
How God Hugs 
I am visualizing you folks all in your places with bright sun shiny faces but an<cipa<ng the 
<me when we can worship in person again.  
The word religion comes from the same La<n root as the word “ligament”. It means to bind. 
What it does best is to bind us to the people around us. Religion is not only a set of 
statements about our Creator. Religion is also the community, the family through which we 
learn what it means to be human and by which we are reinforced in our efforts to do what we 
believe is right. Religion puts our joys and sorrows into context. When people have a good 
experience at church it means we enter as separate individuals troubled, perhaps lonely,  not 
sure if we are in the right place and the experience of shared worship transforms us. Ideally in 
the process of listening, singing, praying together we transcend our sense of being 
unconnected individuals and transformed into a single organism singing and rejoicing in the 
presence of God. 
In a world in which pandemic restric<ons and economic misery make us feel lonely, anxious, 
bored, vulnerable or just plain miserable we can turn to our spiritual faith, the safe harbor of 
our church family for comfort and inspira<on.  I am posi<ve that Rev. McDonagh or Rev. 
Stockdale, did not in their training take a course in spiritual leadership by Zoom. When Peggy 
asked if I would provide this reflec<on, I was grateful for the opportunity.  I spent many hours 
preparing these 12 minutes or so and I was reminded again of how challenging it must be for 
Peggy to week aQer week, prepare a fresh worship experience to inspire and comfort her 
flock AND to have to do this virtually. In this last year, Peggy has done so while enduring at 
<mes `painful orthopedic issues, arthri<s or shingles. Yet this brave lady pops up on our 
screens each week with her beau<ful smile and effervescent enthusiasm. We know how 
deeply she cares about her flock and her ministry.  We are grateful to Peggy and Debby and 
their volunteer technical advisors that have weathered the challenges of communica<ng by 
computer. Brent has managed to con<nue to embellish our worship <me with just piano 
improvisa<ons and a few singers and without his beloved organ. Our church family is where 
we can get a God Hug. 
 I love to laugh and we all know how beneficial it is to laugh, not only for our mood but 
our physiology. The pandemic has s<mulated some great humor that has been widely shared 
via the internet and I have had many laugh out loud moments. 
Some examples --If I keep stress-eating at this level, the buttons on my shirt will start 
socially distancing from each other. This from a mom who is home schooling “ I’m not 
talking to myself, I’m having a parent-teacher conference”. Nothing like relaxing on the 
couch after a long day of being tense on the couch.  A woman was trying hard to get the 
ketchup out of the bo[le. During her struggle, the phone rang so she asked her 7-year-old 
daughter who was home because school was closed to answer the phone. 'Mommy can't 
come to the phone to talk to you right now. She's hi^ng the bo[le.'Did you hear about the 
coin shortage – yes we are running out of common cents 
In Psalm  139, singers praise God’s goodness in delivering them from various life threatening 
situa<ons.  We worship God not because our path will be made smooth but because we will, 
through our faith, be given the endurance and determina<on to keep walking even when the 
path is rocky. God’s promise is not that we will never stumble but that God’s hand will be 
there to help us get up again no ma[er how oQen we stumble. God is the one who is with us 
when we have to do something, we don’t think we are capable of doing. God’s power is not 
the power to control events but it is the power to enable people to deal with events beyond 
their or even God’s power to control.  
Now that I’m living through an actual plague, I totally understand why Italian renaissance 
pain<ngs are full of naked fat people lying on couches. 
Lockdown can only go 4 ways you’ll come out a monk, a hunk, a chunk or a drunk. 
AQer covid is over we may have to wear our masks on the back of our heads to get our ears 
back into normal posi<on. 
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Just as our bodies grow flabby and age more quickly if they are not challenged by hard work 
or exercise will our souls grow flabby if we never encounter adversity? We all have had to live 
through the inconveniences of Covid but during this pandemic some here have also lost a 
loved one or received a medical diagnosis that no one wants to face. Some thoughts about 
tough <mes. As I was wri<ng this reflec<on, I was listening to music by the cellist Ms<slav 
Rostropovich, a Soviet and Russian cellist and conductor, considered to be one of the greatest 
cellists of the 20th century. He was born in Azerbaijan in 1927 and died in 2007. Rostropovich 
fought for art without borders, freedom of speech and democra<c values, resul<ng in 
harassment from the Soviet regime. Rostropovich leQ the Soviet Union in 1974 with his wife 
and children and se[led in the United States. He was quoted in the New Yorker magazine as 
saying. “Comfort, celebrity are no good for the ar<st. If Beethoven were alive today, he 
wouldn’t compose a single note because people would give him so many sponsorships, 
corporate giQs and honorary doctorates. If I had not endured those terrible years in the Soviet 
Union, I would have been a good cellist but not the one I became. Difficult <mes are 
necessary for a good performance- the big spill of emo<on may transform tragedy to 
enormous joy”. 

We have struggled to remain resilient in the last year. Malcolm Gladwell, wri<ng in the New 
Yorker magazine on the subject of resilience, reported the findings of psychologists who 
determined that most people are more resilient than we could have expected them to be. The 
assump<on is that people who have been trauma<zed by sexual abuse, crippling injury or 
disease, loss of a parent at a young age or other serious emo<onal blows, will be scarred for 
life. It turns out some people are, but Gladwell cites that most people show an astonishing 
capacity for emo<onal healing. They do experience a period of anger and or depression but 
most of the <me they find their way through it and emerge ready to pick up their lives and go 
on. Some people buffeted by misfortune have found themselves capable of resilience because 
they did not have to face their problems alone. At St. David’s we are not alone. 

When Mar<n Buber the great Jewish philosopher and theologian was asked. “Where is God” 
he was wise enough not to give the cliché answers-such as God is everywhere, God is in 
churches and synagogues. Buber instead would answer that God is found in rela<onships. 
God is not found in people; God is found between people. When we are truly a[uned to each 
other, God comes down and fills the space between us so that we are connected not 
separated. Both love and true friendship are more than a way of knowing that we ma[er to 
someone else. They are a way of ma[ering to the world, bringing God into a world that would 
otherwise be a vale of selfishness and loneliness. I believe God hugs us through the love and 
caring and praying by others for us. 

When we have loved someone and that person dies what happens to all the love we invested 
in that person? The Israeli poet Yehuda Amichai expressed his thoughts in this way. He 
suggests that a person’s body absorbs and stores all the love it receives in the course of a    
lifetime – from parents, from husbands and wives and children and friends. Then when the 
body dies it pours out all that love “like a broken piggy bank disgorging coins of all 
generations and all the people and all the world are warmed by the love that has been 
returned to them. People die but love does not die. It is recycled from one heart, from one 
life to another.” 
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A woman was visi<ng her friend. “Where is your husband?” Her friend replied, “He’s in the 
garden.” The visitor said I didn’t see him – Her friend replied  “you have to dig a li[le.”  
Not sure what is scarier at this point- taking my temperature or weighing myself. 

On Jan. 19 Diane and I had a phone call informing us that a friend of ours had died. A half 
hour later we had a phone call from our son Dave who lives in the Vancouver area informing 
us that his 4 year old son, our grandson Edson , was seriously ill and in the Vancouver 
children’s hospital. Two blows on the same day. Our grandson is an iden<cal twin but his 
brother was fine. Once we determined the details of our grandson’s illness I headed to the 
computer and sent a message to the Prayer chain and to close friends asking for prayers. Our 
grandson was diagnosed with pyelonephri<s – a kidney infec<on caused by a par<cularly 
nasty bacteria called pseudomonas. Because of Covid we could not go to visit our son and 
grandson and we had to rely on phone calls, emails and text messages for medical updates- it 
was frightening. The specialists suggested that treatment was going to require prolonged 
hospitaliza<on, possible surgery and poten<al permanent damage to kidney func<on. Within 
24 hrs of the prayer requests Edson began to do be[er. As a scien<st I should a[ribute that 
improvement to medicines and medical care. However, my life experience is that not 
everything can be explained by science. Once we solicited prayers Diane and I felt an aura of 
calm and op<mism. A long term childhood friend  phoned to thank US for the privilege of 
being asked to pray for our grandson. Our grandson is now out of the hospital and has begun 
a slow recovery. For us the experience of being prayed and cared for is an example of a God 
hug. 

We may have months more to endure before Covid becomes a bad memory. As we con<nue 
to isolate I have a few sugges<ons. Find reasons to laugh. Read a good book and I have two 
sugges<ons- one is Rev Erre[’s manuscript on Seasons of LIfe. Another book just published is 
Keep Sharp by Dr. Sanjay Gupta a neurosurgeon.  The book is about maintaining and 
improving our brain as we age. Finally if you need a God Hug yourSt. David’s  family is here for 
you. 
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