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This past week I heard an interview with a historian who studies pandemics like 
the one we’re living through today. At the end of the interview, she said something 
that is painfully obvious, yet deserves remembering: enormous bring out the very 
worst and the very best of human behavior. There’s something about the pressures 
of a severe hardship, she said, that draws out the worst of human impulses, but 
also the very best and most virtuous impulses, too.  
 
Well, we are seeing both these days, aren’t we.  
 
There are people out there who have been caught selling fake protective 
equipment, and others who are actively peddling lies about the virus to stoke the 
fears of vulnerable people in order to grow their internet audience. But then, there 
are also nurses and doctors who get up every day and go to hospitals and patient 
rooms and get up close to sickness and death so that sickness and death will stay 
far away from the rest of us.  
 
Like I said, it’s times like this when we see the very worst and the very best of 
human behavior. And that means, as followers of Christ, we must be doubly 
committed to putting more of the best out there into the world. We must be more 
patient, more compassionate, more generous. We need to deploy our time in the 
pursuit of building others up, not tearing them down, telling the truth, not 
gawking at half-truths, sowing seeds of love, not fanning the flames of cynicism 
and contempt. Yes, in these desperate times, God is asking us to help put a lot 
more goodness into the world.  
 
Now, I realize this is easier said than done, and I know a lot of us are just barely 
holding on as it is. As I talk with you and read your messages and see what you 
post on social media, I can sense that more than a few of you are barely making it, 
physically, emotionally, and spiritually. I know some of you are holding on to tiny, 
flickering flame of hope right now, and wondering how long before it goes out.  
 
I know it, because, at several times in the last few weeks, I’ve felt my hopes flicker, 
too. I felt them flicker it when I saw the faces of the protestors who marched on 
many state capitols a few weeks ago…saw them spitting with hate at law 
enforcement and health care workers because they’ve been told to wear masks in 
public places. And I felt it when I realized that the pandemic was going to be just 
another issue for us to fight over politically, because it turns out that our polarized 
nation can’t even unite to fight a virus. And I especially felt it when I saw the video 
last week of the killing of Ahmaud Arbery. He’s the black man who was gunned 
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down by two white men in south Georgia while jogging through a neighborhood 
in broad daylight. They thought he “looked suspicious,” and so took it upon 
themselves to be judge, jury, and executioner, thus adding Ahmaud Arbery to long 
list of lynching victims in our nation’s cruel tally.  
 
Yes, given everything we’ve seen and everything we are up against, I will admit to 
you that the little candle of hope in my soul has been flickering. Maybe you know 
that feeling, too. So, I’ve been praying about this, friends, and asking God to not 
let my little flame of hope go out. And, well, God was apparently listening. 
Because I got an answer back, but an answer in the form of a question: Casey, in 
what, exactly, have you been putting your hope?  
 
And then, to drive it home, I realized that the epistle appointed for this weekend 
features this instruction from the Apostle Peter: “Always be ready to make your 
defense to anyone who demands from you an accounting for the hope that is in 
you.” To do that, to be ready with an account of the hope that is in you, you have 
to know where your hope comes from. So, for those of you who, like me, may feel 
your hopes flickering in this difficult time, I wonder, in what, exactly, have you 
been hoping?  
 
Have you been putting your hope in politicians to lead effectively?  
 
Have you been putting your hope in our country to do the right thing?  
 
Have you been putting your hope in a particular policy or product to solve this 
complex crisis? 
  
In what are you hoping?  
 
Because, hope is powerful stuff. It’s not simply what we’d like to see in the future. 
Hope lives down deep inside of us, and it motivates how we live, move, and have 
our being. Which is why, when we choose to put our hope in people, or countries, 
or products, that hope is going to fail us, because we are putting our hope in things 
that are destined to fade away. Hoping in things of this world is a recipe for 
disappointment, because the things of this world are not big enough, or timeless 
enough to be up to this moment. If I put all my hope in a specific idea, or a 
particular program, or a desired-decision, then it is inevitable that my little candle 
of hope will flicker and fail, because I will have put my hope in little more than a 
projection of our my personal desires.  
 
Friends, if we are going to be witnesses to God’s goodness throughout this long 
ordeal – if this moment is going to draw from us the very best of words and 
actions, rather than the worst – then we are going to need to set our hope on 
Christ, because Christ is the only one up to the burden of this moment, and the 
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only one who can carry all our hopes. Christ is the one through whom all things 
came into being, and in whom, even now, all things are being held together. And 
Christ is the one who is right now holding onto all the frayed and torn strands of 
our world, gathering them up so he can weave them into something new and good.  
 
Now, hope in Christ isn’t that he will solve everything when and how we want him 
to. That’s not hope, that’s wishful thinking and pipe dreaming. But neither is this 
hope simply passive fatalism, either. Because this is hope in the one into whom 
we’ve been baptized, in whom we live and move and have our being, so while it is 
hope in something far greater than the things of this world, it is also a hope that 
has everything to do with our lives right now.  
 
My teacher in this kind of hope is Ruby Bridges.  
 
In 1960, six-year old Ruby Bridges was the first African-American child to 
integrate the New Orleans public schools. Every morning and afternoon she was 
escorted by federal marshals through a sea of angry white parents, whose faces 
were contorted in rage as they shouted the vilest things at her. Yet, day after day, 
she calmly made her way through, even pausing to smile at people who spat at her. 
The situation caught the attention of Robert Coles, a Harvard psychiatrist, who 
interviewed little Ruby to learn more about how she handled this terrible situation.  
 
Do you really pray for them, he asked.   
 

“Yes,” Ruby said, “I do pray for them.”  
“Why would you pray for people who are so mean to you and say 
such bad things about you?”  
“Because Mama said I should.”  

 
Coles pressed her for more, so Ruby said,  
 

“I go to church. I go to church every Sunday, and we're told to pray 
for people, even bad people. Mama says it's true. My minister says 
the same thing. ‘We don't have to worry,’ he says. ‘God is watching 
over us.’ He says, ‘If I forgive the people and smile at them and pray 
for them, God will keep a good eye on everything and he'll protect 
us.’”  

 
Coles asked if she thought the minister was right.  
 

“Oh, yes,” Ruby said. “I'm sure God knows what is happening. 
God's got a lot to worry about, but there's bad trouble here. God 
can't help but notice. He may not do anything right now, but there 
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will come a day, like they say in church, there will come a day. You 
can count on it.” 

 
Friends, if you’re feeling like the little flame of your hope is about to go out, 
remember Ruby. Even as she relied on the efforts of the federal marshals to protect 
her, her hope wasn’t in them. Even as she joined a movement to transform our 
nation, her hope wasn’t in policies or politicians. And even as she showed the most 
extraordinary sort of courage every single day – offering more of the very best of 
human behavior to counter all the hatred and violence she saw – even then her 
hope was not in some sort of specific outcome, it was always in God.  
 
Friends, in these strange, dark days we’re living in, we can be part of the 
movement for healing and justice, just like Ruby; we can demand more from our 
society than lies and greed and racism; we can offer more of the very best to 
counter all those instances of the very worst; but we also must keep our hopes 
bigger than people or policies, and higher than the things of this world.  
 
We must keep our hope as high as heaven, because it is only God who can handle 
all the world’s sickness and sadness and sin; it is only God who can see that every 
wrong is made right, every sickness is healed, and every storm is calmed; and it is 
only God who has the time and wisdom and power to make all things new. 
 
Yes, the Lord is asking us, in what, exactly, have you been putting your hope?  
 
So, let us reply, “Lord, we are putting our hope in you.” 
 


