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A few years back, two of my best travelling buddies and I visited London, England. We visited all the sights and 
I even drove a stick shift through downtown! One evening we attended a Shakespeare play. I mean, you can’t 
get any more English than that, right? This particular play, however, was performed by a comedy troupe and 
was entitled “Shakespeare in 90 Minutes or Less.” I have to admit this was a wonderful way to be introduced 
to the complete body of Shakespeare’s work without anguish. It was actually quite wonderful. The group of 
seven actors were literally running in circles, switching wigs and trading breeches on the fly! It’s true we 
certainly missed significant metaphorical, double entendre messages and weren’t able to absorb the full 
weight of words that are the very best of prose and poetry, but still, we got the picture and laughed and 
appreciated the talent.  
 
My experience in London felt a lot like my experience of 2020. The number of natural and human-made 
disasters, ranging from pandemic to politics we have experienced, are usually spread out over a number of 
years, even hundreds of years. But we experienced it all in 365 days and we aren’t finished yet.  We are 
overloaded and under equipped. We have too much to do and too much free time and many of us are doing it 
all in isolation from the rest of the world. We are a living, breathing, walking-around paradox. No wonder we 
have this low-hanging fog of anxiety hovering around our edges.  
 
One of the challenges of such a time as this is similar to the challenges of taking in Shakespeare in 90 minutes. 
When seismic changes happen so fast in rapid fire, we can only absorb a small portion. And oftentimes that 
small portion leaves us with the bare bones of information and cuts out the human pathos. It doesn’t allow for 
all the deeply meaningful and significant shifts people are experiencing. That small portion of a story or news 
blast doesn’t allow for celebrating every small step forward or the great wings of the human spirit and our 
ability to adapt and create. We don’t have time to engage our grief or admit our fear. And sound bites cannot 
begin to capture the larger story of our humanity in the hands of a loving God.  
 
The Christian world has just begun an annual cycle of renewal that started two thousand years ago through 
climate changes, and too many natural disasters, wars, bids for power and world view shifts to count. From 
discoveries that inspire, help, and heal, to innovations of disaster and destruction, every year we remember 
that God came to live among us in times more brutal than this. God emptied himself and became as 
vulnerable as one can be. God did not sit alone waiting for us to bow and scrape our way towards forgiveness 
and reconciliation. God came to us! The Lord brought forgiveness and a chance of holy communion with us, 
and presented it to us with more love than we could possibly bear. The moment this God reached tiny fingers 
out to grip the hand of his mother, all hope, peace, joy and love were gifted with an abundance that made it 
possible for the entire world to breathe and look forward to the future. 
 
You may feel that these words are more suited for Christmas than for the beginning of a new year, but in 
reality, there is no “season” of Christmas or “season” of Easter. They are both attitudes of the heart and a way 
of living our best lives in the name of Christ. Shakespeare wrote many wonderful and wise things about the 
human condition that couldn’t possibly be encapsulated in ninety minutes. And we can’t begin to sum up 2020 
in a sixty minute television special. We know there is more to it. So, let’s take our time to pause and breathe. 
Let’s notice the food that has been shared, the heroes that live next door, maybe the way our own hearts have 
been softened for the stranger, and believe that the God, who has no beginning and no end, walks with us 
still. 
 
 


