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Tuesday, April 19:  The Hungry Fox  

I looked out my back porch door early this morning.  A light mist glimmered, and set my hopes in motion.  Spring was finally touching the earth with buds and birds and something inside rose and released with a smiling sigh. Easter renewal was in the air after a long period of focused preparation.  I was so ready to shed my Lenten skin!
As I opened the sliding glass door leading to my deck, I glimpsed movement.  Searching for a robin or a rabbit ~ certain signs of Easter, my eyes found far more of a Good Friday sight.  An old fox, trembling and bone weary standing transfixed in the middle of my back parking lot. Her tail caught my attention – thin and ragged, patches of crusted skin exposed where fur might have been. As if it was a reflection of her soul. What had been a bright, soft auburn in youth had turned thin and grey, gritty with age and dirt.   Her nose twitched, perhaps at the wafts of garbage and recycling nearby.  She has come out of the nearby woods into treacherous human territory to look for something to eat.  Her hunger is palpable. I can see her desire. Yet before she moves toward the scents, she crouches to clean her paws as if washing her hands in ancient, religious devotion. As her focus shifts she suddenly stiffened as her gaze seemed to catch mine.  I didn’t move, trying to detect her thoughts.  After a moment she returns to her cleansing ritual so I gingerly stepped forward on my porch to take a closer look. She notices, startles and darts away – as afraid of me as I would likely be of her if she wasn’t so hungry.  Gone.  I wanted to set out some food for her but knew that I would be traveling down a slippery slope.  So I didn’t.
Saturday, April 16:  Sleeping in the Rain. 

 I drove to the church late last Saturday night to make sure things were prepared for Sunday, and to set up some additional preparations.  I pulled up underneath the portico as it was raining.  Someone was sleeping, hiding underneath the bench by the double doors.  At first I was a bit afraid, but the figure looked up and I recognized her – someone who visits our Safe Haven for warmth and food.  Startled, she immediately apologized for “trespassing” on our property.  She said that she feels safer sleeping near the church and thanked me for not being angry or ugly.   Usually, she sleeps down by the cross in the outdoor chapel, but it was raining.  She promised to be gone by day break.  I could not tell her to leave, nor could I take her home with me.  My stomach felt sick.  I brought her out some juice and a few hard boiled eggs left in the refrigerator from Safe Haven and a blanket that I have in my office.  She thanked me.  It didn’t make me feel any better.
Wednesday, April 20:  Dying Under the Cross.  

I received a panicked call this morning from Phil. While preparing to cut down some dangerous trees in our chapel woods, a man had been found.  He had died during the night. As the police and CSI detectives surrounded the sorrowful scene we discovered that the only identification he had was a small Safe Haven ID card, with a number (440) and his name: Marcos Torres.  He died just behind the chapel platform in a small clearing where a tree had once towered.  He was young, only 31, I discovered later after his niece in the states saw his picture and prayed in tears.  No foul play, said the detectives. A bottle of tequila lay nearby. He was dressed nicely and was clean. What happened?  Here we are, Falls Church City, statistically the wealthiest city in the wealthiest country in the world.  Did you know we lived in the wealthiest city in the entire world?  And hundreds of hungry come to eat at our church every week.  And one young man cannot find work.  And so one night he trips and falls as he tries to find his way to a safe place to sleep. Though I don’t know if that is what really happened. I discovered that he would have turned 32 on April 22nd.  Good Friday.  The same day my cousin, Josie, 49, died of cancer and my mother turned 87.  And I wondered how I would find my way to Easter, find the words to bring you joy and hope and renewal.  This all felt just so heavy. So unfair. So wrong.  
Saturday, April 23:  Rising Bit by Bit.

I arrive at church early.  It is cold and misty.  I prepare for a wedding in our outdoor chapel which is wet and slick.  People are racing around preparing.  Flowers, balloons, anticipation.  I had spent the  morning writing a blessing for Leigh and Gary– and as I wrote I found myself emerging from my own angry state, smiling as if the crust of Holy Week was cracking open and a new spirit was rising within. Like a gift I remembered the years of Leigh’s searching and waiting, praying in the self same outdoor chapel to reveal the one that would become her life partner.  And here we were, celebrating the good news as if those challenging, sometimes hopeless moments had disappeared and all that was real was this marriage moment.  And I thanked God for helping me find my way back to Easter, despite the very real circumstances that surrounded this very same chapel.  How easy I was falling prey to my own losses. I thanked God with every fiber of my being for providing a way out of that certain spiritual death…for reminding me that, in God’s world, Easter will always come.   And I began to be grateful at least, that Marcos had found his way to the clearing in the woods that the cross overlooked, and it was there on a warm spring night that he entered the next world.  God was watching over him, I consoled myself.  I know it. 
I went home.  I put out some food for the fox.  I re-wrote my Easter words to deliver in front of the outdoor cross.  Yes, a slippery slope, this faith is.  Practicing resurrection is the only way forward I know that works.   We sang together, laughed, and loved on Easter Sunday and the pain seemed to find an outlet.  On Monday I learned about Marcos and his wife and two children in Guatemala. I gave his niece an Easter Lilly.  She planted it in the clearing in the wood where he died.  We all cried, and thanked God for the cross that marked his passing, the Safe Haven he received from the church, and the beautiful light he was living in ~ a new home made not with human hands but one where he would never be cast out of.  

Thanks be to God.  
