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a time to tear and a time to mend, 

    a time to be silent and a time to speak, 

 a time to love and a time to hate, 
    a time for war and a time for peace. Ecclesiastes 3 

 
 

I have recently written about the unrest in our streets and in the hearts of Americans. This 
unrest is not absent from my heart either. I feel connected to all those feelings on the streets of 
our cities. I feel the anger of unrequited justice in the African American community, I feel the 
sadness of those connected with communities of poverty; and in a strange way I feel a 
connection with those that are exploiting this opportunity to steal from their brothers and 
sisters. But while I feel these things, some of these things I feel I do not understand. These are 
the mysteries that keep me up at night, hoping that I will find some key to unlock the hearts 
and minds of those on the streets that decide to bring harm to their communities, instead of 
resolution.  
 
Riots and protests are unpredictable events that can turn on one shout or one bottle thrown at 
another person. It is tense and rarely fluid. Most of us are looking for resolution to the problems 
being spoken about, which demands a steady understanding of the goals to be accomplished. 
But for me, at this moment, I wish for peace---peace of mind. Ecclesiastes is clear-headed 
about these matters; beginning with the understanding that everything has its time. The 
Preacher’s goal is to help us rest in the knowledge that certain things have their time and then 
will be done. This time is “tearing” and “war”, but I am looking for a time of peace and silence. 
Not to run away but to stand back in solitude to be able to draw a clearer picture of all that is 
happening. Like all of us, I need a time to heal. 
 
Healing takes on so many different personalities. For some healing is a surge of power that 
flows through our body, providing a sense of confidence and wellness. For others it is the help 
that comes in the middle of a tragedy, allowing the fear of powerlessness to subside within the 
embrace of another. For me, healing is solitude. It is not emptiness. Solitude is never empty, 
but filled with the soothing Words of God that fills my space with a hopeful dream of tomorrow. 
But in order to find this space I must, like all of us, stop. I must stop the endless tasks that fill 
my day, the constant flow of responsibility that compels me to expend my energy for the good. 
I must also stop the endless flow of images from my television providing me with a flood of 
emotions that I cannot understand. But even though I cannot understand, in totality, what 
moves many ugly events, I feel compelled to do something. But I don’t know what that is. All I 
know is I must find that space that exists in the solitude of God’s Word.  
 
The question of how to help in a time of tearing down can only be answered in solitude. We 
must stop to move forward. We must find love to avoid hate, and we must pray to find the 
answer to “what can I do in this sad time?” Unfortunately, Covid-19 does not provide us the 
means to stop, we are still busy. Being at home is not the means to solitude. It is stepping, 
intentionally, into a space filled with God’s Word and love. 


