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May the words of my mouth and the meditation of all our hearts be acceptable in thy 
sight, O Lord, our Rock and our Salvation. 

The Episcopal Church follows a liturgical calendar, and today we begin a long period 
known as "Ordinary Time." I've always been fascinated by that term. Did those who 
created the church calendar just run out of ideas? One scholar explains that "ordinary" 
comes from the use of ordinal numbers to designate Sundays—like today, which is 
Proper 6. So, it’s not meant to mean "common" or "normal." Still, I’ve always enjoyed 
this season. Green—its liturgical color—is one of my favorites: calm, yet alive, 
symbolizing growth and renewal. 

Ordinary Time allows for predictability. I don’t have to check the chart for the color of the 
frontal or which candlesticks to use. The rhythm of worship becomes steady, allowing 
me to listen more deeply to the text, the prayers, the sermon. Usually, this is when I look 
forward to deepening my faith. 

But let’s face it—this year has been anything but ordinary. 

Beginning in January, our world was overtaken by a virus we scrambled to understand. 
Overnight, our lives changed. Many became homebound, venturing out only for 
essentials, masked and gloved. Businesses closed. Jobs disappeared. People couldn’t 
pay rent. Food bank lines doubled—and then doubled again. The economy teetered. 
Social interaction ceased. Zoom, webinars, virtual coffees took over. I went from 
occasional FaceTime calls to daily use of platforms I hadn’t even heard of before. 

Church life was disrupted. Lent felt never-ending. Easter came virtually—with beautiful 
music and excellent sermons online—but still felt incomplete. Then, just as COVID 
numbers showed signs of improvement, a second virus—racism—reemerged violently. 
As our bishop reminded us last Sunday, this virus has lingered in our collective system 
for generations. And like the weather, gray clouds returned. 

Is anyone else feeling overwhelmed? I look around and think: This is not normal. This is 
most definitely not ordinary. 

It is not ordinary to record Sunday services on Vimeo. It is not ordinary to wear masks to 
the grocery store. It is not ordinary to fear hugging friends, neighbors, loved ones. It is 
not ordinary to be paralyzed with worry every time my Black daughter goes for a run. It 
is not ordinary to see peaceful demonstrators pushed back in Lafayette Square. 



We may think we’re living in extraordinary times, but today’s Gospel made me pause. 
Matthew tells us: 

"Then Jesus went about all the cities and villages, teaching in their synagogues and 
proclaiming the good news of the kingdom, and curing every disease and every 
sickness. When he saw the crowds, he had compassion for them because they were 
harassed and helpless, like sheep without a shepherd." 

"Harassed and helpless" can be translated as "oppressed and thrown to the ground." 
Words that reflect what we see and experience today. 

I feel like a sheep without a shepherd. How do I stay healthy, safe? How do I protect my 
family, friends, neighbors, community? 

But Jesus shows us how to respond: 

He had compassion. He acted. He proclaimed the kingdom. He healed. And then, he 
commissioned his followers to do the same: Proclaim the good news. Heal the sick. 
Raise the dead. Cleanse the lepers. Cast out demons. 

Jesus calls us to feel and show compassion. 

Over the past week, I’ve been meditating on this. I feel deep compassion: 

• For those who’ve lost loved ones to disease and violence. 
• For those who died alone to prevent the spread of contagion. 
• For frontline healthcare workers, chaplains, social workers giving their all. 
• For the unemployed and food insecure. 
• For essential workers risking health to keep jobs. 
• For parents juggling work, schooling, and survival. 
• For mothers who’ve lost children to violence—and those who live with daily fear 

for their children of color. 

But do I have compassion for everyone? For police officers, National Guard members, 
facing untrained responses to unrest? For those who loot stores for a new phone or 
sneakers? 

One Portland business owner, interviewed after her salon was looted, chose not anger 
but empathy. She understood the pain of those who felt voiceless. She said she was 
okay with the cleanup. That’s turning the other cheek. Going the extra mile. Forgiving 
seventy times seven. 

That is compassion. 

So today, as we enter Ordinary Time, I leave us with this collective challenge: 



What do we want ordinary time to look like? What do we want normal to be? How can 
we see the harassed and helpless—and respond not with frustration, but with 
compassion? 

What actions can we take to proclaim the good news? To prevent the spread of physical 
diseases like COVID? To root out societal diseases like racism and discrimination? 

How can we move—not just the church, but the world—into an Ordinary Time that 
reflects the kingdom of God? 

Amen. 

 


