regaining its shape long after you’ve turned 

off the TV and gone to bed. 

“The Hudson Bay Lowlands are still rebounding, even now,” my father 

told me back then, as I pored over one of his maps. “It rises less than an inch 

every year, but it all adds up.” 

This news blew my juvenile mind. It still does. (Maybe it’s still juvenile.) 

I thought about that Ice Age this week because, in both Church and 

Society, we’re beginning to experience the lifting of the enormous weight we’ve 

been under for eighteen months. I’m speaking, of course, of the pandemic. But 

you knew that. 

Covid has misshapen us. Its weight has burdened our moods and frozen 

our landscape, both within us and between us. We haven’t been able to come 

near each other. So, we’ve drifted apart. Sometimes, it can feel like we’re past 

missing each other, now, as if we don’t need our old human contact after all. 

Neither have we gathered in groups, except in warped and stilted ways, 

for activities that require our proximity to each other: concerts, movies, feasts, 

classroom learning, volunteer causes, workouts at the gym, team sports, 

birthdays, weddings, anniversaries, funerals, and (of course) worship services. 

We’re almost past missing these, too. Sometimes, it can feel as if we neither 

need them nor want them anymore. 
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It’s as though, like the land ‘North of Superior’ during the last Ice Age, 

we’ve been holding our breath for a long, long time. Too long, perhaps. Wearing 

a mask will do that to you. The mask has guarded our physical health, yes, but it 

has been bad for us. We know that now. 

We’re rebounding, yes, but slowly, very slowly. At Elmwood we’ve 

opened the sanctuary to the public again, as we did a year ago for a period that 

lasted three months. But we’re following all the same restrictions we did back 

then – distance, masks, no singing. 

I find that pretty disheartening, and I know I’m not alone. It’s as though 

nothing has really changed. 

Only, there are far fewer people in the pews this time. That has changed. 

My colleagues say this is true in other Churches too. We’d predicted to each 

other, in stage whispers, that some people will never return. They’ve gone 

without Church worship for a long time, and now they no longer miss it. This is 

true in workplaces, shops, and restaurants as well. 

Last year, during that brief ‘thaw’ in Covid restrictions, the rebounding 

was swifter and fuller, though it was never complete. But the pandemic has been 

weighing on us for eighteen months now. The rebound is not as robust as it was 

a year ago. So, the Session have agreed to revert to just one service on Sundays, 

rather than two. (It’s at 10:30 a.m. by the way). We can safely accommodate our 

diminished numbers that way.  

I had envisioned that, by now, Church life would be ‘back’ the way it had 

been pre-pandemic, along with schools, workplaces, shops, restaurants, and all 

the rest of it. But I was wrong. The landscape is sparse. The rebounding will be 

very slow. I can see that now.  

I think the cushion will never bounce back to the shape it had before Covid 

so ignominiously plunked itself down upon it. It will have to find a new shape. 

That was true, too, of the landscape ‘North of Superior’ when the glacier 

retreated. The land is still recovering, still rising. 

We can rise too. We can have a hand in giving the landscape of our lives a 

new shape, a better shape, perhaps. Humans have ingenious ways of acquiring 

the things we truly want and making the things we truly need. We have, even 

now, everything we need to ‘live the faith’ and celebrate its goodness. So let’s. 

  

Yours in the faith, 

Andrew 
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The Laurentide Ice Sheet (c. 9000  B.C.) 

 

 


