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A Brief History 

 

Historic St. Timothy’s dates back to1892 and is the third oldest Episcopal Church in Columbia. It 
began as a mission to provide Sunday School for the children of Arsenal Hill.  

As the congregation grew, the church moved to a house on Lincoln Street in 1893 and then to a 

chapel on Calhoun Street, which was completed in 1895. In 1912, the church was admitted into 
union with the diocese of South Carolina. After the first chapel burned, the congregation began 

construction of the present sanctuary, which was completed in 1914.  

The Gothic Revival church is built of granite and includes 15 stained glass windows constructed by 

Mayer Studios in Munich, Germany, which has installations all over the world. Most are in Ireland, 
England, New Zealand, and the United States. Only a few churches in South Carolina have Mayer 

windows, and St. Timothy’s is the only church in the midlands area. The transept windows depict 

Jesus beckoning the children and the Ascension of Christ, encircled by six apostles. The Altar 

window portrays Jesus surrounded by St. Andrew, St. Peter, St. Paul, and St. Timothy. The twelve 

windows in the nave illustrate the life of Christ, beginning with the Annunciation of the Virgin 

Mary and ending with the Resurrection.  

The church is flanked by two gardens. Seay Garden was named for long-time member Edna Jacobs 

Cannon Seay, and Beckham was dedicated to the memory of The Rt. Rev. William A. Beckham, 

sixth Bishop of the Episcopal Diocese of Upper South Carolina. It was designated an official 

Affiliate Quiet Garden in 2006, the first in South Carolina. The Rodgers Fountain, given in memory 

of founding members John Bryan Rodgers and Hattie Radcliffe Rodgers and their children Annetta, 
William, Susie, and John, is the centerpiece of Beckham Garden. 

St. Timothy’s continues to be a vital part of the Arsenal Hill neighborhood and the City of 

Columbia. It provides a respite for worship and contemplation while also serving those in need 

within and beyond its doors.  

We invite you to worship with us. For service times or additional information, please contact us. 

St. Timothy’s Episcopal Church 
 

900 Calhoun Street 
Columbia, South Carolina 29201 

803.765.1519     www.sttimothyscolumbia.com 

 

St. Timothy’s Remembrance Fund supports the beautification and enhancement of our physical 
facilities. Donations to this fund ensure that our historic church is preserved. 

 
  

http://www.sttimothyscolumbia.com/
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Pandemic Gleanings:  
Reflections of our Members 

 
INTRODUCTION 

 
Almighty God, who called Timothy to be an evangelist and teacher, and made him strong to 

endure hardship: Strengthen us to stand fast in adversity, and to live godly and righteous lives in this 
present time, that with sure confidence we may look for our blessed hope, the glorious appearing of 
our great God and Savior Jesus Christ; who lives and reigns with you and the Holy Spirit, one God, 
now and forever. Amen. 

 
The prayer above commemorating Saint Timothy was added to our weekly phone services early in 
the pandemic shutdown.  To many of us, it served to give us hope that we, like our patron saint 
before us, could endure the hardships and fear we faced during that strange year. 
 
Early in 2020, the nation learned about the existence of a coronavirus virus that stemmed from 
China and was brought to our nation by airline travelers.  Its spread through our country was 
quick, harsh, even deadly. Suddenly we were instructed by church and government leaders to 
“shelter in place.”  Schools, agencies, businesses, and churches closed indefinitely.  People were 
warned not to travel, not to meet with others, not to play with others, not to watch others play.  
We should isolate ourselves so as not to infect or be infected by the disease.  For many, income 
abruptly stopped. 
 
Thankfully, pharmacies and food stores remained open (with restrictions on numbers of people, 
masking, and items available).  News media, television and radio, our utilities, and the Internet 
were up and running.  We found Amazon a willing business to deliver just about anything! Many 
restaurants capable of drive-through service reopened and thrived.  And, for those whose 
livelihoods were interrupted, the government stepped in with subsistence money.  The Internet 
became a blessing!  Smart phones and laptops connected through Zoom, a video platform that 
provided on-line, face-to-face meetings.  Schools jumped on the access, and students were able to 
continue classes and learning.  Businesses could continue functioning with employees working 
from home, and families could meet each other and find relief from the isolation.  “Soft clothes,” 
longer hair (no stylists available!), comfortable surroundings ruled the day and became the 
backdrops we saw.  For many, it seemed to be a vacation at home. 
 
At St. Timothy’s, we found that the church did not have adequate Internet service to host online 
services.  The only alternative to no worship at all appeared to be the telephone.  So, that’s what 
we used:  a member donated use of a conference call line, and we conducted two services each 
day.  After each service, we joined in fellowship, talking about feelings, thankfulness, even 
tragedies caused by the virus.  To those who participated, the telephone was our lifeline to our 
friends, our faith, our God. 
 
Not everything was adequate, though.  Early on there were shortages at the food stores—toilet 
paper was the most notable—in items that were either hoarded or not able to be replenished.  
Sometimes, an item would run out and then become available at a higher price to reflect the 
impact of the virus on food packaging, on trucks and trains, on farms.  By spring, many usual 
events were cancelled:  Easter egg hunts, graduations on all levels and the festivity around them, 
holiday picnics and parties, fireworks, early season ball games, beach trips and tourism all 
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suffered.  The incidence and deaths still rose, especially when even a small group was reported to 
have gathered and spread the infection. 
   
The increasing number of cases of illness and the alarming number and speed of those dying 
from the infection were constant reminders of the real situation.  The news we heard was dire.  
Hospitals were filled with the ill and experiencing severe shortages of skilled staff, masks, 
ventilators and beds.  Nursing homes forbid volunteers and family members to visit.  Many elderly, 
who were the hardest hit in the beginning, died quickly without family around them, and funeral 
plans were altered or delayed. 
 
Finally, the talk of vaccines became a reality.  What we thought was impossible and/or unsafe 
became available, and we learned of first responders and medical staff successfully vaccinated 
even before Christmas.  By January teachers and the elderly eagerly waited their turns for 
vaccination, and the incidence and deaths from the deadly virus dropped.  We began winning the 
battle for a healthy and immune population.  As fewer people were vulnerable, the schools, 
churches, cities and states began opening and operating (almost) normally.  We could meet, we 
could travel, we could work and worship again. 
   
But we were not yet back to winning this war on a virus.   Vaccinations slowed in mid-2021 due 
to rising concerns among teens and young women.  New variants of the virus have emerged and 
spread freely among those not vaccinated.  We learned that even those vaccinated could become 
infected and ill from the new strains.  Once again, schools of all types wrestle with mask mandates 
for fall enrollments.  With the positivity rate of incidence reaching previous levels, we are now in 
our fourth surge.  We are again masked and socially distanced. We wait with apprehension to see 
if we will return to the additional restrictions we once endured, wondering if we will ever feel safe 
anywhere, anytime again. 
 
Even personal relationships have changed.  We have experienced the fear of interacting with 
others and are often still hesitant to embrace or even greet with a handshake.  Those who choose 
not to be vaccinated are kept at a distance.  Any cough or stomachache brings back all the fears all 
over again.  At St. Timothy’s, we continue to pray the prayer for our saint’s strength, courage, and 
godliness, adding many other prayers to God for His continued protection through this persistent 
pestilence. 
 
This volume is a history of the actions taken by St. Timothy’s leadership during the worst days of 
the pandemic and personal accounts of what parishioners experienced during this event.  Neither 
our laity nor our clergy responded passively or out of fear.  Instead, we sought alternatives to 
maintain or restore what the pandemic and shutdown were taking from us—new and different 
ways to knit ourselves into a tighter community, help one another, and strengthen our spiritual 
ties as a congregation, as well as individually to God.  Members of the leadership team were 
instrumental in quickly responding to needs of the parish—both spiritually and physically—and 
helped us all survive and thrive, as a parish and as individuals. We were first thrown into isolation 
and fear but, eventually, cautiously but eagerly drawn into a safe and joyous place to meet and 
worship.   
 
Elaine Sandberg 
Project Coordinator 
 
 
 

Project Committee Members: 
Bill Sandberg 
Beth Hook Bolton 
Sallie Hook Boggs 
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COVID- 19:  More Than a Year of Isolation 
 

EARLY DAYS OF THE PANDEMIC: 
 “I thought it would be over in a month.” 

 
Early days of the year of shutdown began with mild interest, but soon became talking points in 
conversations.  We began hearing of cases of a virus in the United States and learned of the work 
in China.  Health professionals were in the news making us aware of the severity of the virus, 
particularly on the elderly.   We were told to stay at home, wear masks, not to travel, not to touch 
each other.  Cases spread quickly in February 2020, and in early March, federal, state, and church 
leaders began acting to shut down public and private gatherings of all kinds, including businesses, 
restaurants, schools, government offices, and churches.  Only necessary businesses—grocery 
stores, pharmacies, and doctor offices—remained open with severe restrictions.  People waited in 
lines to shop, only to find short supplies or shelves empty of many items.  Toilet paper and 
gasoline were the early ones, but canned goods and meat ran out also. 

 
St. Timothy’s Episcopal Church, on the corner of Lincoln and Calhoun Streets in downtown 
Columbia, is one of the older churches in the city.  It was founded in 1892 as a Sunday School for 
the children of Arsenal Hill and is the third-oldest Episcopal Church in Columbia.  The original 
chapel was destroyed by fire in 1912. The cornerstone for the current Gothic-style church was laid 
in 1913. The sanctuary contains stained glass windows created by Mayer Studios in Munich, 
Germany.   

 
Today, St. Timothy's is a diverse, small, but welcoming, congregation that strives to model Christ's 
love in all its actions, both within our church family and to the wider community.  Before COVID-
19 our average Sunday attendance was under 40 with 47 families.  In April of 2019, our rector of 
11 years retired, and Reverend Alice Mills became our Priest-in-charge in August. 

 
On March 15, 2020, we learned of the shutdown of Episcopal churches in our diocese.  It was Lent 
3, and that service was our last in our beloved St. Timothy’s church for months to come.  The 
Vestry was quick to offer us what was available, which was not a service by Zoom or YouTube.  
Using a conference call line of one member’s office, we met for worship on the phone and stayed to 
discuss our lives.  Members welcomed the chance to speak of their daily activities, so the “coffee 
hour” might stretch as long as the service.  We joined the weekday services by first name only and 
we got used to calling to each other and keeping track of who might be joining in.  When an absent 
member called in again, he was greeted warmly.  We tried to encourage each other in this small 
way.   
 
Our conference call Sunday worship services were usually joyful times.  We quickly added 
servants and had many voices contributing.  Besides our priest, our deacon regularly had a part as 
did a lector or two, a singer for the hymns, and our organist providing a prelude on her piano.  Our 
phone monitor announced the attendees.  Amazingly, we were able to keep attendance stable 
throughout this rough time! 
 
Members would often become discouraged.  One member shared how hard it was for him:  he 
lived alone and wasn’t used to the solitary life.  He really wanted people around him, even to 
worship, and didn’t know just how much of the loneliness he could stand.  Older working 
professionals found they would have to conduct work from home, using Internet and email to 
connect with clients and students.  The idea of having to use technology he had ignored learning 
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was a roadblock for Bill Sandberg, a professor at the University of South Carolina:  who could help 
him when no one could come to him?  Talking about his situation eventually gave him courage to 
schedule Blackboard meetings with his students.  He happily shared his success to the others, and 
he was able to continue well with his classes.   

 
But a frequent description of their plight was “helpless to help,” or “disappearing.”  Janis Leaphart 
began meeting her mother for lunches. They’d sit at the kitchen table, eat, and talk about 
everything and anything.  Very often, visits lasted until suppertime.  “My mom was independent 
and mostly healthy.  Little did I know that she would pass away unexpectedly in November.  Those 
months of Saturday visits sustained me through the long days, giving me peace, strength, and joy.  
They were and still are truly a “Covid blessing.” 

 
Those who lived with someone were less adversely affected.  The time with a special other was 
cherished.  But most of us were careful to keep far from the virus.  The Nepitas shared “We quickly 
developed routines to sanitize and isolate ourselves.  We wore our masks, left our shoes on the 
porch, and would later clean the shoes with disinfectant before bringing them into the house.  We 
cleaned the groceries before bringing them in, and outside clothes were immediately placed in the 
washing machine.” 

 
Some couldn’t believe the shutdown would last long.  Elaine Sandberg, organist, was one who 
wanted to be ready for Easter services that year in the church as usual.  She went to the church 
often to prepare music for a grand homecoming for that April Sunday.  Unfortunately, that was not 
to be that year.  Easter was only by phone, but we had 58 in attendance!  That was not the only 
event not to be that year.  One new member retired from her high school teaching position of 30 
years.  Instead of a slow easing out of her work, saying good-by to students and teachers, the state 
mandates kept her from classes and staff.  She took part in a “drive-by farewell” for the graduating 
seniors and was given permission to enter the school only to clean out her room.  Lena Larmon, 
age 4, had her preschool suddenly close, and she missed her friends.  Fortunately, her mother 
Lauren was a teacher, forced to teach from home, so she could be with her child.  But Lauren 
recalled times when the child would just be sad over the way things were. 

 
Sadly, our members shared that their family members and friends, often in nursing or assisted 
living facilities, had contracted the virus.  Loved ones in these situations sometimes died alone as 
our members were not able to visit in the facilities or hospitals.  Joyce and George Callow were 
faithful Compline attenders and shared daily their ordeal with Joyce’s elderly mother who had 
been a member of the church for decades.  Their grief and sorrow became ours, and many of us 
wept with them.  During these early days, the Card Ministry made special efforts to communicate 
with members who were especially troubled.  By this time next year, they will have mailed over 
500 cards and messages.  The Vestry delivered a Care bag to every home—coffee and well wishes 
to encourage our engagement with the church!  They also established a phone committee to call 
the members each month. 

 
RISING NUMBERS IN THE SUMMER: 

“It was as if the very air and water were contaminated!” 

 

Spring of 2020 gave way to summer, and South Carolina was ready for fun.  Spring had found 
graduations, Easter egg hunts, picnics, pool parties, and a general feeling of wanting to celebrate 

all shut down.  We still couldn’t congregate, we couldn’t play, we couldn’t even travel to another 

state to visit relatives!  In the news, we began learning of aerosols from the virus, tiny droplets 
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that were propelled into the air in speaking, coughing and singing.  These were the culprits of our 

infections and were what kept us from each other.  It was as if the very air and water were 
contaminated—not only the instant someone spoke—but lasting in the air and on surfaces.  We 

were cautioned to “social distance” ourselves from those we didn’t know, or even from those we 

did know, but had been somewhere else.  Also, we sanitized constantly, fearing that droplets could 

infect even from papers, chairs, and food in open containers.  Once we were told to fear, fear, fear, 
we were slow to change the new habits and beliefs, even after science refuted the claims.  

Everything about us became a danger.  Malinda Carlyle recalls, “I found that the fear and loneliness 

of not having family present was the most difficult.”  Malinda was on a calling committee for St. 

Timothy’s and came to realize the “importance of prayer, faith, and letting God take care of things 

that were not in my control!” 

But the warmer weather and idleness brought people together, masked or not, searching for relief 

from the constant reminders of isolation.  Out-of-staters ventured to the state for beach parties.  
Residents defied restrictions and held backyard parties.  College students met for Super Spreaders 

so all could get mildly infected, recover, and then party some more.  Cases of infection rose 

dramatically and alarmingly, always affecting the senior citizens more than any other group.  

Many summer camps and parks closed so as not to spread the virus.  The Columbia Fireflies, our 
minor league baseball team, did not play a single game in 2020.  

For a while at St. Timothy’s, we tried to meet through Zoom.  After our Sunday phone service 
concluded, many of us signed into a Zoom coffee hour.  We got a chance to see each other!  Even in 
our “soft clothes,” longer hair, and a variety of backdrops, this homecoming was a treat.  As can be 
imagined, we had trouble talking in order, so the meetings had periods of unpleasant cacophony 
and made a mess of a good thing.  While many members embraced it, we found that others were 
not interested in that medium.  Attendance dropped for the online time, so we returned to using 
the phone for conversation. 

 
Meanwhile, some of the restrictions for meeting at the church were beginning to be lifted.  After 

submitting plans for opening safely, on July 26 we were allowed to have services onsite for ten 

people!  We roped off pews in the nave, we had tape on the floor to provide social distancing, we 
limited people in spaces and rooms (including restrooms).  We posted reminders for masks and 

sanitizing.  Those of us at these early services (5 Sunday servants and five worshippers) were 

overjoyed to be back in the church!  Bulletins of the complete Eucharist service were prepared and 

distributed from the front entrance door.  A small lectern was set up in front of the chancel, and 
Rev. Alice placed her phone on it.  She, or a singer or lector, came to the lectern to address the tiny 

congregation and those on the phone.  We used our piano because the organ sound was too much 

for the phone connection.  Later, there were so many complaints about the sound of the piano that 

Elaine played a prelude only for the onsite worshippers.  Connection to the phone group was made 
afterwards.  Congregants sat in alternating pews, only one person at each pew end.  Following the 

service, we all sanitized our areas and disposed of papers.  Attendees were directed to leave the 

church through the Lincoln St. door.  There was no coffee hour. 

After one onsite service, Elaine Sandberg asked Pat Batten who a certain person attending was.  
Pat said she thought the woman was the “Jane” on the phone.  (Jane Bleckley was a newcomer to 

the church and a regular attender of Compline.)  Elaine rushed over (still distancing herself) to 

greet Jane and to point out others whom she would have known from the phone voices.  We all 
were excited to meet someone who had just been a voice on the phone. 
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Just before we were to open for these few worshippers, members came to prepare the church.  

The Daughters of the King came to clean and sanitize.  As the women came to the church, there 
were looks of wonder, anticipation and reverence in their faces that broke into smiles, tears and a 

few “Hallelujahs!” as they entered the church and sat—alternate pews and six feet apart, just 

taking in the joy of once again being in God’s house.  Beth Bolton and Sallie Boggs, fourth 

generation members of St. Timothy’s, shared the same feeling as they came to fold bulletins or do 
flowers for the Sunday services, stopping to say prayers at the altar in the quiet sanctuary.  

Throughout the year, we had others: Stan Lowder and Chris Mills, loyally keeping the grounds 

around the church tidy, keeping their Lord’s house in order, waiting patiently for worshippers to 

come again. 

One restriction that was lifted was to allow small groups to meet at church, abiding by social 

distancing, masking, and air circulation (open doors and fans as possible).  The DOK held their 

monthly meeting in July in Bennett Hall.  Seven were in attendance.  Following the meeting many 
stayed for the Compline service on the phone, led by Rev Alice in the sanctuary. 

In the the summer of 2020, Sallie and Beth volunteered to inventory and clean the entire parish 

house.  Coming in frequently by themselves, they systematically cleaned, downsized as needed, 

sorted and improved each room, often concluding their work with prayers in the sanctuary. 

In late summer we tried an Open House event for members to come and walk through the church.  

Included in the event was a baby shower gift drop off for Katie Seeley and Thomas Dubien.  The 

DOK provided bottles of water, snack bags, and a handout of selected prayers for visitors to have 

as they walked through the parish house and sanctuary.  Since we had the social distancing, 
masking, and limits of people in each room, we had monitors spaced throughout the church.  

Those who planned the event and were present to help move visitors through the rooms enjoyed 

working together, but not many other church members came out to visit the church. 

Throughout the summer, few members were able to travel to other states or to vacation.  Thus, 

attendance at the onsite services and on the phone stayed stable.  While our people reported on 

relatives and friends contracting the virus, our own church members were staying healthy by 

abiding by both the state restrictions and the advice of our priest and bishop. 

As can be imagined, the Vestry took on emergency roles during the shutdown and quickly tried to 

assess and predict how the church would fare financially.  We entered 2020 on a bare-bones 

budget, even with a part-time priest-in-charge replacing our retiring rector.  Vestry and members 

wondered if we would still be afloat by the end of the year.  Treasurer Dale Lowder writes that “it 
quickly became apparent the Pandemic was going to, not only affect its parishioners’ ability to 

attend and worship or otherwise be involved with day-to-day church life, but would also 

negatively impact members’ ability to support St Timothy’s through pledges or other giving 
opportunities.”  Indeed, if we couldn’t come to church, much of our funds might not make it to 

church either.   Fortunately, the federal government was quick to extend a helping hand, in the 

form of the SBA Paycheck Protection Program loans.  St Timothy’s applied for and received a small 

PPP loan, which not only gave us funds needed for salaries but was also fully forgiven.  Also, the 

parish members, most of whom continued to work remotely or received direct deposits, continued 

to honor their pledges.  Says Dale: “In fact, actual giving and pledges received in 2020 were at the 

levels originally budgeted for when we developed the 2020 budget in late 2019.    St Timothy’s 

ended 2020 in good shape financially.  I was able to set aside a financial cushion for 2021, develop 
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a 2021 budget based on the potential that the pandemic was not fully abated, and even place some 

funds into its long-term investment account.” 

Fall 2020:  BUSINESS AND SCHOOL FROM HOME 

“It felt real and surreal at the same time.” 

 

By September of that year, the Governor had opened state offices and retail businesses were 
working out ways for onsite shoppers to come to the stores safely.  Masks were still required in 

public places.  Restaurants offered take-out, delivery, or drive through as each was able.  Gyms 

opened to restricted numbers of members coming to exercise.  While signs on doors said masks 

were required, a gym had to abide by American Disabilities guidelines that allowed those with 

breathing problems to exercise without a mask.  It was apparent that many people chose to claim 

a disability to exercise without a mask.   In contrast, public schools and colleges were open to 

virtual classes only.  High school sports teams competed, so high school football was available 
with limited attendance at games. 

At St. Timothy’s September brought another blessing:  We could have 20 worshippers at our 

service!  We continued both the Sunday onsite service, still observing masking, social distancing 

and sanitizing, and the phone services, Morning Prayer and Compline each day.  At each service, 
the attendees prayed the prayer for St. Timothy and  members of the church, as well as those for 

whom prayers were requested.  There was no coffee hour, so worshippers did not congregate in 

the church after the Sunday service.  However, the flower guild provided flowers on the altar as 

their and other members’ gifts to God.  Rev Alice and Deacon Margaret added a Wednesday noon 
Holy Eucharist.  It was not well attended and was later dropped. 

By December, the vaccine against COVID-19 was released and was distributed to medical staffs 

and first responders around the country.  A ray of hope was evident in shoppers and in church 

worshippers.  While it would be months before all those who wanted the vaccine would have a 

chance to receive it, we talked about it excitedly. 

At the church, this ray of hope coincided with Advent, the season of hope, and members were 

excited at both the phone and church services.  We prayed daily that the vaccines would work to 
stem the virulent disease from everyone, young and old.  At the church, we made plans for joyous 

Christmas Eve services at 4 PM, 6 PM (onsite and on the phone), and 10 PM.  Total attendance for 

the three services was 65.  We did many of the usual preparations, including greening of the 

church with poinsettias and a Christmas tree with Chrismons.  Photos of the beautiful Christmas 
Eve church were added to the website and Facebook pages.  Our traditional candle-lighting and 

darkened church tradition of  “Silent Night, Holy Night,” at the end of the service held a special 

treat at 6 PM. Young Lena Larmon, who had come to special practices with the organist to learn to 
sing masked, sang the first verse a capella, beautifully and reverently, for all to hear in person and 

over the phone. 

2021: VACCINES! 

Questionnaire:  What was a happy time?  Answer:  Getting my first vaccine! 

 

January 2021 found many people looking forward to getting the vaccines against the virulent 

virus.  We learned it was proving to be safe, potent against the virus, and being made in sufficient 

quantity that anyone who wanted it would be able to get it.  CDC worked quickly and efficiently to 
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establish policies and procedures for distribution to all states through hospitals, clinics, and 

eventually pharmacies.  After frontline medical workers, early recipients included teachers, 
nursing home residents and staffs, and necessary business employees.  Finally, senior citizens 

were allowed to seek an appointment through portals from the South Carolina Department of 

Health website.  There were hiccups in the administration, but, for the most part, getting the 

vaccine was easy and quick.  

The members of St. Timothy’s are predominantly senior citizens who became interested in the 
news, both good and scary, about the vaccines.  Like the rest of the country, we heard of many 
happy experiences, but also several events that created doubt about the vaccine’s safety for all.  
Some people began to speak against getting the vaccine, while others saw it as a gift to society.  At 
St. Timothy’s, there was much discussion when someone became vaccinated, and we compared 
notes about experiences at the many distribution locations. 

 
The services continued through the winter and into spring, both onsite and on the phone.  We still 
wore masks, distanced ourselves, and sanitized.  There still was no choir, we did not use the organ 
until spring, and we still received only bread at Communion.  Even so, at church we were joyful.  
Those of us who were vaccinated looked a little more relaxed at the services.  Our prayers 
concentrated on thanksgiving, not on fear or desolation. 

 
Members completed a Mutual Ministry Review, and groups were formed to create goals for the 
several areas of ministry in the church life.  The Vestry reviewed and restated goals for the near 
future and presented them for discussion in sessions after the Sunday services. These sessions 
were available for on-site members and call-in members.  The Vestry had worked hard, and the 
parish received the reports favorably.  There was an air of unity and willingness to work toward 
making St. Timothy’s stronger, as well as a haven for members and community. 

 
For the beginning of Lent, Rev. Alice set aside a time for members to receive ashes and an at-home 
prayer service for those who didn’t feel comfortable attending Ash Wednesday services.  During 
the scheduled time, Elaine, the organist, played soft Lenten music.  Members came and went or 
stopped and listened for a while.  Toward the end of the time, Elaine noticed someone she didn’t 
know come up to the altar for the ashes.  Speaking in welcome, she learned the man was the 
husband of the woman whose mother had died of COVID the previous year.  The Callows still 
mourned for her but appreciated the warmth and sympathy they felt in the Compline services.  
Lent also brought a study of Bishop Michael Curry’s book, Love is the Way and Centering Prayer 
times scheduled on Zoom.  Centering Prayer continues today. 

 
For Palm Sunday 2021, we received another blessing:  we could open the onsite service to 40 
worshippers!  That would mean that almost anyone in our parish who desired could come to the 
church for the service.  However, because we could not know who was vaccinated and who might 
desire to isolate, we kept the phone service going.  On Palm Sunday, March 28, we had 33 
commune onsite. 

 
Holy Week services kept us busy.  Many members did come to the regular onsite services, 
including a modified Stations of the Cross led by the DOK.  Since they could not remember Christ’s 
walk to the cross by walking around the church as a group, DOK members led the service with 
worshippers in the pews.  Pictures of the 14 stations were held up to view by all.   

 
Easter was an especially joyful time!  The Daughters of the King and others had come to clean and 
sanitize the church.  Lilies and other flowers filled the chancel edge and around the altar.  Outside 
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the grass and gardens were tended to.  Our organist prepared special organ music.  We held two 
onsite services, 8 AM and 11 AM, with the phone service a part of the 11 AM service.  Total 
attendance for the two services was 62 worshippers! 

 
Since Easter, we have continued to have the phone services on Sunday and throughout the week.  
The choir was cleared to sit and sing together in July but attendance varied due to summer 
vacations of members who could finally travel and others still quarantining.  With restrictions on 
social distancing and masking easing, we finally took up the taped “distancing markers”  on the 
floors and opened up all pews for worshippers.  We talked about finally “getting back to normal” 
in work, activities, and social relationships.  We made plans to have a grand potluck lunch in 
August—reminiscent of our famous coffee hour spreads of earlier days.  The Fellowship hall was 
cleaned and arranged. China dishes.  real flatware, mugs, and glasses were washed and set out.  A 
signup sheet began showing what specialties would be coming. 

 
Unfortunately, the virus had other plans.  By May 31, 2021, a variant had been recognized and 
named:  Delta. This variant is now spreading throughout the country, and it has proven to be more 
contagious than COVID-19.  Not as virulent as the predecessor, but still affecting all ages.  Even 
those vaccinated are susceptible!  Mask wearing and social distancing once again are the norm.   
Activities again are cancelled or modified, including the potluck lunch.  Public schools have 
struggled with decisions about opening with mask requirements.  College students and college 
faculty have had to learn ways of “tracking” virus outbreaks in attempts to control them.  We have 
continued our conference call services, and masks at church.  The fight is not over! 

 
Now, as August ends and schools have opened, we struggle again with mask mandates and social 
distancing, just as before.  Incidence of cases has risen dramatically, mimicking the early days 
before any contact restrictions had begun.  This time even young children are susceptible.   

 
A ray of hope in the form of a booster vaccine is now available, and we await our turns to receive 
it.  We continue to pray the prayer for St. Timothy, and we continue to abide by the 
recommendations of safe behaviors, trying to keep St. Timothy’s Church a haven for safe and 
positively joyous worship! 
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Reflections from the Priest-in-Charge 

When we first went into lockdown in March of 2020, my immediate thought was, “How in the 

world do I keep a worshiping community together who can no longer meet in person?”  Being in a 
small parish with very limited funds, along with my nonexistent experience of doing online 

worship, I fell to my knees and prayed for God’s guidance.   

 

In conversation with Henry Well, Senior Warden at the time, he said, “Everybody knows how to 

dial a phone number.  We can use my company’s conference call line.”  We began using it right 

away for Sunday worship and soon thereafter added daily Morning Prayer and Compline 

services.  For days that turned into weeks that turned into months, we have bookended the days of 
our common life with prayer, and we provided much needed fellowship with one another over the 

phone lines.  Our prayers have included the collect for our Patron Saint Timothy, particularly 

relevant for these trying times: 

 

Almighty God, who called Timothy to be an evangelist and teacher, and made him strong to endure 

hardship: Strengthen us to stand fast in adversity, and to live godly and righteous lives in this present 

time, that with sure confidence we may look for our blessed hope, the glorious appearing of our great 

God and Savior Jesus Christ; who lives and reigns with you and the Holy Spirit, one God, now and 

forever. Amen. 

 

So, little St. Timothy’s went from one service a week to fourteen, discovering along the way that 
we are way more than a place.  We are the people of God – gifted, innovative, trusting, flexible, 

resilient, and joyous.  The adage, “The family that prays together, stays together” proved true for 

this church family.  We’ve emerged from this pandemic closer than ever, energized to move 

forward, and grateful to God for the many blessings bestowed upon us. 
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Reflections from the 2020 Senior Warden 

Backstory: 

I became Senior Warden in January of 2020. As you may recall, this was a difficult time at our 
church. We had been transitioning to a new priest, and with a new priest comes change. As with 
any changes, there comes resistance. We saw an example of this resistance at our parish meeting. 
It is not my goal to rehash the past or bring up old issues. My point is we entered the pandemic a 
broken church. Broken maybe a little dramatic of a word, but it is the first descriptor I can think of. 
I thought I would spend the majority of 2020 building, repairing, and hopefully healing 
relationships with various church members. 

 Pandemic: 

In December, I remember hearing Lester Holt reporting on a virus that was sweeping across 
China. I never thought twice about it again until it hit Seattle and then closer to home in Camden. I 
remember, on Palm Sunday, Rev. Alice said that she could not believe so many people turned up 
for church service. I believe it was Deacon Margaret’s first Sunday with us and the last church 
service we would have in person for over a year.  

I believe, but I am not sure, the schools closed the next day. I remember I was talking to Alice soon 
after Palm Sunday and she said we must figure out how to offer Holy week service through the 
internet. I told her the church could use my work conference call line since services were after 
hours and no one at work would be using the line during that time. I had concerns that some of 
our members would not have internet access and that there would not be enough time to set 
everything up and share the links. I reassured Alice that this would all blow over in a couple of 
months.  

It was also during Holy Week that Alice said to me, "We will need to talk everyday as we go 
through this." Honestly, we spoke every day, sometimes several times a day, for at least several 
months. It was intense. We had many questions: How many of our church family will die? How do 
we take care of our members who are elderly and alone? How do we meet the spiritual needs of 
our members? Will we survive this pandemic financially? Would the diocese offer us any 
guidance? These conversations happened very early in May.  

In my head we had three priority areas that we needed to focus on. Everything else could wait. 

1. Ensure worship. People needed consistency and the comfort of church 
2. Engage all of our members in whatever way we could.  
3. Rework the budget and stewardship campaign. Discuss eliminating positions, services, 

etc. for at least 6 months. In my opinion, financially we had to get as far ahead of the 
pandemic as possible. Better to be proactive then reactive.  

1.      Ensure worship: We began offering morning prayer and compline. At the beginning of the 
pandemic our attendance numbers were impressive. After each service, I would receive a text with 
the number of attendees and the times of the call. I am not sure why, but I found this very 
comforting. Our Sunday services were doing very well as well. I expected we would see a dramatic 
drop in the number of people who attend church via a conference call link versus in person. We 
did not see that. At this point, I really started to feel that the church was healing. We were 
experiencing something very traumatic together and working together to try to figure it out.  
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2.      Engage all members:The first thing we did was divide up the list of members in our parish 
directory. Vestry members would be calling all our member to ensure their wellbeing and to 
determine if there are any needs we could address. This was just the beginning of the engagement 
process. We determined what engagement opportunities we could address during lockdown. We 
had volunteers create a visual inventory of our church, we had volunteers host game night and 
virtual coffee hour. It took some time to figure it out, but our church did a great job looking out for 
each other. This was a big difference since the January parish meeting. 

3.      Rework the budget: This was by far my biggest concern. We were not in church, so the plate 
was not passed. Also, the economy was taking a major downturn, and I was convinced we were 
going to be impacted. So, we reworked the stewardship campaign to allow people to adjust their 
pledge. From what I recall, only two people changed their pledges. We also reviewed our budget to 
determine what we could cut since we were not meeting in person. This is when the finance 
committee was pulled together to look at our options. We did take some cost saving measures and 
agreed to apply for the PPP loan. Thankfully, these measures helped us make it through the 
pandemic with little impact on our budget. 

 By the end of the summer, we began getting used to our new normal. We had a few minor hick- 
ups along the way but, all in all, we were dealing with the pandemic and taking the church in the 
right direction. 

The biggest lessons learned, in my opinion, are to have numerous ways to communicate with the 
church family (email, in person, phone) and to have a financial plan to maintain the church’s vital 
services.   
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Reflections from the 2021 Senior Warden 

I started writing this in June 2021 and finished in late August. I nearly didn’t send in my account 

because I couldn’t make myself write as if the pandemic were over. I think it’s clear to everyone 
now, as we crept back from full opening on Sunday by no longer offering wine at communion, even 

by intinction, that we are still in the midst of this situation. However, the change in worship that 

got the most chuckles was the request that we no longer kneel at the altar so as to minimize the 
“huffing and puffing” as we stand up again! We are largely a middle-aged and older congregation 

after all.  

Timeline of Early Changes 

Friday, March 13, 2020: Governor Henry McMaster issued an order that closed schools and state 
agencies, ended in-person dining at restaurants, and set a curfew overnight. That same day, Alice 

sent out a message that no one should feel obligated to be present at services on Sunday; in 

addition, all church gatherings except worship would be suspended, although we would monitor 

the need for that on a weekly basis. Worship also was different that Sunday, with the offering plate 

not being passed, hand sanitizer available in every pew, and all surfaces disinfected prior to the 

worship service. The hardest part was that we couldn’t touch each other – no handshakes, no 

hugs. 

By the next Tuesday, March 17, church services were moved to a virtual format through the end of 

March. (We operated by progressive revelation for the next couple of months, extending the 

reopening date a few weeks at a time until it became clear that this would be an ongoing 

situation.) The Vestry began calling every household associated with the parish, asking about their 
needs, finding the best way to stay in contact, reminding them of our prayer services by phone, 

and ensuring them that we would keep in touch. (We already had some practice in making these 

calls, as we had done them after the flood in 2015.)  We started worshipping each night at 7pm by 

conference call, observing Compline. We had also just updated the parish directory and were able 
to share that electronically. 

Sunday, April 5th was the beginning of Holy Week, and we had 44 people worshipping together on 

the phone line. That week, Alan Craig hosted short sessions to walk parishioners through using 

zoom, we had noonday prayers, morning prayer at 8 AM, Maundy Thursday, Good Friday, and 
Easter Vigil services, then Easter Sunday service and our first virtual coffee hour by Zoom. 

We were fortunate enough to gain access to a local non-profit’s conference call line outside of 

business hours so we could worship together by phone. We discussed the possibility of using 
Zoom or livestreaming or some other internet software to broadcast video as well as the audio of 

our services, but we decided that many of our members might not be able to participate, either 

because they didn’t have internet access (a problem our educational institutions at all levels were 

finding challenging) or because they weren’t comfortable using the technology. We decided that 
we wanted to include as many people as possible in worship and that the telephone was a better 

means to accomplish that. 

(We did try a couple of Sunday services on Zoom, and what I remember best is Jim Fanning saying 

how much he liked coming to church in his pajamas!) 

However, we did hold meetings by Zoom throughout the pandemic, and we held some social 

events as well. Before our first virtual coffee hour, church members put together a bag of coffee 
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and snacks for each household in the parish and delivered them on Saturday, so we really could all 

have coffee together in our separate homes. 

On Wednesday, May 6, we had our first death in the parish during the pandemic. Jack Evans, 

husband of Mary Evans, died of complications from a stroke. It was hard not to be able to rush to 

Mary’s side, take her and her family a meal, meet together at the church, and mourn together. 

By May 18, Bishop Waldo provided guidance about what would need to be done in each parish to 
begin moving towards regathering in our buildings. Michael Thigpen chaired what was originally 

called the Safety Committee (until he pointed out that that didn’t go so well in the French 

Revolution) and subsequently renamed the Regathering Committee. This group worked on 

spacing and movement protocols to ensure social distancing, cleaning supplies and masks, 
technology needed for remote options for services, communicating protocols to church members, 

etc. 

In June, as the co-chairs for Stewardship (Bill Sandberg and Diane Carr) were planning for the 
upcoming pledge drive in the Fall, they and the vestry realized that we needed to address the 

reality that some parishioners may not be able to keep the commitment they made in their 

pledges before the pandemic began -- some people weren’t working, others had different expenses 

– and we needed to acknowledge this and let them know that it was okay if they couldn’t fulfill 
their pledges. So, before we started the pledge drive for 2021, we announced that people could 

revise their pledges for 2020 at mid-year.  

Decision Making 

While the state and local governments took measures to prevent the spread of COVID-19, we were 
fortunate to have the bishop’s guidance, based on the information published by the Centers for 

Disease Control. Derived from the totals of COVID-19 cases and on the percentage of positive test 

results in our community, we knew the safety measures we needed to take and the number of 
worshippers who could attend services. 

Special Events 

• Parades for Bryan Nursing Home, where Willie Branch’s mother lives 

• Walk through baby shower for Thomas and Katie Seely and little Benjamin 

• Benjamin’s christening 

• Celebration for Miss Olivia on her 100th birthday in February 2021 

New Ministry – Masks! 

The church started a new ministry during this time – providing homemade masks to nursing 

homes, doctors’ offices, police departments, senior centers, the Boys and Girls Clubs, and even to 

our homeless neighbors by placing them on our fence as part of the fence ministry. I’m sure 
Deacon Margaret has kept a count, but I bet we’re up around 1,000 masks donated to keep our 

community safe. 

Food and Other Shortages 

Toilet paper, paper towels, and napkins were all hard to find a times. You could go into a grocery 
store, turn down the paper product aisle and see only empty shelves (and maybe a couple of no-

name brands of toilet paper that you knew had to be single-ply). The household cleaning aisle 
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would look the same – no Lysol, no bleach, nothing with Lysol or bleach in it. Also, no hand-

sanitizer and no antibacterial hand-soap (even though COVID is a virus – go figure!). 

At times, brand-name cereal was scarce, as was frozen juice concentrate, canned soup, and canned 

vegetables. Sometimes sugar and flour shelves were empty, and during the summer of 2020, there 

were no canning supplies to be found in stores and little online. Apparently, many people 

discovered baking and canning during the months they were at home. 

What Was Hard 

Not being able to see other people. Not being able to hug the people you could see. Hoping that the 

smile in your eyes was enough for people to know you were happy to see them since you were 

wearing a mask. Going to see my mother every day but not even touching her for almost a year. 
Watching the EMTs load my neighbor into the back of an ambulance and not being able to run 

over to check on him or hug his wife since he had COVID and she’d been exposed . Not being able to 

spend any time with either of them during the two weeks he was in ICU. Not being able to attend 
funerals of co-workers and family members of co-workers, often because the funerals simply 

weren’t public during the pandemic and sometimes because we were trying to keep ourselves 

from becoming infected. My family members we were trying to protect includes two widows in 

their 80s who live alone, my husband and I, one sister-in-law who works with the medically fragile 
elderly, one sister-in-law who is a minister, and a married couple in their 60s-70s, one of whom 

has pre-existing conditions. We were all very conscious of being safe to keep each other safe. 

What Helped Me Through It: 

Finding ways to help. Like many women, I sewed masks. Never mind that I hadn’t sewed in 30 
years and didn’t have a sewing machine – I bought one, dusted off my rusty skills, and created 

masks, starting with cotton cloth in my mother’s rag bag, old pairs of women’s hose (to form 

another layer in the mask), and unused headbands. I gave the masks to friends and family, the 
church, senior adult day programs, and – primarily – the Boys and Girls Clubs. It felt good to know 

that I was helping people stay safe. 

My husband and I also tried to help by being extra generous tippers when we ordered take-out 

food. I know from experience that restaurant workers don’t make much money anyway, so we’ve 

always tipped well. During the pandemic when dining rooms were closed and there were so few 

customers, we knew the workers probably weren’t even making minimum wage. When a friend of 

mine had surgery and couldn’t drive, I started picking up breakfast for her every morning at a 

local restaurant, leaving that good tip every morning and thanking God that we had the resources 
to do it. We’d visit every morning with me sitting at the other end of the kitchen table with my 

mask on, but at least we got to see each other. 

I volunteered at the American Red Cross, taking temperatures and doing COVID screening for 
blood donors. There were shortages of blood products, and doing these simple tasks freed up the 

staff to collect as much blood as folks were there to give. 

We had already started ordering from Amazon; that certainly helped when trying to locate items 

in short supply locally. It also kept us away from public places (although in most cases, other 
shoppers wore masks and practiced social distancing). 
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What I learned: 

Washing your hands, social distancing, and wearing a mask does improve one’s health. I haven’t 
had even so much as a cold this entire time. However, industrial soap that is used at work is really 

hard on the hands. 

I always knew that the church isn’t the building, but this really drove the point home. Community 

is about relationships – Bobby Lucas was able to join us for worship by phone from North 
Carolina, allowing him to attend on a more regular basis. Alice can probably give more insight 

here, but some church members were able to give a little extra to her discretionary fund, and she 

was able to pass those gifts on to those who were out of work and having trouble paying their 

bills. Even when we couldn’t be in each other’s physical presence, we became in some ways closer 
to each other. 
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Reflections from the Treasurer 

 From a financial perspective, 2020 was a year of change and challenge for St Timothy’s Episcopal 

Church, even before the Covid-19 Pandemic.  We had a new Rector, Treasurer, and Administrative 
Assistant.  In January and February all were on a learning curve regarding the church’s financial 

situation.  And, although an annual budget was in place and we were learning the best methods to 

handle St Timothy’s finances, it quickly became apparent the Pandemic was going to, not only 
affect its parishioners’ ability to attend and worship or otherwise be involved with day-to-day 

church life, but would also negatively impact members’ ability to support St Timothy’s through 

pledges or other giving opportunities.   Early in 2020 the Finance Committee and Treasurer began 

meeting and communicating with the Rector and Vestry to review financial needs, the budget and 

to discuss what could be done.  Everyone pitched in to offer help and advice on how to deal with 

an unprecedented situation.    We discussed cost cutting measures, including cutbacks in 

employees, and how best to make sure our parishioners were cared for and not placed under 

financial stress regarding meeting their pledges.   We also looked to other resources in the 
community.  After investigating requirements of the SBA Paycheck Protection Program loans, St 

Timothy’s applied for and received a small PPP loan, which not only gave St Timothy’s funds 

needed for salaries but was also fully forgiven and did not need to be repaid.  Throughout the year, 

the Rector, Vestry, Finance Committee, Administrative Assistance, and Treasurer regularly 
reviewed income and expenses and monitored any events which had potential for changing either 

income or expenses.   

     As 2020 progressed, we tried to keep all church members aware of St Timothy’s financial status 
and cost cutting measures.    As the year progressed, we were happy to learn our parishioners 

were able to weather the pandemic and remain involved with St Timothy’s, even if remotely.   In 

fact, actual giving and pledges received in 2020 were at the levels originally budgeted for when we 

developed the 2020 budget in late 2019.    St Timothy’s ended 2020 in good shape financially.  It 

was able to set aside a financial cushion for 2021, develop a 2021 budget based on the potential 

that the pandemic was not fully abated, and even place some funds into its long-term investment 

account.  Throughout 2021, everyone has continued to work diligently to make sure St Timothy’s 

expenses are kept low.   Pledgors and giving has been phenomenal and made on a timely basis.  
The grace and generosity of St Timothy’s community during this difficult time has been 

extraordinary.   St Timothy’s has been able to meet its 2021 budget goals so far and paid for 

needed repairs/improvements such as the HVAC system, the security system and a wireless & 
audio-visual system to allow better remote access.   

Although it appears the pandemic will continue at least until 2022, I feel St Timothy’s and its 

members all contributed to a stronger, more financially stable state and understand how to face 

whatever challenges the next few years will bring.     
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Reflections from the Music Director 

When we first shut down, I was at a loss as to how I could continue to conduct the choir and/or 
play for the services.  If my service would not be used, I was willing to take a cut in pay, or even 

suspend salary until I would be working again.  However, with the PPP allowance, my salary 

continued. I found that it wasn’t long before I was working hard to help the vocalists and even add 
music to the phone services.  Several choir members volunteered to sing from their homes, 

without accompaniment, and we helped to make the services more like what we have in person. 

By the fall of 2020, we had limited attendance in person, and I used the piano.  Without Internet or 

a good sound system, the piano music was not the best, but those onsite appreciated the music.  
When I finally moved to the organ, we had even more sound problems for the phone service.  

However, the attendance onsite grew slowly as we became vaccinated and experienced a 

lessening of restrictions, so more people could enjoy music with the Holy Eucharist. 

In late summer of 2021, we could again have a choir sing together.  However, choir members took 

advantage of being able to travel again and missed Sunday services.  I worked hard to prepare 

anthems not used for a year or more and to build enthusiasm for our service to the church. 

 

 

 

  



 27 

Reflections from the President of the Daughters of the King 

The shutdown in March of 2020 caught our chapter expecting to go to the diocesan retreat the 

next month.  The retreat, of course, was cancelled, but Pat Batten, president, and I decided to send 
out the materials to the chapters in the diocese.  The three speakers agreed to write out their talks, 

and I added materials I had prepared for other parts of the retreat.   

Pat and I met one Saturday to prepare packets to mail out.  It was strange to come to the very 
quiet and lonely church.  I’ll admit I was disappointed that we had to cancel the retreat—I was 

looking forward to hearing what would be said about our topic (missionaries and persecuted 

Christians). 

Our chapter finally met together on Zoom in May, and we continued to meet either on Zoom or 
(finally!) in person, spread out in Bennett Hall and masked.  We helped with the open house in 

September (not very successful) and resumed our scheduled cleanings of the church.  Some of the 

members who came to clean experienced an unexpected emotional time to be able to come to the 

quiet sanctuary.  We were all subdued as we dusted, vacuumed, and sanitized the nave and hall.  

We planned a modified Stations of the Cross service and were pleased by the attendance.   

We continue to pray for the parish and have continued to meet monthly, but we struggle with 

attendance.  Some want the ease of Zoom, others want the joy of being together in person.   
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Reflections from the Card Ministry Chair 

The mission of the Card Ministry at St. Timothy’s is to send prayers and loving thoughts to 
members in need through mailed cards. Some members are on our permanent list, and others 

come and go from our temporary list. A significant number are “shut-in’s who are unable to attend 

church due to health issues and advanced age. Others are dealing with personal issues on a short-
term basis. It is our hope to brighten the days of these members by reminding them that God is 

always with them and that we are praying for them. 

At the start of the pandemic, members of the Card Ministry realized that our mission was more 

important than ever. Our doors closed for services, and we moved to remote worship. We pledged 
to be more proactive and more diligent in our efforts to send cards to members. 

We wrote, and we stamped, and we mailed. And we did it all again. Over and over. By the end of 

2020, the four members of the Card Ministry had mailed over 500 cards to our 50+ members.  

We hope, and we pray, that these cards delivered a sliver of light to pierce the darkness caused by 
the pandemic. In writing them, we all relearned an important lesson: “It is in giving that we 

receive.” Shifting our focus away from our plight and focusing on the welfare of our members was 

therapeutic, fulfilling, and comforting.  

Often in life, it is the little things that end up being the big things – the things we remember, the 
things that remind us what is important. During the pandemic, a card, a stamp, and a few minutes 

to put pen to paper became life-lines for both the senders and the receivers. 
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We strove to meet the challenges of social distancing by brainstorming.  

Some of the ideas were not well-received. 

 

(Concept art by Alan Craig) 
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Two Anonymous Reflections 

• Memorable moment of learning that a family member was very ill with Covid, and later 

feeling sad when he passed. 

 

• Fears of safety for my family and friends 

 

• Happiness of receiving my first Covid vaccine 

 

• Sadness of losing a family member and several friends to Covid 

 

• It was fun seeing the variety and artfulness of masks as the pandemic progressed. 

 

• Regarding food and other shortages, we learned to appreciate things we had always taken 

for granted. 

 

• I think St. Timothy’s did an excellent job of making people feel in touch with our church 

community throughout the pandemic. 

 

• I learned to appreciate everyday things that we normally don’t think about, such as well-

stocked grocery stores and the ability to do things collectively, such as attend church. 

 

 

 

2020 … the year of great loss, great change and great new friendships. It’s been a journey of 

learning to welcome all things that come my way. To patiently practice sitting in silence with God 

and learning to listen. Learning to let go of control, desires and just be.  I am grateful for my new 
found friends at St. Timothy's who have helped with my journey through 2020. They have helped 

keep me in the muddle of this earthly road. 
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Cookie Grant Remembers… 

• I remember the day in March 2020 when we found out about the quarantine, schools 

closing, and churches closing. 

 

• I was afraid I wouldn’t be able to see my children and grandchildren. 

 

• Some of my happiest times were connecting with my church family nightly on Compline. 

 

• I was sad when I found out we would not celebrate Easter at church. 

 

• In terms of shortages, I was never short of food. I did almost run out of toilet paper. 

 

• What helped me through it was connecting with my church family each night and on 

Sunday. 

 

• I learned we are all stronger that we thought we were. Sometimes you have to make it one 

hour to the next. 
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Alan Craig Remembers… 

• A memorable moment is Melinda retiring. 

 

• I was saddened that I could not travel to my father-in-law’s funeral or visit him in person in 

the hospital. 

 

• A happy time was returning to in-person worship. 

 

• Sad times were watching the fear and stress in loved ones and friends as the truths 

unfolded. 

 

• I found humor in brainstorming new ridiculous ways to do things. 

 

• I recall panic shopping for the famine that did not happen (for the most part). “We need 

how much tissue?” 

 

• What helped me through it was faith, love, finding new ways to communicate, prayer line 

calls, zoom coffee hours, family Google Duo hour. 
 

• I learned some people still deny reality because of their fears. 

 

• We can do so much more together, if we keep calm and love one another. 
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Katelyn Kenney Remembers… 

• I remember receiving a bag of coffee from St. Tim’s and attending BLM marches. 

 

• The way I experience anxiety has definitely evolved from pre-Covid. For the first, time, I 

had lived alone for longer than I had before. Having so many virtual options for connecting 

kept me afloat. I actually didn’t mind it so much, but now I get a little antsy if I get too much 

alone time. I think I’m recovering from being in survival mode for so long; really, I think we 

all are. 
 

• Happy times were connecting virtually with my friends doing yoga and playing video 

games 

 

• A sad time was when my grandmother got Covid in January but, thankfully, she beat it! 

 

• I don’t have any specific humorous memories, but finding reasons to laugh were crucial. 

 

• Regarding food and other shortages, I did buy toilet paper in bulk once, but it was the only 

option available. 

 

• What helped me through it was roller skating. I started over the summer and joined a 

group in October. 

 

• What didn’t work well was the virtual diocesan youth events. They were fun but not well-

attended. 

 

• I learned ways to build routine and ritual into my day. I started reading a lot more, and I 

watched lots of fun TV shows last year. 
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Jane Bleckley Remembers… 

• Memorable moments included Easter at St. Timothy’s and some long telephone 

conversations. 

 

• Before I got the injections, I was very afraid I would get the virus, especially since I live 

alone and considering my age. 

 

• Happy time was the day I got that second shot! The weight of the world had been lifted off 

my shoulders, and a friend invited two of us for New Year’s Day lunch. 

 

• Sad times included the deaths of friends, acquaintances, and a cousin. 

 

• A humorous memory was when an old man cut me off in the check-out lane in the grocery 

store. He then told me he was older than me (not true – he was a youngster of 75). Then, he 

also cut me off in traffic on Sunset Boulevard. I began to think he was in a hurry not to get 

any older! 

 

• Regarding food and other shortages, none seemed all that important and that I couldn’t 

work around. 

 

• What helped me through it was lots of prayer, an awareness the whole 17 months that we 

(my companion dog and I) were going to get through this and a certainty that God was 

taking care of me, 
 

• What didn’t work was, at various times, letting worry about something edge me toward 

depression or even a panic attack. 
 

• I learned that, sometimes, all one can do is let happen what will happen and thank God’s 

grace that it didn’t happen or – perhaps if it did – it wasn’t the calamity that I expected. 

 

• My four-pawed companion got me out several times a day. Even a wave or call or 

conversation across a street was enough to bring my mood back up to a normal level. I 

learned books are absorbing and can make time pass quickly, and that there is such a thing 

as too much news. 
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Malinda Rutledge Carlisle Remembers… 

The past 18 months have obviously been a challenge to all of us. 

I first learned about the pandemic as Community Liaison for Pathway Hospice, attending a 
Midlands DHEC coalition meeting in January 2020 with a call-in from one of the physicians 

utilizing the John Hopkins statistics to report.  I attended a ham radio instruction class the first of 

March 2020 in Greenville as part of my new responsibility with Pathway Hospice, my employer. I 
was able to stay with my aunt (83 years old) in Greenville for three days, not realizing that we 

would not see each other for another 18 months.  She is my only relative besides my two children 

– my daughter, granddaughter, and son-in-law in New York and my son in North Carolina with his 

children being in Chapin.  I found that the fear and loneliness of not having family present was the 
most difficult. Facetime and phone calls are not the same as seeing my family and loved-ones and 

spending actual time with them.   

When I returned from Greenville, we were put on “shut down” and were working from home.  I 

was able to focus on creating presentations, serving as a facilitator for a support group for Leeza’s 

Care Connection, through Zoom, for families that had/have family members with Alzheimer’s and 

Dementia staying at home.  

This is when St. Timothy’s began our calls to members as well, to assure that they were OK.  This is 

when I began to appreciate so much my “other family” - St. Timothy’s.  This was, to me, a God-

given purpose: to assist and provide information so necessary for families to “get through” this 

very difficult time.  This also helped me to realize the importance of prayer, faith, and letting God 

take care of things that were not in my control! (That was my help through it and what I learned).  
The sad times were the realizations of, working in hospice, the losses that our staff and families 

witnessed on a daily/weekly basis and the feelings of “not doing enough” because we, as a hospice, 

were not allowed in because of closures. Again, prayer (daily at work - together) brought us closer, 

and being able to verbalize our thoughts and fears became a daily practice.  

In summary, I believe that St. Timothy’s as a family/congregation has become stronger with these 

difficult times.  We will not forget and will certainly remember the coming back together as a 

joyful time, and I believe we are certainly closer to one another through our dear Lord - through 

this time! 
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Sallie Hook Boggs Remembers… 

I was christened at St. Timothy’s in 1952 and am a fourth-generation life-time member. The Covid 

pandemic was the most severe and disruptive event I can ever recall impacting our beautiful little 
church. 

While St. Timothy’s has always been a significant and sentimental cornerstone of my life, it was a 

lifeline during the pandemic. I am forever grateful to Rev. Alice for being “all in” and navigating us 
through that overwhelming, terrifying, and evolving situation while still adjusting to her new role 

as priest-in-charge. She spent untold hours, days, and months working far beyond her part-time 

status to make sure that the needs of all members were being met and that we remained knitted 

together as a parish. I am confident that St. Timothy’s would not be in the robust recovery it now 
enjoys had it not been for the total commitment of Rev. Alice and the Vestry. 

It was a frightening and bleak time. While I initially thought the pandemic would last a couple of 

months, the months stretched on endlessly, and time became blurred. I lost track of the days and 

dates. I remember feeling… 

• a renewed sense of appreciation for health-care workers, teachers, delivery drivers, and 

front-line workers. 

• intense grief as the death tolls continued to rise, month after month. 

• heartbroken when I learned former member Robert Coefield had died of Covid in 

Hinesville, Georgia; member Carolyn Eidson had died of Covid in an area nursing home; my 

sister’s dear former mother-in-law had died of Covid in a nursing home in Saluda; the 54-

year-old husband of my cousin had died of Covid in Maryland, leaving behind his grieving 
wife and four children. 

• blessed that sister Beth and I could routinely work at cleaning the parish house and slip 

into church to pray before the Altar. 

• despondent that Bill and I could only visit our dear friend, Dr. Albert Thomas, who was on 

Hospice at the VA, through his window. I would never again be able to take him a milk 
shake, kiss his forehead, or hold his hand before he died. 

• distraught that my dear niece Molly, a physician at Richland, was treating Covid patients 

before she received her vaccine. 

• anxious and frantic as I tried to navigate the complex system of securing appointments for 

Bill and sister Beth to receive their first Covid vaccines - and feeling like I hit a home run 
when I was able to schedule them. 

• like a drug addict making a score when I found toilet paper, paper towels, pop-up wipes, 

and disinfectant spray online. 

•  a miniscule sense of accomplishment after learning how to order groceries on-line. 

• Overwhelmed, but reminding myself that many things were beyond my control. I needed to 

just do what I could do and to remain positive. Many folks had it a lot worse than Bill and I. 

We hadn’t lost our jobs, and we didn’t have children to home-school. 

• thankful and blessed that I was able to attend a Christmas Eve service at St. Timothy’s in 

the midst of the pandemic. 

• depressed on Christmas Day 2020, knowing that, after decades, I would not be able to 

share Christmas dinner with my family at sister Beth’s house and that I wouldn’t be with 

our daughter for the first time since her birth 26 years ago. 
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• an increased sense of connectivity with humanity - in my community, country, and around 

the world - and a better understanding of how much our individual behavior impacts so 

many others. 

• foolish when I finally realized months into the pandemic what was important and what 

didn’t matter. I recall thinking, “How ridiculous I have been for so many years, wasting time 

on nonsense.”  

• elated when I walked back into church for the first service in months - and near tears when 

we gathered without masks and hugged one another. 

On a positive note, the pandemic nudged us to enact creative initiatives that we might otherwise 

not have undertaken. We learned new ways of communicating through technology, from Zoom 

meetings, book studies, and coffee hours to conference-call worship. Not only did we continue our 

Sunday worship service via telephone connections, we expanded to daily offices of Morning 

Prayer and Compline. We held more services than I can ever recall having been held at St. 
Timothy’s on a weekly basis. We also enhanced our pastoral care and card ministries. During this 

time, we took the opportunity to deep-clean and organize our facilities, prepare for reopening 

through the work of the Re-gathering Committee, and more fully utilize our beautiful gardens to 

ensure safe gatherings. 

As the long months of the pandemic wore on, the “three F’s” kept me grounded and positive: Faith, 

friends, and family, including my beloved St. Timothy’s family.  

The pandemic was a magnificent, although brutal, teacher. I learned I could use lots less toilet 

paper and paper towels. I learned that bar soap lasted longer than foaming liquid soap. I learned I 
didn’t need to wear makeup or change out of my “soft clothes,” as Cookie always called them.  

I learned to more freely say: “Thank you.” “I miss you.” “I love you.” I learned how to say “How are 

you?” and really mean it. I learned to be a better listener. I learned to discern what is really 

important and how to let the small stuff slide away. Although I still have such a long way to go, the 

most important lesson Professor Covid taught me was how to be a more loving, compassionate, 

and grateful Child of God – and what better lesson is there than that? 
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Lauren Larmon Remembers… 

• I remember seeing inside my students’ homes and meeting their pets through Zoom 

classes. 

 

• I dropped off favorite books and snacks to every one of my students, and just seeing their 

faces in person made a difference in those early months of the shut-down from March to 

May. 

 

• Lena abruptly ended her first year of preschool two months early. As a mom of a three 

year-old girl and a one-year-old boy, I tried to keep them both engaged, happy, and busy, 
even when everything we usually did was now closed. One day, I set Lena up on my laptop 

to watch a live animal encounter that Riverbanks Zoo was hosting. Lena sat and watched 

for maybe five minutes before she said, “Mommy, I don’t like this. I’m just sad,” I realized, 

like all parents know, that being in front of a screen is no replacement for “the real things.” 

 

• Returning to school in August was setting me up for the most difficult year I had ever had 

as a teacher. Half of my students were still at home learning online, and the rest were 

wearing masks in 90-degree weather outside in my Agriculture class, 

 

• I have hope and faith that the 2021-22 year will be one of joy and happiness. 
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Irene Painter Remembers… 

The worst for me was the isolation. I love my people, and not seeing them on a regular basis was 

difficult. I found myself going to the grocery store just to see people and interact with them – even 
though they were strangers. I started losing weight and told people I had PSD (Pandemic Stress 

Disorder). The shortage of basic things in our lives was hard – things like toilet paper, alcohol, 

even some foods. 

Thanks to our dear Alice, the church managed to stay together. Even if I could not “put eyes on 

y’all,” I could see you through my mind’s eye when I heard your voices on the conference calls. The 

pastoral calling list was a great way to stay in touch on a one-to-one basis. I feel I made some very 

special new friends. 

On the upside, if there is one, I value my friends and family even more. (I include the people of St. 

Timothy’s to be my family). The pandemic made me appreciate the things in life that are the most 

important. 
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Bill Sandberg Remembers… 

Each successive tightening of restrictions on worship and fellowship was, at best, an annoyance.  

Some of them appear, even in hindsight, to have been excessive or pointless.  In some ways it 
seemed a relief when St. Timothy’s simply closed down, because worshipping from home removed 

the sights and symbols of what we had to forgo.  Seated in our living room or at the dining room 

table, using our cordless phone, I saw the St. Timothy’s altar, chancel, pulpit, and nave only in my 
mind’s eye.  Wonderfully clear mental images merged with the immediate, real sound of our 

liturgy to create an experience that felt more holy than the sullen, even crabbed, spirit in which I 

had struggled at church as the restrictions mounted. 

Freed from the restrictions and my mood, I found renewed meaning and excitement in our 
corporate worship.  The thought crossed my mind that this was something like what pastors and 

congregants remind themselves after a church has burned or been destroyed by a hurricane: 

“Church isn’t the building, it’s the worshippers and God.”  The experience of worshipping remotely 

brought that home to me, if you’ll pardon the play on words. 

It was a warm, bonding experience to exchange thoughts and news over the phone following each 

service.  I was encouraged by our members’ response to the shutdown, by their expressed need 

for corporate worship and their determination, with God’s help, to keep St. Timothy’s alive.  I was 

thrilled when we added weekday Morning Prayer and Compline services and by the stepped-up 
involvement of our laity in officiating those services. 

Returning to our beloved building, gradually increasing the ceiling on attendance, and finally 

reattaining unlimited attendance and mask-free worship felt so liberating and so much like a 
privilege.  What six months earlier had been normal now felt special—which, after all, should 

describe our regular gathering to worship God with our church friends. 

As much as I am eager to return yet again to normal, unmasked, free-singing worship, I remain 

thankful for the lessons I have taken and the rejuvenation I have received from St. Timothy’s covid 
experience. 
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Elaine Sandberg Remembers… 

• I remember being stunned that we had to close the church for a virus.  We had lived 

through viruses before:  polio, small pox, flus, and more and had not shut the doors of the 

church.  Of course, I soon learned of the severity of this virus and feared even going to the 

grocery store. 
 

• The phone services proved to be a godsend for those of us who participated.  It kept us 

close to our faith and close to each other, learning so much about each other as we 
struggled with the isolation and its results.  One of my most vivid memories is of hearing, 

day by day, of the experience of two members whom I really did not know try to care for an 

elderly parent.  As events unfurled, the parent, in a nursing home, contracted the virus and 
died, all without seeing her daughter again.  I wept for the tragic turn of events.  Almost a 

year later, I met the daughter’s husband in the church and we relived the emotional 

experience. 

 

• Another experience was meeting someone new to our parish but who was a faithful 

attendee of the phone services.  We identified ourselves only by first name on the phone.  
Meeting a “name” in person was a joyful time! 

 

• Zoom family meetings were joyful and gave us a chance to see our daughters and 

grandchildren. 

 

• Bill and I shared some scary moments adjusting to the severity of the virus, particularly in 

older, less healthy individuals.  Bill, with diabetes and being overweight, was vulnerable, 

and we decided to seclude him as much as possible.  When I was exposed to someone who 

later tested positive, I feared greatly I would infect Bill and lose him. 
 

• I think the emotions and fear we felt and all of what we learned about the virus: its 

inception, the shutdown, the masking, the social distancing, the shortages and interruption 

of normal life will stay with us for a long time.  We were afraid to be with each other! 
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Beth Hook Bolton Remembers… 

I am a fourth-generation member of St. Timothy’s, and I never remember the doors of the church 

being closed for an extended amount of time.  There were a few times a Sunday service was 
cancelled, like during the big snow of 1973 and the flood of 2015, but for the church doors to be 

closed for months was totally an unusual situation that I hope I never see again. I thank Alice, the 

Vestry, the choir and all the members pitching in to make things work during this time. 

• Memorable Moments:  Being able to pray at the altar each day after sister Sallie and I 

finished cleaning out the storage room; Worshipping at home in my PJ’s while drinking 

coffee; Feeling extremely wonderful at church the first time we could attend without 

masks. 

 

• Feelings and Fears: Feeling safe because God was with me; Feeling strange not being able 

to hug my family and friends; Hoping I wouldn’t get pulled by the police as I sped to get a 

left-over Covid vaccine at the hospital; Wondering when it would end!!! 

 

• Happy Times: Believe it or not---having fun cleaning out the storage room at church with 

sister Sallie; Working in the yard and enjoying swinging in the hammock while looking at 
the clouds and the flowers; Happy when I learned my 80-year-old cousin survived Covid; 

Gardening; When I could go to the grocery store and pick out the food myself; Being able to 

see my son  Tom and grandson Ryan, because they live close by. 

 

• Sad Times: Sad when my mother-in-law passed away in a nursing home; Sad because I can’t 

see my son, Bill, and daughter-in-law, Katie in N.J.; Sad that we are back wearing masks in 
church and had to cancel the Pot Luck Lunch.  

 

• Humor: Making a funny video with sister Sallie after our final day of cleaning out the 

storage room. Laughing and telling funny stories during “Happy Hour.” 

 

• Food and other shortages: Surprised at seeing the empty shelves where toilet tissue and 

paper towels used to be; I tried to buy what I needed and not hoard; Using what I had in the 

freezer and pantry 

 

• What Helped me through it:  Ordering food from Piggly Wiggly and Rosewood Market; 

Many, many “happy hours” with family and friends on the porch and by the pool; Reading 
books; Working in the yard; Cleaning out closets; Remembering that if my parents could get 

through WWII, I could get through Covid.   

• What Didn’t Work at All: Ordering groceries from Publix using Instacart; I ordered a 

chicken and got a 7 pound hen!!! 

 

• What I Learned: I learned to conserve paper towels and toilet tissue; I learned how to 

exercise at home since I couldn’t go to the gym; I learned we can get through anything if we 

set our mind to it and have God on our side. 
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• Other Thoughts: I’m hoping that we learned how important our friends and family are to 

us; to be good stewards of what we use; to care for one another; and always keep God in 

our hearts. 
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Janis Leaphart Remembers… 

• Overall:  It felt real and surreal at the same time.  I would think I was doing just fine, and 

some little thing would make me lose my sanity momentarily.  I took this as a reminder that 

we were not living in “normal times.” 

 
• Covid and the quarantine period made us all feel invisible – or perhaps “suspended 

animation” is a better descriptor.  Bill Sandberg and I had a conversation about work and 

retirement plans.  Something he said so resonated with me when he observed that retiring 

during Covid would feel as if we had simply “disappeared,” as if everything we had worked 

so hard at had never been.  I think we spent a lot of time feeling this way. 

 

• Sad times:  When friends and family died, and I couldn’t celebrate their lives or comfort 

people face to face.  I felt very helpless during these times, as if those loved ones had just 

“disappeared.”  Losing my first friend, Randy Spires, to Covid was an awful “first.” 

 

• Scary times: When my daughter and her husband had Covid.  Jennifer was sick for over 

two weeks.  One day, I called her, and she could barely speak because she was so out of 

breath.  I couldn’t do anything except check on them by phone.  I have never felt so helpless. 

 

• Shortages:  Toilet paper, paper towels, and cleaning supplies.  I have so much more 

appreciation now for supply chain workers, especially truck drivers.  I also appreciate 

grocery store workers, who never quit being there for the rest of us.  They are heroes. 

 

• Happy times:  Getting our vaccinations this past spring.  CDC announcing that vaccinated 

folks could forego masks (but I will always have a mask in my pocketbook from now on, I 

think). Going on first post-Covid vacation this month – it was odd because all at the same 
time, it felt like no time had passed since our last vacation and also like it had been decades 

since we’d been anywhere.   

 

• Memorable moments/what got me through it:  Last spring, when we became so isolated, 

I started taking lunch to my mom’s every Saturday.  We’d sit at the kitchen table, eat our 

lunch, and talk about everything and anything.  Very often, those visits lasted until 

suppertime.  My mom was independent and mostly healthy.  Little did I know that she 
would pass away unexpectedly in November.  Those months of Saturday visits sustained 

me in the reality of losing her, giving me peace, strength, and joy.  They were and still are 

truly a “Covid blessing.” 
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• What I learned:  A combined Covid quarantine and a very bitter national election made 

things especially stressful this fall.  Family and friends found themselves embroiled in 

bitter disputes.  I was reading in the Old Testament history books at that time.  It occurred 

to me that since the dawn of mankind, we have had a great deal more bad leadership than 

good and have suffered through terrible times in every generation.  Despite that, we have 

managed to progress through time and, most important, God continues to love us always.  

This realization gave me a sense of heightened peace and hope that have carried me 

through all of this.  I realized I had two choices:  I could choose hope or, alternatively, I 
could choose despair.  I chose hope.  I have my moments of frustration, anger, and doubt, 

but this conscious choice has made all the difference. 
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Arthur Holmes Remembers… 

• Memorable moments: The respect most people showed for one another in public. 

 

• Feelings and fears: Would I get the shot in time and would it help? 

 

• Happy Times: Learning that two friends had Covid but survived. 

 

• Sad times: My brother-in-law and one other person that I knew died of Covid 

 

• Humor: None of my own or heard of any. The following joke reminded me of my father and 

something he would have said, and it caused me to chuckle: “The experts lied! They said a 
mask and gloves were enough to go to the grocery store. When I got there, everyone else 

was wearing clothes!” 

 

• Food and other shortages: Some everyday staples were not available. 

 

• What helped you through it: Communications (written/telephone) from some of St. 

Timothy’s members (Connie Austin, Sallie Boggs, Beth Bolton, Irene Painter) and the 

weekly bulletins. 

 

• What didn’t work at all: Not to leave the house unless it was necessary – had to go to a 

drive-through for a cup of coffee, etc. 
 

• What you learned: Some politicians used the pandemic as “political football.” 

 

• Other thoughts: We can make plans but remember that God is the master planner. 
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Willie Branch Remembers… 

I have a habit of visiting my mother, who is in Brian Center Nursing Home near Irmo.  I stop after 

work to spend time with her.  When the center first shut down we (my sister, my mother, and I) 
had been out to lunch.  When we returned, we learned we could not go with my mother into the 

center—no one was allowed to go in. 

The virus hit the residents and staff very hard.  In the early days, 26 people died.  People would 
hear that a resident was dying, and the family would come to the parking lot and wait, waiting to 

hear if someone died that day.  I was able to talk with my mom at the window of her room.  I never 

discussed the virus with her—we talked about everyday things and happy things.  At Christmas I 

sang a special song to her.  I had been in a special choir in high school and now she missed my 
singing.  I sang “O Holy Night” to her for Christmas. 

At work we had many safety measures put in place within two weeks.  We continued working the 

whole time of the shutdown.  I don’t think any of my coworkers died from the virus. 

My mother lost 16 close friends to the virus. 

Some family members of the residents organized a parade for the residents.  Some of my St. 

Timothy’s friends participated.  We had signs and flags for each car, and we made a parade for the 

residents.  The staff brought the residents out and helped them see people each of them knew.  My 

friends had “Bessie” written on their signs, and my mother waved.  Everyone enjoyed this special 

treat. 

I love St. Timothy’s!  The first person I met was Bobby Lucas, and many people talked with me in 

the beginning, helping me in my job and apartment.  I love Compline and the friends I talk to there.  
They were a big source of encouragement when I had prostate surgery and cancer treatments. 
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Janice Nepita Remembers… 
 

• MEMORABLE MOMENTS:  The pandemic has given Peter and me the opportunity to spend 
time together, to reminisce, to grow closer. Zoom meetings, Church on the phone, time to 
hold hands.  As we approach our 50-wedding anniversary, it was a gift to have time 
together. 
 

• FEELINGS AND FEARS:  The big FEAR was getting the VIRUS!  We wore our masks, left our 
shoes on the porch, and Peter would clean the shoes with disinfectant before bringing them 
into the house, we cleaned the groceries before bringing them in, worn clothes were 
immediately placed in the washing machine, books were only ordered via amazon or 
kindle.  We spent time with our dogs and family on the phone.  
 

• HAPPY TIMES: Every moment we had together. Times on the phone with family and 
friends.  It has been amazing the depth of connections made by phone, texts, and emails.  
 

• SAD TIMES:  The loss of friends and the inability to attend their funerals.  The ban on masks 
was lifted two days before my brother’s funeral. Telemedicine was the way we 
communicated without doctors.  Our pets had to go into their appointments without our 
presence.  
 

• HUMOR:  Facebook jokes and forwarding them to friends.  
 

• FOOD AND OTHER SHORTAGES:  Toilet paper was the most cherished item.  If we found it, 
we felt guilty taking the last roll.  If toilet tissue was found, we would call family and friends 
to let them know the location.  
 

• WHAT HELPED ME THROUGH IT:  Peter, our daughter, Alice, DOK, calls, prayer, our Lhasa 
Apsos. 
 

• WHAT I LEARNED:  We are very resilient and a reason we are all together.  
 

• OTHER THOUGHTS:  The hardest thing is the REALIZATION that there are so many people 
discounting the VIRUS. I think back to 1950 when POLIO was the disease everyone 
feared.  My parents trusted the scientists.  Science has progressed so far in 71 years.     
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What We Learned 

According to Oscar Wilde, “experience is the hardest kind of teacher. It gives you the test first and 

the lesson afterwards.” So it was with the Covid pandemic. We learned as we went along, and what 
a learning experience it was. 

We learned to be flexible, to adjust, to bend with the wind, to be creative, and to problem-solve on 

the fly. We learned to be optimists, in spite of overwhelmingly grim statistics that bombarded us 
daily.  

We took it one day at a time, or, as Cookie Grant said, “Sometimes you just have to make it one 

hour to the next.” We learned we were resilient, and that resilience is a reason we are all together, 

according to Janice Nepita. Beth Bolton added, “We learned we could get through anything if we 
set our mind to it and God is on our side.”  

We doubled up on our compassionate nature. As Alan Craig reminded us, “We can do much more 

together if we keep calm and love one another.”  We took care of others, even from a distance, 

those known and those unknown. We showed gratitude and compassion in a multitude of ways. 

We appreciated our unsung heroes - those who had been overlooked on a daily basis: our delivery 

drivers, health care workers, mail carriers, grocery workers, sanitation workers, delivery drivers, 

and teachers. We deeply understood the power of the human touch, and what it meant to be 

without it.  

We cried more, cared more, and loved more deeply than we thought possible. Irene Painter 

learned to value her friends and family even more, including her St. Timothy’s family, and to 

appreciate the things in life that are most important. Sallie Boggs learned to speak with her heart, 
to share her feelings, and to not hold back. 

Several members drew strength from the past. Janis Leaphart noted that every generation has 

suffered through terrible times, and we must choose how we approach them. We can choose hope 

or we can choose despair, and this conscious choice can make all the difference. Beth Bolton 
thought of her parents, both of whom were members of St. Timothy’s: “If my parents could get 

through World War II, I could get through Covid.” 

Katelyn Kenney learned to build routine and ritual into her day, and many members relied on the 

comforting pattern of the daily offices offered through the conference line. Even so, Arthur Holmes 
reminded us, “We can make plans, but God is the master planner.”  

We learned to control what we could and let God handle the rest. Jane Bleckley said, “Let happen 

what will happen and thank God’s grace if it doesn’t happen or if it does and it wasn’t the calamity 

we expected.” Another member learned to let go of her need for control and her own desires and 

“just be.” 

In so many ways, the pandemic drew us closer to God. We prayed, we read, we studied, we 

meditated. We sought knowledge, answers, and a deeper understanding of God’s presence in the 
world.  

Faith was a cornerstone of our daily lives. Malinda Rutledge Carlisle and Lauren Larmon 

expressed the importance of prayer, hope, and faith. 
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As the pandemic raged on and weeks became months, our faith was tested time and time again, 

just as the faith of the disciples was tested out on the Sea of Galilee, caught in an unexpected 
storm: 

The Sea of Galilee was known for fierce and sudden storms. Jesus had told his disciples that they 

would reach the other side, but they became terrified when a violet storm overtook their boat as 

Jesus slept. Their fear of the storm was greater than their faith in God. The disciples awoke Jesus, 
and he stilled the storm. “Why are you so afraid? Do you still have no faith?” His response still 

resonates today.  

Just as the storm quickly came upon Jesus and his disciples, the pandemic quickly engulfed our 

lives. Every emotion, every fear that we felt during the pandemic was felt by the disciples. Jesus 
never gave up on his disciples, and he never gives up on us. His message is just as relevant today: 

As Janis Leaphart noted, “God continues to love us always.”  He is always with us, even in the midst 

of storms, whether they be tempestuous seas, a deadly pandemic, or personal crises.  

We learned: 

- Faith doesn’t always take us out of the storm, but it can calm us in the midst of the storm. 

- Faith doesn’t always take us out of the problem, but it can take us through the problem. 

- Faith doesn’t always take away the pain, but it can give us the ability to handle the pain. 
 

Our faith carried us through one of the worst events in the history of the world, our nation, and 

our parish. We are grieving for what we lost, but grateful for what remains. We have not lost our 

hope, or our trust, and we are committed, through abiding faith, to sharing the love of God to a 
world that so desperately needs it.  

 

 

 

O Lord support us all the day long, 

Until the shadows lengthen and the evening comes, 

And the busy world is hushed, and the fever of life is over, and our work is done. 

Then, in thy mercy, grant us a safe lodging, and a holy rest, and peace at the last. 
 

Amen. 

 


