
Tuesday, March 30                          Terry Honeycutt 
 
For me, one of the most disturbing realities of 2020 was the political turmoil of this election year.  
And as I write this reflection in January 2021, the chaos continues.  We seem to be more 
divided than ever.  Incivility and anger dominate much of the rhetoric of the day. 
 
I am troubled by the extremes that dominate our political landscape, and by the practice of 
demonizing and dehumanizing those “on the other side.”  How did compromise become a bad 
word?  When did the middle ground become undesirable territory?  I remember the words of my 
seminary professor, Jim Nogalski:  “What would happen if we stake our ground in the middle, 
stand there firmly, and reach out a hand to both sides?”  But that said, I must acknowledge that 
I, too, feel the polarizing attraction of rhetoric that reinforces my position, and distinguishes 
between ‘us’ and ‘them.’ 
 
My faith calls me to do two things – cope and hope.  I need to do better at both. 
 
My strategies for coping with division arc toward an admittedly idealistic goal, that of finding 
common ground with people whose views differ from mine.  But those strategies are more 
effective if I actually, you know, do them! 
 
Easy to dismiss the person along with their position.  Harder to say, “Help me understand where 
you’re coming from.”  Easy to answer heatedly or remain silent.  Harder to assume there is 
something valid behind an opposing view.  Easy to try to persuade.  Harder to listen to 
understand.   
 
There is hope to light the way, but I see it best through my “faith eyes.”  I try to remember that 
my hope is not grounded in any political party or governmental system, that God’s sovereignty is 
not subject to a 4-year election cycle.  I believe a day will come when divine justice and mercy 
will rule, when wrongs will be made right in ways that are foreign to our human imaginations.  
The failings of our political system now will not alter that outcome; it was determined on the 
cross. 
 
We are living in that long, arduous span between Friday’s crucifixion and Sunday’s resurrection, 
so to speak.  It is a difficult tension to maintain.  God will ultimately triumph, but God’s dominion 
is very definitely not universal yet.  So let’s keep an eye on the horizon.  Joy will come in the 
morning.  May we not “grow weary in well-doing,” but keep coping.  May we not get 
discouraged, but keep hoping.  As Rev. S. M. Lockridge proclaimed, “It’s Friday, but Sunday’s 
coming!” 

 


