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Mr. Dale Ramerman 
12-13-2020 
Year B Advent 3 
 
ADVENT IN A TIME OF PANDEMIC  
Third Sunday in Advent, 2020 
 
Learning the church year, and the related 3 year cycle of Sunday readings, has been for me one 
of the great blessings of becoming an Episcopalian.  Each season, and each year of readings, is 
something I look forward to.  Not only the readings of Advent, Christmas, Epiphany, Lent, 
Easter and Pentecost, and but ordinary-time readings as well, particularly the readings from the 
Hebrew scripture. 
 
There is a sense of anticipation, movement, progress, new insights, as we move through these 
interrelated cycles of the church calendar and our weekly scripture readings.  This is 
particularly true this year when we are isolated as we struggle to comply in good faith with the 
closures, masks and social distancing, and the resulting separation from family, friends and our 
faith community.  We feel like captives held in isolation, the closest I hope I ever get to 
imprisonment (although I did once spend a night in the King County Jail, but that’s a story for 
another day.) 
 
It is difficult to exaggerate the seriousness and the widespread effects of the Covid 19 virus.  
(Calling the pandemic the “Chinese virus” is blatant racism.)  We have been warned by public 
health officials over the years of the risks of a pandemic.  And now, virtually completely 
unprepared, we are living in the midst of one. 
 
One of the most difficult challenges has been the lack of any Presidential leadership concerning 
the pandemic.  I recall listening to Presidential addresses to the nation in times of crisis and 
challenge, beginning in the late 1940's with President Truman, laying on the floor in front of the 
radio, listening to Eisenhower, Kennedy, Johnson, Nixon, Ford, Carter, Regan, Bush, Clinton, 
Bush and Obama, each with their distinctive regional accent (who could forget Johnson’s “My 
fellow Americans ...”) each president telling the nation what the plan was and giving assurance.  
In the face of the Covid 19 pandemic, certainly as difficult as any challenge we’ve faced since the 
Civil War, we’ve been left without any presidential guidance and assurance.  Instead, have had 
a systematic undercutting of public health officials and local government efforts to deal with the 
crisis. No wonder we feel bereft.  
 
In the US, 16 million cases so far, with more than 300,000 deaths.  For many of us family 
members and close friends have died (a sister, in my case).  Losing access to face-to-face 
encounters with our faith community and being prevented from worshiping in our church 
building, both entirely necessary and reasonable restrictions that I fully support, has, 
nevertheless, compounded our distress and sense of loss. 
 
Fortunately, in this community of faith, we have not been dished trite Biblical misinterpretations, 
such as “don’t worry, God promises all things work together for good,” or “we’ll be reunited in 
heaven” or “this is God’s punishment for our sinful ways.” 
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N.T. Wright, an Anglican biblical scholar and the retired Bishop of Durham, suggests in his new 
book God and the Pandemic: A Christian Refection on the Corona Virus and Its Aftermath, that 
we need restraint rather than jumping to “solutions.”  And, we need to be caught up in the 
groaning of creation through the practice of lament, to be in prayer, perhaps wordless prayer, at 
the point where the world is in pain.  
 
Lament: to feel or express sorrow or regret; to morn deeply.  The Hebrew Scripture contains a 
book entitled Lamentations, and about one out of three Psalms are lamentations.   
 
For example, Psalm 13: 
 

How long, O Lord, will You forget me always? 
How long hide Your face from me? 

 How long shall I cast about for counsel, 
   Sorrow in my heart all day? 
 How long will my enemy loom over me? 

Regard, answer me, Lord, my God. 
Light up my eyes, lest I sleep death, 
lest my enemy say, “I’ve prevailed over him,” 

lest my foes exult when I stumble. 
But I in Your kindness do trust, 
my heart exults in Your rescue. 
Let me sing to the Lord 
 for He requited me.   

 Translation from the Hebrew by Robert Alter: The Book of Psalms (2007) 
 
The psalmist models how to speak to God about desperate feelings of desolation and 
and abandonment, surely emotions many of us have felt in our current, threatening climate.  
Where is God, we ask.  We feel so alone, so helpless, so hopeless.  
 
 How long shall I cast about for counsel, 
 Sorrow in my heart all day?  
 
But then, seemingly miraculously, we realize, God is still with us; all is not lost.  I’ve had this 
experience, the feeling of lostness and desperation, and then a surge of trust and confidence as 
God’s love breaks into my being. 
 
We all have fear, anxiety, a sense of loss and hopelessness.  Don’t mince your words; say aloud 
to God all your sense of loss, your anger and fears.  Trust in God’s steadfast love. 
 
The Psalms were largely written after the Northern Kingdom of Judah had been conquered and 
disappeared, and Judah, the southern kingdom of David, was in captivity in a foreign land, with 
the Temple destroyed.  The anguish is described in many of the psalms.  Psalm 137 reads in 
part: 
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By the rivers of Babylon, there we sat down and there we wept when we remembered 
Zion,  
On the willows there we hung up our harps 
For there our captors asked for songs 
and our tormentors asked for mirth, saying Sing some of songs of Zion. 
How could we sing the Lord’s song in a foreign land?   
 
Psalm 137 NRSV 

 
Yet out of the misery of that captivity in Babylon, the Psalms were written and ultimately the 
people of Judah were able to return home. 
 
Psalm 13, which begins with a painful lament spoken out of abandonment and sorrow, ends 
in confidence:  
 

but I in your kindness do trust, my heart exults in your rescue.  Let me sing to the Lord, 
for He requited me. 

 
This reversal happens because of the mysterious wonder of God’s grace.  And that grace has, 
and will be, poured out for us.   
 
In the 1930's Christ Church had no priest and the members had dwindled to a handful. The 
priest from St. Paul’s Mount Vernon would come on Sunday afternoons to lead a service of 
Morning prayer. God’s grace enabled the church to continue.      
 
About 15 years ago Christ church was at least as large it is now, and one Sunday we arrived at 
church and found more than half the congregation was absent. As it turned out, they had gone 
off to form their own version of an Anglican church.  But, now-deacon Eric, the McCoys, Diane 
and I and several others persisted, and through God’s grace Christ Church survived and 
prospered. 
 
So as dire as our present pandemic circumstances are, we can sing the lament of Psalm 13, look 
forward to the season of Christmas, and give thanks as God’s grace empowers us to move 
forward. 
 
May it ever be so. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


