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Look Up 

Lent 1, Year B, 2018 

St. Chrysostom’s Episcopal Church, Quincy 

Take my lips and speak through them; take our ears and hear through them; take our eyes and 

see through them; take our hearts and set them on fire with love for thee. May I speak in the 

name of the Living God. Amen. 

Wednesdays tend to be my big reading day and I love it.  I spend about 2-3 hours in transit, 

travelling from home to church to field education to school and back home again and value that 

time I have on trains and buses to get a lot of my reading done for the week.  This Wednesday, 

my friend even offered to give me a ride down to Quincy from Brighton for Ash Wednesday, but 

I insisted on taking the T because I wanted to ensure I would have my built in reading time. 

So this Wednesday, as I waited for the red line at North Quincy, I got out my book, my pencil, 

put my headphones in with my study music, and began reading on the platform, ready to dig in 

even more once I got on the train.  The car I got into was a little crowded, but there was a seat in 

the corner, so I sat down and immediately stuck my nose in my book.  But, in the first couple 

minutes, I couldn’t seem to get beyond the first page.  The woman sitting next to me was talking 

really loudly on the phone and the woman sitting across from me was blasting her music.  And I 

felt myself getting aggravated, turning my own music up louder to try to block my surroundings 

out, but still able to hear the other music  and this woman’s conversation.  I debated switching 

train cars at the next stop or moving down the car to find a quieter spot.  

But then God showed up as I took out my headphones, closed my book, and looked up.  When I 

looked up, I saw the tears streaming from the face of the woman next to me and as I listened, I 

learned that she was in a custody battle for her children.  When I looked up, I watched the 

woman across from me applying makeup to conceal the bruises on her arms as she listened to her 

music.  These two women were no longer nuisances getting in the way of my reading time. Just 



!2

like the ashes on my forehead, these women were reminders of the chaos, mortality, and 

sacredness of human life. 

Whenever I come across the Noah story, the first way I imagine it is the way I did as a child.  

The story of God saving the animals and people.  The story where we children got to to take all 

the happy animals two-by-two on and off the wooden arc.   

Yet when we think about the reality of that experience on the arc itself, it was likely chaos.  Can 

you imagine just a few humans in the same enclosed space as two of every animal? 

This week’s Preparing for Sunday reflection wrote that “God locked Noah into the arc.  That 

odorous, claustrophobic menagerie of grumpy people and noisy animals is a dramatic version of 

what we face daily.  Our families, our churches, our jobs may not be ideal...but they are the arena 

of God’s activity.”  1

Whether we notice it or not, God is present with us on the crowded, noisy T as we try to get work 

done, in the long line at the grocery store just a few hours before the snowstorm, and on the 

streets as people without homes bundle up to make sure they don’t catch frostbite in their sleep.  

God’s presence is with us is in the hospital rooms of our loved ones and the schools of our 

children.The question is, are we looking for it?  Are we lifting our heads out our books to notice 

God’s presence in each one of the humans and animals that we encounter each day?  We are 

challenged to love and have compassion in mysterious ways, but are we really looking up and 

head-on at that challenge? 

If I am being completely honest, I had a hard time grappling with God’s violence in the story of 

Noah this week as 14 students and 3 staff were killed on Ash Wednesday at Marjory Stoneman 

Douglass High School in Parkland, Florida.  17 people left their families for school on 

Wednesday and didn’t come home at the end of the day.  And the scary part is that these 

 https://www.preparingforsunday.com/Lectionary/mc44gk89eb/1
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shootings have become all too routine.  A headline in the Washington Post reads, “The Florida 

School Shooting has America’s Attention.  But for how long?”  With these shootings becoming 

more and more regular, our natural response is fear and frustration over gun policies, over mental 

health care access.  But are we looking up while we do this?  Do we know the names and stories 

of the lives lost on Wednesday?  Are we holding these lost lives and their families with us in 

prayer as beloved children of God and taking action?  Or are they simply becoming more 

statistics? 

15-year old Peter Wang held the doors of study open to help his classmates escape quickly.  He 

and his family were planning on celebrating the chinese new year on Thursday.   

Meadow Pollack, Helena Ramsay, and Nicholas Dworet were high school seniors ready to head 

off to college.   

 In a tribute to the 14-year old, Jamie Guttenberg’s father wrote, “Hugs to all and hold your 

children tight.”  

Cross-Country coach and geography teacher, Scott Beigel unlocked the door of his classroom to 

get more students inside.   

14-year old Alyssa Alhadeff had just been moved up from the JV soccer team to varsity mid-

season this Fall. 

Martin Duque Anguiano, a 14-year-old high school freshman was described by his brother as a 

“very funny kid, outgoing and sometimes really quiet. He was sweet and caring and loved by all 

his family.” 

Assistant football coach, Aaron Feis, put his own body in between the shooter and students. 
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14 year old Cara Loughran loved the beach. 

Luke Hoyer and Joaquin Oliver, 15 and 17, both adored playing basketball. 

14-year-old Alaina Petty had been active with her church in helping clean up the Florida Keys 

after Hurricane Irma. 

14 year olds Gina Montalto and Alex Schacter were active in the school marching band. 

Wrestling coach and former military member, Chris Hixon ran to the scene of the shooting to 

help students. 

16-year old Carmen Schentrup was named a national merit scholarship semifinalist.  2

Silence. 

These are just tiny fragments of the story.  We do not know it all and likely never will, but we are 

given the opportunity to listen, hear, and hold the brokenness in this moment.  And then, we 

might have the courage and presence of the Holy Spirit with us to look up at the situation straight 

in the face and act. 

Perhaps, the redeeming aspect of the Noah story-- of God destroying all the world except for 

Noah, his family, and the animals--is the invitation to start fresh, for Noah to work with God to 

create a world where violence is not as present as it once was. 

npr.org/sections/thetwo-way/2018/02/15/586095587/17-people-died-in-the-parkland-shooting-here-are-2

their-names
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And that might be our invitation this Lent, to start anew and face the temptations of our world 

head on and spread the subversive message of love and compassion rather than one reinforcing 

the violence all too present in the world around us.  You may have noticed that in Mark’s Gospel, 

we do not get a detailed account of Jesus’ encounter with Satan.  Rather we are left with the 

mystery of what happened.  And that mystery allows us to enter this season with a blank slate, 

with fresh eyes of how we can see God’s presence in one another fully. 

Throughout this lent, we’ll be reminded each week of the covenants created with God.  These 

covenants not only allow us to understand the character of God during the time that the Hebrew 

Bible was written, but also allow us to continually examine and recommit to who we’re called to 

be as a Christian community. 

In creating a covenant with Noah, God leaves a sign in the form of a rainbow in the sky.  This 

rainbow is a sign of hope, of love, of the journey ahead.  Yet, Noah could only see it if he looked 

up. 

Let us look up so the children in our midst are not afraid to wear their light up sneakers because 

they’ll give their location away during a school lock-down.  Let us look up so that the children in 

our churches can continue to read the story of Noah and the animals with hope and innocence 

instead of fear.  Let us look up so that we can witness God’s presence around us and live into our 

covenant with God through love and compassion.  Amen.


