
Philippians 4:6-7, “Don’t worry about anything, but in everything through prayer 

and petition with thanksgiving, let your requests be made known to God. And 

the peace of God, which surpasses every thought, will guard your hearts and 

minds in Christ 

Proverbs 3:5 “Trust in the Lord with all your heart, and do not 

rely on your own understanding.” 

Faith in the Time of Covid-19  

By Kathy Stephens 

In his novel Love in the Time of Cholera, one of my favorite authors, Gabriel 
García Márquez, employs magical realism. This detailed, highly imaginative approach to 
the everyday is also found in his short story, “A Very Old Man with Enormous Wings,” 
which describes a fallen angel, placed in a chicken coop after his discovery, heavenly 
“parasites” and all: “the back side of his wings was strewn with parasites and his main 
feathers had been mistreated by terrestrial winds, and nothing about him measured up 
to the proud dignity of angels.” Everything one would expect to see, if one were to find 
an angel, is upturned.  

How many of our own lives have been upturned recently? How many of our 
expectations for the spring and summer have been dashed? We are living in magically 
real times. They are fantastic beyond what anyone could have imagined. None of us 
would have believed in January what our lives look like today. I certainly wouldn’t have 
believed that I would spend April 2020 on the back porch with my dog, having zoom 
meetings with my students, introducing them to my dog while they introduced me to 
their pets, including one rather large guinea pig, which the student holding it up 
reported, “It’s as big as my head!” Or that my entertainment every evening would be 
walking the dog and talking to my neighbors. From a distance.  

              What have I learned? My neighbor Jackie’s beautiful white dog once belonged 
to her daughter. She died two years ago from lung cancer, leaving Jackie, already a 
widow, alone except for the dog. My ninety-three-year-old neighbor Kit paints beautiful 
landscapes every afternoon in her garage studio. One snowscape with pink mountains 
now hangs above my desk. I look at it as I write. And my neighbor Marcia shops for her 
elderly parents every Wednesday and routinely reaches out to her estranged youngest 
daughter, Ellen, in California, who won’t respond to phone calls, texts, or email. Instead 
of commuting at 5 pm, I now walk with Marcia and her dog, Bess.  

              So, what is faith in the magically real period of Covid-19? It remains trusting in 
God when we don’t understand our circumstances and reaching out to our neighbors 
when we need community. I will close with two verses.  

 


