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In the name of Jesus, the light shining in the darkness. Amen. 

As some of you know, I am an Enneagram Type Four. For those who are not 

familiar with the Enneagram, when we are at our worst experts say that Type Fours 

have “problems with melancholy.” And by “problems with melancholy” they mean 

that we can go through long, bleak spells, luxuriating in pity. When my “problems 

with melancholy” set in, I bathe in all of the angst, despair, and tragic beauty of 

existence: weeping through Tchaikovsky’s fifth symphony on repeat, drinking all 

the wine, reading the Book of Ecclesiastes or the saddest poems by Gerard Manley 

Hopkins, re-watching The English Patient or The Remains of the Day, eating all 

the cheese and all the chocolate, and just being utterly miserable. Enneagram Type 

Fours do indeed have “problems with melancholy,” and that’s why the daily 

discipline of caring for my mind, body, and spirit is essential to living a healthy, 

integrated life.  

But, humor aside, during the last two weeks, books seem less inspiring; 

walks, even in gorgeous weather, seem less invigorating; and silent prayer seems 

less illuminating. Life has been particularly painful in the last two weeks. People 

are hurting. And while I thankfully didn’t disintegrate into my typical “problems 
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with melancholy,” I did notice a hint of real heartache in almost every person I 

encountered. This made me wonder if, as a community, as a state, as a country, are 

we experiencing some sort of depressive disorder collectively? Mayo Clinic’s 

webpage on Depression lists symptoms that I’ve witnessed all week: feelings of 

sadness, tearfulness, emptiness or hopelessness; angry outbursts, irritability or 

frustration, even over small matters; loss of interest or pleasure in normal 

activities; sleep disturbances, including insomnia or sleeping too much; tiredness 

and lack of energy; reduced appetite and weight loss or increased cravings for food 

and weight gain; anxiety, agitation or restlessness; slowed thinking, speaking or 

body movements; feelings of worthlessness or guilt, fixating on past failures or 

self-blame; and trouble thinking, concentrating, making decisions and 

remembering things.  1

Over the last two years innocent human beings have been killed in mass 

shootings almost every month.  I think we are in various stages of collective grief – 2

some are in denial; others are angry; some are bargaining; others are depressed; 

and some have accepted the fact that the slaughter of innocent human lives in mass 

shootings every month is our new normal. In her famous work on The Banality of 

1 https://www.mayoclinic.org/diseases-conditions/depression/symptoms-causes/syc-20356007  
 
2 https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/List_of_mass_shootings_in_the_United_States 
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Evil,  German-Jewish philosopher Hannah Arendt laid bare the fact that Adolf 3

Eichmann, one of the major organizers of the Holocaust, did not think of himself as 

a “villain.” Eichmann and most Nazis simply ceased to think for themselves and 

never realized that what they were doing was evil. In their sheer thoughtlessness 

they believed they were living good lives because they dutifully obeyed orders 

with extraordinary diligence. They ceased to thoughtfully reflect on how the laws 

and orders they so dutifully obeyed resulted in normalizing the extermination of 

millions of innocent human beings. Arendt observed that,  

The trouble with Eichmann was precisely that so many were like him, 
and that the many were neither perverted nor sadistic, that they were, 
and still are, terribly and terrifyingly normal… this normality was 
much more terrifying than all the atrocities put together, for it 
implied… that this new type of criminal… commits his crimes under 
circumstances that make it well-nigh impossible for him to know or to 
feel he is doing wrong.   4

Mass killings almost every month have become normal, banal, even half-expected. 

We’ve ceased to know how to think about why mass shootings are normal. And we 

are all heartbroken by this reality. In the immortal words of William Butler Yeats, 

Turning and turning in the widening gyre    
The falcon cannot hear the falconer; 
Things fall apart; the centre cannot hold; 
Mere anarchy is loosed upon the world, 

3 Hannah Arendt, Eichmann in Jerusalem: A Report On the Banality of Evil (New York, N.Y.: Penguin Books, 2006). 
 
4 Arendt, 276. 
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The blood-dimmed tide is loosed, and everywhere    
The ceremony of innocence is drowned; 
The best lack all conviction, while the worst    
Are full of passionate intensity.  5

 

How do we as followers of Jesus respond to this “blood-dimmed tide” and gross 

darkness within which we are drowning? If, in Hannah Arendt’s words the banality 

of evil is the result of the failure to think rightly, then we must begin by doing what 

we prayed for in this morning’s Collect: “Grant to us, Lord, we pray, the spirit 

to think and do always those things that are right.” When we are struggling 

with depression, having the energy to think or do anything rightly can be difficult 

to muster. But in practicing prayer, Fr. Martin Laird, observes that,  

A profound inner awakening can emerge even in the midst of 
depression. This awakening does not necessarily mean that depression 
goes away. Depression is still a wounding of sorts that leaves us exposed 
to the jagged edges of the mind. Yet out of the wound a flower blossoms 
– the flower of awareness.   6

 
Of this flower of awareness, Fr. Laird says,  
 

That small opening of awareness provides just enough light to 
illuminate the road, even if it is only a question of several yards, 
allowing us to keep moving forward without knowing what lies just 
ahead. As we drive along the road, no matter its twists and turns, the 
headlights light up just as much road as necessary, constantly revealing 
new patches of the road ahead.  7

 

5 https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/43290/the-second-coming  
6 M S. Laird, An Ocean of Light: Contemplation, Transformation, and Liberation (New York, NY, United States of 
America: Oxford University Press, 2019), 191. 
 
7 Ibid., 193. 
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The Holy Scriptures appointed for today speak of this little light that shines 

in the darkness of despair. “Do not be afraid, Abram, I am your shield” are the 

words God speaks to the heart of a man desperate for his people to survive. As God 

brings Abram outside into the dark night and God says to him, “Look toward 

heaven and count the stars, if you are able to count them… so shall your 

descendants be” (Genesis 15:1-5). And in today’s Gospel, whose original 

audience also faced the horrific bloodshed at the hands of tyrants, we hear Jesus 

saying, “Do not be afraid, little flock, for it is your Father’s good pleasure to 

give you the kingdom” (Luke 12:32). To prepare his followers to resist the gross 

darkness and colossal evil of Roman oppression, Jesus exhorts them and us: “Be 

dressed for action and have your lamps lit; be like those who are waiting for 

their master to return from the wedding banquet, so that they may open the 

door for him as soon as he comes and knocks” (Luke 12:35-36).  

We must have our lamps lit. The reason why that old gospel song, “This 

Little Light of Mine” became the Civil Rights anthem in the 1950s and 1960s was 

because women like Zilphia Horton, Fannie Lou Hamer, and Odetta had faith that 

the power of those words and that music would kindle in all people “the spirit to 

think and do always those things that are right.” Civil Rights activists sang “This 

Little Light of Mine” faithfully and incessantly because in the midst of hundreds of 
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lynchings they believed in what in today’s Epistle proclaims: “faith is the 

assurance of things hoped for, the conviction of things not seen” (Hebrews 

11:1). In our collective state of depression, we too must have our lamps lit, just as 

our faith ancestors did, because, as Fr. Martin Laird writes, 

Even as it resists treatment, depression can give birth to many beautiful 
children: deep insight into oneself as well as other people; profound 
compassion for all, especially the suffering; the ability to see straight 
through this uninvited guest who has moved in long enough to claim 
squatter’s rights. Just like any affliction, depression can become a place 
of intercession and solidarity with others. We become a bridge for those 
who have no bridge.  8

 
Compassion. Intercession. Solidarity with the suffering. This is the light of Christ 

which warms, soothes, comforts, and heals the brokenhearted. This little light of 

Christ is the unfailing treasure which lights the lamps of our hearts, so that all 

through the night, and everywhere we go, we can let the light of Christ shine by 

thinking and doing what is right: practicing compassion for all people, especially 

the suffering; interceding for and standing in solidarity with the afflicted. 

Lest we be tempted into “problems with melancholy,” hear the words Toni 

Morrison, whose death this past week shattered countless hearts and has left mine 

completely broken: 

There is no time for despair, no place for self-pity, no need for silence, 
no room for fear. We speak, we write, we do language. That is how 

8 M S. Laird, 191-192. 
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civilizations heal.  
 
I know the world is bruised and bleeding, and though it is important not 
to ignore its pain, it is also critical to refuse to succumb to its 
malevolence. Like failure, chaos contains information that can lead to 
knowledge—even wisdom. Like art.  9

The world is growing dark. People are ceasing to think rightly for themselves. 

Mass shootings of innocent human beings almost every month are becoming 

normal. We must resist this banality of evil. There is no time for despair. “Have 

your lamps lit” with the light of Christ: God’s Word Incarnate, because [Christ’s] 

light shines in the darkness, and the darkness did not overcome it (John 1:5). 

Amen. 

9 https://www.thenation.com/article/no-place-self-pity-no-room-fear/  
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