
Clarity in the Clutter 
 

I wish I had clarity.  
I wish I could see when this pandemic would be over. I wish I knew what would make a 
difference and help those struggling with food insecurity and economic injustice. I wish I 
had clarity about who we are to be as the church during these “divisive times:” times of 
racial and ethnic distrust, times of political unrest and uncertainty and more conspiracy 
theories than I thought possible in the “information age.” I wish I understood what any of 
you or all of you reading this might most need from a pastor/preacher. I don’t. 
 What I do know because of constant reminders of God’s loving presence, is that I 
am repeatedly calmed and recommitted to our faith tradition as I read scripture and hear 
it speak to all of us in our pain and uncertainty. I am reminded of the rhythm of life and 
the gift that it is as we watch our world change: cold fall rain soaking the fallen leaves 
and doing the good work of restoring moisture to our dry and dusty earth and lives.  
 Clarity is often found when the constant busyness and doing stops, often not of 
our choosing. There is now much none of us can control. We cannot, actually should 
not, gather together. We should not travel across town or across the state or country to 
share time with family. This invisible enemy that is present asymptomatically continues 
to spread and is now overwhelming our hospitals and exhausting our health care 
professionals and the system of compassionate caregiving.  
 We can be angry and frustrated or we can choose to adapt and flourish in a new 
way. Bishop Michel Curry, Presiding Bishop of the Episcopal Church writes this wisdom 
in his book, Love is the Way: Holding on to Hope in Troubling Times. I find his thoughts 
helpful and healing. “What I’ve learned is that my job is only to sow the seeds. That’s 
everyone’s job. The error of youth is thinking that you’ve succeeded—or it’s worth 
contributing—only when you can see, touch or taste the fruit.” 
 Bishop Curry continues, “Human progress and change for the good is never 
linear. ‘Battles are lost with the same spirit in which they are won,’ as Walt Whitman 
wrote. No cross, no crown as the old saying goes. And so, whatever our effort, whatever 
we may wish, we might go one step forward, two steps back, two steps forward, then 
one step back, a detour here, a circling back there, and on and on. The journey is 
always a struggle. But the movement is always forward, no matter the obstacles.” 
 Especially now, as we enter this season of Advent, the time of waiting again for 
what we have already received may we find comfort in our struggles and trust in the 
knowledge that even in struggle we are, with God’s help, always moving forward.  
May we remember, as I have inferred many times, and as Bishop Curry states 
repeatedly, “Our job is to do our job, and to let God do God’s job.”  
 Forward. Here we go. One struggling step at a time.  
       Stumbling forward, hoping for grace, 
        in Christ’s love,  
          Barb 


