
 
 
 
 
 

November 2020 Message for Congregations and Lay and Rostered Leaders 
 
Dear Beloved of God –  
 
My October Message for Congregations and Lay and Rostered Leaders shared of the birth of 
our grandchild and that I have been pondering what it might be for me to be a Papa, and Cathy 
a Nana. I have been reflecting on this remarkable, mysterious gestation, germination, 
quickening, and birth, and that it feels very much like the remarkable, mysterious gestation, 
germination, quickening, and birth of this coronavirus adventure. A journey, an opportunity 
that invites us to where we do not determine the route, the result, or the final outcome. Where 
we walk in the midst of disorientation and anxiety, frustration and uncertainty, through 
resiliency, imagination, generosity, experimentation, and learning. 
 
We are living in what many are calling a liminal time.  Standing on a threshold between an 
ending and a new beginning.  Living, not through an era of change, but a change of era.  
Entering, thrust into, a new chapter in our history and experiencing that it is unraveling almost 
everything that we have taken for granted about the church, congregational life, its leadership, 
its life. 
 
Liminal seasons are challenging and disorienting.  They are unsettling.  We seek to move 
forward with purpose and certainty, but we feel as though we are trudging through mud or fog.  
We drift, said one theologian during a webinar I recently participated in, between resignation 
and indignation and we are not sure that we know how to occupy this continuum in a healthy 
way. 
 
This is where many of us are.  It’s why there is less and less energy for the how-tos. It’s why 
many are exhausted.  We need to name this grief and address the trauma that is upon us.  
 
Recently, I heard someone describe our time in terms of a bush suddenly uprooted from its 
established bedding in the ground.  The roots had gone deep, so they had to be cut all around 
before moving the bush to another location.  It is a massive trauma for the bush.  It isn’t going 
to bounce back in a few months or even a year.  The bush needs the time of numbers of 
seasons before it can hope to generate new life back into its roots and branches.  The gardener 
knows that for the bush to stand a change of re-rooting, all its flowers have to be cut off, so its 
energy is redirected to the traumatized root system. 
 
This is the grief and trauma that has become pervasive in our lives.  There are no quick, no easy 
fixes, nor Wizard-of-Oz-like solutions.  We are on a road that few, if any, of us have known 
before.  How-tos seem like band-aids on an open wound. 
 



Our vocation, dear Beloved, is to face the realities of this liminal moment, to name the grief and 
trauma that surround and overwhelm us. The how-tos, writes Alan Roxburgh, are dead ends we 
grab on to when we don’t know what else to do. Facing together the hard questions of this 
unraveling requires the writing of a new chapter, one that will be very different from the one 
we’ve written to this point.   
 
To name the grief and trauma is to begin the work of discernment.  This work of discernment 
begins with a naming, a deep naming, that God is at work doing something new, together with 
an openness to the ways God is inviting us into something… beyond imagination.  And, like the 
bush this will require time, perhaps a significant time, before we can hope to generate new life 
back into its roots and branches. 
 
Discernment is located in prayer; it is seeing, knowing and acknowledging what is; it is noticing 
the movement of the Spirit with practiced listening; and, it is a journey, not a destination. 
 
Perhaps we could begin together by considering the following, by writing down our thoughts 
and sharing them with others in the faith community, one’s congregational council or Bible 
study, all-the-while listening deeply, with responses that may at this time be only answered in 
part…tentatively: 
 

When have I/we experienced this dislocation before?  This uncertainty? 
What stories of resiliency, discernment, imagination can I/we share? 
Where is God?  Where is God, in the midst of the unraveling? 
What does hope look like?  
What does it mean to be a Christ-proclaimer in this day and age, when we are living in a  

global village, living amongst a variety of cultures and religions (not so different from 
New Testament times), and yet – for our health and the safety of others, we are so  
separated from our communities of care and concern?   

How might I/we “be” at this time rather than “do”?  Is this difficult for me/us?  Why? 
How does our faith inform every decision we make and refuse to make, every thought 
  and prayer and question we ask and refuse to ask, every task we undertake and refuse 
  to undertake?  Share a story when faith clearly informed my/our decision-making? 
How might I/we make room in my/our heart(s) for our siblings who suffer, who are sick, 
  who continue to live under oppression?  How do I/we make room in my/our faith 
  community for the widow and the orphan, the hungry and the poor?   

 
What is critical in this moment is that we become clear on the source of our hope.  Without this 
we are tossed and turned by every wind and proposal for change that comes along. The source 
of our hope…the God of hope. 
 
The God of hope fill you with all joy and peace in believing, so that you may abound in hope by 
the power of the Holy Spirit. Romans 15:13 
 
In Christ Jesus –  
Shalom,  
+Larry 


