
As some of you know, the week before the schools closed, I was doing assemblies at the 
Grammar school, and used the quote from Maya Angelou, “ Hope for the best, Prepared for 
the Worst, and be unsurprised by anything in between.”  Hope is about the only thing I have 
been able to sustain throughout these past few weeks, hope that a vaccine will be found, 
hope that the curve will flatten and the death toll will go down, hope that those I love will 
be kept from this dreadful virus (that has not happened as I know several people affected), 
hope that health care and social care will have the protection they need to care for those 
infected and other essential workers will be treated with dignity and respect (again I know 
of situations where neither of these are happening), and hope that the world we live in 
might become a kinder, gentler place where our support for each other and care for the 
planet are not take for granted.  Then, as I looked to Easter, I began to realise that I didn’t 
feel like celebrating much more than hope. I couldn’t even muster HAPPY Easter.  Today is 
what is known as Low Sunday in the church in part because Easter provides such a high in 
terms of celebration and attendance. I am not often preaching today, as I usually like to 
have a week off to recharge and spend time with the family, which means in a way it is a 
low for me, too, as it brings me great joy to share the Good News of Easter with so many 
people every year, and then I realise we many not see some of them again in Church until 
Christmas or maybe even next Easter.  This year we missed that opportunity to gather 
together, and it feels strange.  But what feels even more strange is that it is hard to feel the 
real joy of Easter at all in these strange times.   
 
It’s like the famous saying has taken hold, “It’s Friday, but Sunday’s coming” and believe me, 
on Good Friday, I did my best to take that to heart, and yet, in many ways, the heaviness of 
Good Friday remains longer than three days.  There is an almost unidentifiable grief, an 
exhaustion from relentless news, second guessing everything you do or don’t do as a 
neighbour, a parent, an adult child, a friend, and for some of us who were trying to do 
everything we could to look toward Easter, a strange and abiding sense of Now What?  The 
restrictions have been extended, cupboards are beginning to empty, we are tiring either of 
our own company or the constant companions all being “together” under one roof, and 
some of are missing our usual gatherings and the hugs and face to face contact, no matter 
how much more time we have on our hands and how many online meetings or lessons or 
programmes we have to be part of.  However, I am ever the optimist, noting each day which 
flowers have bloomed, and trying to look on the bright side, that many more people have 
switched on to a church service, online or on tele, that people are taking the time to phone 
and check in on their neighbours and having more time together as a family, but if I am 
honest,  about all I have left is HOPE, and I worked out an acrostic of what that means for 
me, and might mean for you in these strange times. 
 
H is for Helping others.  There’s an old saying that says “A burden shared is a burden halved” 
and I hope this is true for the dozens of folk we have helped as a Covid 19 Volunteer team.  
Since the very beginning of the current circumstances, in partnership with others, I have 
been coordinating efforts (in Co’path and Innerwick and working with the wonderful team 
in Oldhamstocks) to be sure everyone who needs help gets it.  We have been asked to do 
food shop when folk couldn’t get a delivery, pick up prescriptions, top up electricity cards 
and make “caring calls” to those who may be on their own, or have lost their support 
network due to the restrictions, or are shielding or self isolating because of age or pre-
existing conditions.  We have an amazing team of volunteers and I have been humbled by 



their willingness to go out of their way to make a difference.  I have also had contact from a 
number of folk I’d never met, and built up a sense of trust and understanding, which has 
been a privilege and a pleasure and will be a help to assessing ongoing support where 
needed. It’s a part of ministry and humanity that comes naturally to me, and it has given me 
a raison d’etre, and a way of helping the parish in the time of social distancing.  I would also 
encourage you to think about how you can help others, some are baking to lift spirits, 
others are sewing masks to provide for others, others are donating to the food bank (who is 
busier than ever and very grateful), continuing their giving to  church and other local groups 
to keep things going, shopping locally where possible and we are very grateful to all those 
going above and beyond who are caring for others,  keeping us safe, and making sure we 
are fed.  If you know of someone who needs help, or would like to help, please let me know. 
 
O was a hard one, organisation and oratory and optimist came to mind, but then I thought 
One may be better.  You may have heard the saying in recent weeks “We’re all in this 
together” and that sense of shared circumstance has certainly brought our villages, even our  
country and our world together in a new way, which I hope will continue long into the 
future. The passage from 1 Corinthians 12 about unity comes to mind emphasising how we 
have all ben given different gifts, but are all part of the Body of Christ and called to work 
together.  One part cannot say to the other I have no need of you, “On the contrary, those 
parts that seem weaker are indispensable and the parts that we think are less honourable 
we treat with special honour…God has put the body together giving greater honour to the 
parts that lacked it, so that there should be no division in the body, but that its parts should 
have equal concern for each other.  If one part suffers, every part suffers with it, if on part is 
honoured, every part rejoices with it.  I would invite you all to remember those who are 
suffering at this time, and to help where you can, and to rejoice that we have such kind and 
caring people in our parish willing to help make sure that all are cared for.  May we also 
hope for the same within our nation and our world, and may we listen to each other and 
reflect on what is helpful to one and all.   
 
P is for Praying.  TryPraying has been around as a movement for a while, advertised on 
buses, and a useful application to help people turn to prayer, and I expect many more 
people may be turning to prayer as they find themselves worrying about loved ones, 
concerned about catching the virus, or their finances or their mental health.  It’s one of the 
best things that we can all do, even in isolation, perhaps especially so.  Knowing that you are 
being prayed for is a humbling thing, and praying for others helps us to turn over our 
worries and concerns, our hopes and our fears to God, and that is a powerful tool for 
helping ourselves and others cope in these uncertain times.  24/7 praying is another 
movement which has brought great hope to many around the world at this time, in part 
because of the sense that “the voice of prayer in never silent.” 
 
E is for encouragement to keep going in our own endeavours, in our caring for and 
comforting of one another, in living a life worthy of our calling,  Times are tough for many, 
physically as some battle symptoms of the virus and fight to stay alive  or others who  work 
tirelessly to support the most vulnerable, mentally as some toil in their own thoughts, 
feeling isolated and alone, or guilty for having to leave family behind to work, emotionally as 
some worry about their loved ones, and others feel trapped in a relationship or a place they 
cannot escape from, spiritually as some question their faith, and others deeply miss the 



community aspect of faith.  Yet even in these times, let us not allow the gloom and doom of 
these strange and uncertain times overcome us.  Rather, let us be thankful for our brothers 
and sisters, with whom we are called to stand firm and hold fast to the teaching passed on 
to us, whether by word of mouth or by letter. as it says in 2 Thessalonians 2.   May our Lord 
Jesus Christ and God our Father, who loves us and by his grace gives us eternal 
encouragement and good hope and strengthen you in every good deed and word. 
 
PS --  Today is also often known as Holy Humour Sunday, and I am heartened by those who 
have continued to share with one another something of joy to help keep us going!  Whether 
it is Jesus and his disciples on a “zoom call” or one of the many songs being reworked to 
bring a sense of hope and love, or the creative ways that birthdays are being celebrated.  
But perhaps the most well known symbol of hope – the rainbow – is what has brought the 
most joy for me as we go for our exercise and see them in the windows ore even the sky, or 
as I see how much hope they have given the staff, patients, customers in care homes, 
hospitals, and supermarkets, and the joke that they might even make it on the current 
children’s challenge to design a new uniform for the constabulary at Torness.  
 
This “sermon” is dedicated to all of those who have given me HOPE in recent weeks, from 
nurses (including my brother) working tirelessly to help others, to those keen to do their 
bit while isolating at home, to all those I know (and love) who have the “volunteering 
spirit” and are trying to keep one another’s spirits up as we do our best to help one 
another remain hopeful and helpful amidst all of the regulations and recommendations 
and requirements - just keep helping, sharing, praying and encouraging!   
 


