
Daily Prayers 39 

Daily Prayers began during the early days of COVID19 in Canada.  
For the month of May, they will be offered twice a week, 

 usually on Tuesdays and Fridays.   
  

 

Across Six Feet of Separation — A poem for such a time as this 
 
Across six feet of separation 
the virus can’t spread, but fear can run rampant— 
you afraid of me, me afraid of you. 
Across six feet of separation, 
our world careens in tumult, our minds in shellshocked muddle, 
too aghast to see the way ahead. 
Across six feet of separation 
my grandkids can no longer race into my arms— 
banned from even nearing my house. 
Across six feet of separation 
one daughter is laid off from her restaurant, 
one risks her health daily, nursing the disabled at her group home. 
Across six feet of separation 
our church can’t enact its five-amazing-minutes of Passing the 
Peace— can’t even gather to pray or hear holy words of promise. 
 
Inside six feet of separation 
a presence pulsing with consoling calm and soothing balm, 
whispering near our ear, “Be still…and know that I am God.” 
Inside six feet of separation 
is the assurance of things hoped for,                                                                      
the conviction of things not seen— 
“Fear not, I have redeemed you,                                                                                  
I have called you by name, you are mine.” 
Inside six feet of separation 
are the outstretched arms of our Teacher, spanning the gap— 
the Stillpoint of our turning world. 
Inside six feet of separation 
there is a voice in the storm, commanding, “Be still!”— 
and in the ensuing silence…a peace so serene we weep. 
Inside six feet of separation 
a song fragment wells up within us, unbidden, transcendent— 
till suddenly we realize why…and sing unabashed and free. 
 

You keep us waiting. 
You, the God of all time,  

Want us to wait.  
For the right time in which to discover  

Who we are, where we are to go,  
Who will be with us, and what we must do.  

So thank you ... for the waiting.        John Bell 

 
Dogwood Tree                                   Isabelle Jones 

 
 

Spanning six feet of separation 
I warmly greet each passing stranger formerly 
ignored: “Be safe!” 
and they reply, “We’ll get through this together!” 
Spanning six feet of separation 
I use American Sign Language to tell people, 
“Peace be with you,” 
and as they mirror me, our hands caress across 
spider-web touch. 
Spanning six feet of separation 
I escape outside for a walk,                                                
blustery wind blushing my face, 
then inexplicably burst into run—joy irrepressible. 
Spanning six feet of separation 
I sense tree roots beneath my feet,                                            
linked by fungal networks to other trees, 
and I pause in awe                                                                           
at the anthem encompassing me. 
Spanning six feet of separation 
I see another world is possible—                                                
each soul a daughter or grandchild of mine, 
each moment a trust-fall of reconciling hope. 
Across six feet of separation 
generations of the faithful join us to leap the rift,                     
as fearlessly we sing a new song: 
“We are held in holy hands,                                                         
by a Love That Will Not Let Us Go.”    
 
                                               Hope Douglas J. Harle-Mould 

 

 


