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JOY COMES IN THE MORNING 
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Annabelle Timsit begins her column in this weekend’s edition of Quartz by 
saying, “Depending on where in the world you are, you’ve probably been stuck at home 
for three weeks. You might have been laid off. Maybe you still have a job, but are 
juggling it against caring for children or elderly relatives. Or maybe you, or someone you 
know, has Covid-19. In short, everyone has a lot to worry about right now.” She goes on 
to describe the anti-democratic political power-grabs that are happening in various 
parts of the world, including in the US. Then she adds, “There is a very real concern that 
we’re too overwhelmed to do anything about it.” 

When we began sheltering in place three weeks ago, my sense is that most of us — 
myself included — had a somewhat naïve view of what sheltering in place would be like. 
Yes, we would work, or study, or do whatever we usually do as best we could from home, 
while the tide of the coronavirus first flowed and then ebbed. In the meantime, we 
would maybe focus on that nagging list of things that we never got around to doing, 
whether cleaning out the closet, sorting digital photos, or emptying our email inboxes. 
Then we would go back to our regularly-scheduled lives. 

That’s not what’s happening. Beyond the necessities of food, family, and work, 
most of us aren’t getting much of anything done. Taylor Lorenz acknowledges this 
reality in her recent New York Times article, “Stop Trying to Be Productive.” She says, 
“In the midst of a global pandemic that has upended nearly every facet of modern life, 
people are finding it harder and harder to get things done.”  

We’re stunned into sheer disbelief by what’s happening. We’re distressed by the 
number of people we know and love who are literally fighting for their lives. We’re 
appalled by the risks being confronted by frontline healthcare workers. We’re worried 
about the catastrophe that has beset our economy and its inevitable impact upon our 
own ways of life. Lorenz quotes a consultant from Georgia, who says, “For a lot of 
Americans, everyone’s job is at stake right now, whether you thought you were upper 
middle class, middle or working class. Everyone’s livelihood is at stake.”  

Everyone has a lot to worry about right now. Given the scope of this cataclysm, 
many of us increasingly find ourselves too overwhelmed to do anything other than make 
it from one day to the next. 

This is not the first time in human history that human beings have faced the 
cataclysmic devastation of their lives and ways of life. Sometimes these cataclysms have 
been brought by the forces of nature, while at other times they been visited by human 
nature — by the malice of men aforethought. 
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Today is the beginning of what is known to Christians as Holy Week — the seven 
days from Palm Sunday, which is today, to Easter, which comes next Sunday. During 
this week, Christians around the world commemorate the final days in the life of Jesus 
of Nazareth. As the Palm Sunday story is told in the Christian New Testament, Jesus 
rode into Jerusalem on a donkey. The people of Palestine gathered along the streets, 
waving palm branches to welcome this itinerant Jewish prophet as their conquering 
king, or so they hoped. Weary from years of oppressive rule by the Romans, the Jewish 
people hoped Jesus could help oust Caesar’s henchmen from Palestine.  

Five days later, Jesus was dead. Every time the Jews rose up in revolt, the 
Romans punished the perpetrators, usually by crucifixion. During the Roman 
crackdown about the time Jesus was born, about 2,000 Jews were crucified. By the year 
70, more than 10,000 crosses ringed the hills around Jerusalem, most of them in 
regular use. The death toll of Jews during the Roman occupation exceeded one million. 

The truth of the matter is that we too are under siege — not by an occupying army 
of brutal mercenaries, but by an invading army of invisible viruses. It’s too early to know 
what the death toll will eventually be, but we may end up considering ourselves 
fortunate if it’s globally only one million. We hope against hope that the virus will not 
find us, even as the Jews in Jesus’ day hoped the Roman legions wouldn’t hunt them 
down. Yet we know the virus will find some of us. New Yorkers are currently dying at the 
rate of four airliner crashes a day. 

Even so, like the Jews under siege in Palestine, we continue to believe that we can 
be saved — that we will be saved. Our experience in crises past has taught us that the 
human spirit is indomitable. We know that human courage and creativity will find a way 
to vanquish this foe. We have faith that compassion for those who are suffering will 
ultimately overcome the tendency to live narrowly and self-servingly. In our hearts, we 
believe that this dark night of weeping will eventually yield to the light of an Easter 
dawn — a rebirth of joy. 

David Von Drehle, national affairs columnist for the Washington Post, begins his 
latest op-ed by quoting from the book of Psalms in the Hebrew Bible. The psalmist 
writes, “Weeping may tarry for the night, but joy comes with the morning.” Drehle 
describes his own suffering from the coronavirus, his worry about his wife, who has 
underlying health concerns of her own, and his children. He talks about how helpless he 
has felt and how he has been forced to rely on the generosity of others. 

Drehle goes on to say that this pandemic has illustrated the larger life force of 
which all of us are part. He says, “The gift of this unpleasant infection has forced me to 
go past self-pity and weeping to a humbler understanding of myself and my place in a 
community. My weakness is my community’s strength. The less I am good for, the more 
magnificent my family and friends become… Some of us are chosen to suffer, some to 
console; some to isolate, others to plunge into the fray; some to give, some to receive; 
some to be broken, others to be healers.” 
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He concludes, “Weeping may tarry for the night. But joy comes in the morning. 
Joy comes with the breaking of fevers and easing of fears. Joy comes with the battles 
bravely won or bravely lost. With the sacrifice of self to the service of others, joy comes. 
We won’t be the same country that awakens from this illness, but I believe we can be a 
stronger country, with a greater appreciation for the parts we each play in the only 
community we’ve got.” 

We are all in this together. Weeping will indeed tarry for this dark night of our 
collective human soul, but the morning will eventually come, along with the joy that 
accompanies our experience of having been tested and found resilient. We may 
individually find ourselves weak, but together we can remain strong. 

When your spirit falters, remember that you are part of the great family of All 
Souls. Remember that we love you. Remember that I love you. Together, we will make it 
through. 
 
 


