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           ABIDING IN A NEW NORMAL 
 

Richard Rohr’s Daily Meditation from April 26th entitled, “Liminal Space”, sets the stage for this offering. 
He writes we are experiencing immense collective liminal space. With all the uncertainty, we are 
undone. In that vulnerable place, we are also most teachable. We are now consciously living between at 
least 2 worlds. The one we knew and the one to come.  Identifying what will be the new normal seems 
to unfold with each viewing of Eye-Witness News.  It has been challenging to find a place to land that 
feels solid and dependable, knowing that is magical thinking, at this time, (if not always), is unnerving to 
me. 
 
Self-quarantined on March 9th Taken 3 jaunts, just to get a different bit of scenery, gone to HEB and 
Home Depot with masks and gloves. Never have been able to buy Clorox Wipes, however, we have 
plenty of toilet paper and enough paper towels to last a year. Ordered 2 rolls on-line and received 2 
packages of 6 rolls each. Letting someone else pick out one’s groceries is up for interpretation. That said, 
what a great service to keep the “older” population as safe as possible! One of the by-product Graces 
we are receiving out of chaos. They deliver to us at our doorstep. 
 
We are now into week 7. And we want to survive as Charles Darwin suggested, so we are adjusting and 
adapting. However, the first 5 weeks were a downhill slide filled with anger, fear and all sorts of 
emotions as I struggled to find a footing in this new space. The day my sister Nancy entered the Mayo 
Clinic in Jacksonville, FL, I experienced a paradigm shift. It was a physical shift as I settled into the relief 
that she was now some place where experts would find out what had landed her in and out of the 
hospital for a month. It was also a spiritual shift when I hit the bottom of my own tolerance for all the 
life draining-emotions I was feeling about what is happening in our country. I could no longer stomach 
the daily outrage, disgust and negativity dragging my mind, body and spirit down, down, down. 
Depression is not a stranger to me, and I knew I was on the ragged edge of falling into that pit. 
According to what I know about liminal space and Richard Rohr’s description, I knew I stood at the 
threshold of deciding which way to turn. In truth, I know it was only my yes to something greater than 
myself that turned me in another direction.  
 
It has been a time of reflection, deciding to have compassion on myself for falling short of where I think I 
am on my spiritual path and just plainly being sick and tired of being sick and tired. When we first moved 



to Fredericksburg, TX in 1994, I had the opportunity to join and group of people who write poetry. We 
now meet on Zoom and there are only three of us from the original group. We meet weekly to share our 
words in this unique sanctuary. What I have to offer is perhaps a chronicle of this time of sheltering in 
place. This now feels like a space of comfort, new opportunities to interact with neighbors, and finding 
kindness and compassion all around. With more time on our hands, we watch the birds visiting our 
many feeders. A new pastime is trying to outsmart the squirrels, which have figured out how to get into 
the birdfeeder. Attempt #8 of human ingenuity “might” work, however, that has been said 7 times 
before!  NEWS FLASH.  Back to the drawing board! 
 
The Forest Dweller program we have been enrolled in for the last 2 years speaks of this time of our lives 
as a period of harvesting. It seems as if everyone is having a forest experience. What will be the fruits of 
forced separation from those we love? Will we harvest wisdom to share upon our return? 
 
PONDERINGS IN FREE FLOW 
Hidden driveway ahead! 
Switchback curves! 
While driving into the unknown 
Be sure to stay awake. 
Depression waits, around the next bend. 
Do not be caught unaware. 
Check, always check, for symptoms. 
Don’t be the next customer for herd mentality. 
Where do we connect, at least, 
For a brief-moment of face-time? 
Best not to attach to anything. 
Life changes every hour. 
Free flow rushes past my door. 
Self-quarantine, shelter in place, 
Go into your closet and pray. 
In the midst of uncertainty, 
Stay the course, the one that has held strong. 
We are in this together 
And we will survive. 
Together, yet apart.  Karen O. Poidevin 4/9/2020 
 
SHELTERING 
Under the shelter of Your wing 
Fall-out shelter 
Sheltering in place 
Such gentleness in this notion, 
It speaks of safety and security, holding some kind of promise. 
While we sequester from the carnivorous coronavirus, the river of life flows on, 
Right past our front door, right through our lives. 
Sunset and sunrise still paint their beauty on sky canvas. 
Tornadoes rip out trees, destroy homes and dreams. 
A friend grieves her son’s planned-for life, now broken, now paralyzed, 
Now facing a new blueprint. 
Squirrels, oblivious to the suffering laden air, 



Ply their audacious ingenuity to foil human attempts. 
Those foolhardy attempts at denying access to a squirrel proof bird feeder. 
Faun scamper, jump and chase around doting, watchful moms. 
Knowing nothing of inevitable danger, they run carefree across dewy grass. 
In these days when human contact is locked away for safekeeping, 
The heart yearns for things unnamed and perhaps so primordial, unknown. 
Clean water, clean air, no mass shootings, and wildlife reclaiming their wild lives, 
Time suspended, time without beginning or end. 
Human’s insatiable need for more, put on hold. 
Gaia raises a mirror, sends a message, gives a second chance. 
Will we identify, grasp and embrace our unique destiny 
When we walk into an altered future, 
No longer as we imagined, counted-on and saved for? 
Will we rejoice? 
Will freedom be richer, people dearer, success less important? 
Will I still be greedy for life? Karen O. Poidevin 4/16/2020 
 
LEAVING THE TWILIGHT ZONE 
Heard tell it takes thirty days to carve a new 
Behavior into the old grey matter, 
How long to unlearn? Decades! 
Eventually, this plague of social distancing will end, 
In two weeks, a month, a year? 
When at last I get to stand in the presence of 
My children, grandchildren, even a stranger, 
Will I hold back and still stand six feet away, 
Weary that somehow their physical 
Presence carries danger, sickness, death? 
Or will I run to them, crush them to my breast, 
So hungry for their contact, I will not care whether I live or die?      Karen O. Poidevin, 4/23/2020  
       
      ~ Abbot Karen, April 2020 


