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Although Christ is risen, it seems like we are still waiting. 
This realization struck me yesterday morning. We are still waiting to see if coronavirus is going 

to arrive in Dawes County as we see it creeping into surrounding counties. We are waiting to return to 
church, to school, to sporting events, and to celebrations of birthdays and weddings. We are waiting to 
say a formal goodbye to our deceased loved ones. We are waiting to be reunited with those we have 
not seen for many days or weeks. We are waiting.  
 Indeed, Christ has risen, but how do I convey that in the midst of my isolation? How do I claim 
this first week of the Easter season as a joyous time? How do I live into the great joy I should feel at the 
good news of Jesus’ resurrection in a time of physical distancing and emotional/spiritual isolation?  

I have decided it must be with patience. Let us consider the story of Noah and the flood. Noah 
and his family were in isolation while they were aboard the ark. In fact, they probably had been in social 
isolation long before the rain began because it is likely most people did not want to be around this goofy 
guy who thought he heard God say, “Noah, build an ark and gather on it representatives of all the 
creations on the earth” when there was no hint of a gathering storm. The people in the area certainly 
thought he was as nutty as a fruitcake. Further, it was probably good that Noah’s sons were already 
married at this time because no self-respecting family would have wanted their daughters to marry into 
that family. Nevertheless, Noah persisted in building the ark. Board by board and cut by cut, he built.  

Then the rain came, and came, and came. Noah, per God’s instructions and with profound 
patience, imagine trying to herd the cats on board, loaded the ark with creatures of all kinds and his 
family and shut the doors behind them. For forty days, the rain came. The creatures and the family 
were shut in the bowels of the ark for forty days. We may be complaining about being shut in our 
houses, with only the television and our smart devices for company but at least we are not shut inside a 
boat on a rising sea with a plethora of smelly, noisy animals. 

Now, we tend to think about those on board being isolated from the outside world for forty days 
but that is not true. It rained for forty days but that does not mean those inside could come out of the 
ark. We are told that “At the end of forty days Noah opened the window of the ark that he had made 
and sent out the raven; and it went to and fro until the waters were dried up from the earth (Gen. 8:6-7).  

We do not know how long the raven went to and fro. We are not told that. Neither do we know 
how long it was after the raven had been set loose before Noah then “…sent out the dove from him, to 
see if the waters had subsided from the face of the ground; but the dove found no place to set its foot, 
and it returned to him to the ark, for the waters were still on the face of the whole earth.” (Gen. 8:8-9). 

However, after that dove had returned, Noah “waited another seven days, and again he sent out 
the dove from the ark; and the dove came back to him in the evening, and there in its beak was a 
freshly plucked olive leaf; so Noah knew that the waters had subsided from the earth (Gen. 8:10-11). 
Still they did not venture outside the ark for Noah “…waited another seven days, and sent out the dove; 
and it did not return to him any more” (Gen. 8:12). Only then did Noah and his family disembark. 

So, if we only count the days of which we are told, forty plus seven plus seven, Noah and his 
family were in social isolation on the ark with stinky, noisy animals and with each other with all their 
shortcomings, and a pile of dung for at least fifty-seven days, nearly two full months. This makes our 
current situation seem downright pleasant, I think.  

How did Noah and family survive? With patience and with faith. Let us pray for the same:  
 

O Master, let me walk with thee in lowly paths of service free; tell me thy secret; help me 
bear the strain of toil, the fret of care. 

Help me the slow of heart to move by some clear, winning word of love; teach me 
the wayward feet to stay, and guide them in the homeward way. 

Teach me thy patience; still with thee in closer, dearer company, in work 
that keeps faith sweet and strong, in trust that triumphs over wrong; 



In hope that sends a shining ray far down the future's broadening 
way, in peace that only thou canst give, with thee, O Master, let 
me live. 

(“O Master, Let Me Walk with Thee.” Words written by 
Washington Gladden, 1879. From The United Methodist 
Hymnal, #430. Copyright © 1989 The United Methodist 
Publishing House.) 
 

Take heart, be well, and rest in God’s grace, my friends. 
 
Pastor Bonnie 


