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 Of the many bad news stories in recent weeks, the one that has touched me the 

most is the Ebola outbreak in West African countries of Guinea, Liberia, and Sierre 

Leone.  Maybe that’s because I once lived in West Africa, and have a sense of how 

inadequate and rudimentary the health systems there can be, despite many capable 

doctors and nurses.  To date the disease has killed over 3,400 people, with thousands 

more infected.  The US Center for Disease Control warns that, unless the outbreak is 

contained, there could be 1.4 million cases by mid-January.  Particularly striking have 

been the television images of health care workers covered head to toe in heavy caps, 

masks, goggles, gowns, thick rubber gloves and boots, looking like astronauts inside their 

space capsule.  Reporting from Monrovia, Liberia, the epicenter of the epidemic, CBC 

news noted that before they enter the “red zone”--the clinic where infected patients lie-- 

some of these workers stop to offer a prayer for God’s protection.   

 Our scripture reading from Lamentations seems hardly fitting as a text for a 

communion service.  It’s not very festive and joyful.  In fact, it could have been written in 

Monrovia or other shattered cities in other places that have been in the news lately, like 

Syria, Gaza and Iraq. The city being mourned in Lamentations is Jerusalem, the city of 

David, the city of God.  Our writer is grieving because the unthinkable has happened.  

Jerusalem—believed to be impregnable because it was God's holy city--has become a 

heap of rubble, falling to the maurading Babylonian army.  How could it happen that this 

city, Zion, God's dwelling place, now lies in ruins, its bustling markets empty, its worship 



silenced, its people enslaved or killed not by Ebola but.by the terrorists of Babylon?  How 

could the light of God's holy city have gone out? 

 One thing to note about our mournful reading from Lamentations.  The writer is 

honest.  He speaks what he feels.  He does not hesitate to give voice to his puzzlement 

and doubt.  For him, faith in God is not a tranquilizer that desensitizes one to pain and 

loss, it’s not an insurance policy against grief and death.  No, our writer well knows, and 

confesses, that tragedies happen, and that God is sometimes achingly, maddeningly 

silent, and that, along with the blue skies and cheery sunlight, there is much shadow and 

darkness in God's world.   

 And yet, as our writer surveys the ruins of his beloved city, he does not renounce 

his faith, but somehow finds new hope.  “The thought of my affliction and my 

homelessness is wormwood and gall," he laments.  "But this I call to mind, and therefore 

I have hope:  The steadfast love of the Lord never ceases, his mercies never come to an 

end...therefore I will hope in him."  That’s an amazing thing to say, under the 

circumstances.  Our writer chooses to believe that light will yet shine over the 

ground-zero rubble of God's ravaged city, that God’s salvation in time will appear, that 

God’s steadfast love is available even in midst tragedy, and one day will overcome the 

massive darkness and pain and death.  In our writer’s defiant decision to trust in God’s 

goodness and love just when the bad news around him cries out that there is no God, we 

could say that he "takes back the night." 

 Women who have suffered violence know something about “taking back the night.”  

For several decades, women across the world, once a year, often in September, have 

literally taken to the streets, at night, with candles, in marches and vigils that go under the 



name, “Take back the night.”  They did that in several Canadian cities last month.   

They marched to protest the violence that permeates the lives of women worldwide, and 

to reclaim the right to walk the streets without fear, especially at night..   

 When the writer of Lamentations, amidst the desolation around him, stands up to 

declare his trust in God’s steadfast love, he also “takes back the night.”  He refuses to 

believe that the darkness is permanent and that the bad news is that last word.  Rather, 

he affirms that God does exist, and that God remains committed to the world ‘s good.  

His defiant statement of faith, when faith seems foolish, foreshadows the writer of the 

gospel writer John, who declares that in Jesus, "the light shines in the darkness, and the 

darkness did not overcome it."   

 The Christian faith is about good news—positive news, for a change, news that 

something good is going on in the world, even though we might miss it when we are 

surrounded by so much bad news.  The heart of that good news is that in Jesus, God has 

acted to take back the night.  And even though deep darkness still endures, be it in Ebola 

epidemics, or terrorist attacks, or violence against women (and men); be it when our 

relationships fall apart, or fatal illnesses steal our life, or depression seeps our energy and 

deadens our spirit, there is still good news.  The good news is that we are not alone, 

because in Jesus, God has come to be with us, and to share our pain, and to offer us 

hope that one day God, once and for all, will take back the night in a healed and 

reconciled world. 

 One of those brave Liberian health care workers talked about why she risks death 

every day to care for those Ebola patients:  “I have to find some way to connect with the 

kids being treated.” she said. “I have to be with them.”  That worker is taking back a little 



bit of the night.  CBC news also told the story of a young woman from North America, 

who is also working with those Ebola patients.  She takes care of children who have 

become orphans because both their parents have died.  She can’t solve all those kids’ 

problems; they’ll still have to go to an orphanage.  But for a little while she can be with 

them, comfort them, let them know that someone cares, offer them a bit of courage and 

hope to face their future.  She is taking back a little bit of the night.  Many of you do that, 

too, when you are simply with people, who are needy, who suffer, who need a listening 

ear or a helping hand, you are also taking back a little bit of the night. 

 One of the many meanings of the bread and cup of communion is that God, in 

Jesus, has come into our broken world, to take back that world to himself.  Jesus, 

though, did not come clad in massive protective clothing like those Ebola health care 

workers wear.  He came naked, completely vulnerable, without defenses, to be with us, 

to pitch his tent in our world and share all that we experience and suffer.  The bread and 

cup of communion are the signs that Jesus gave to remember him by.   

 And when we choose to receive the bread and cup, we also, like the writer of 

Lamentations, are making a defiant statement of faith.  We are declaring that, in spite of 

the bad news, we believe that God is here, among us, to strengthen us, and to invite us to 

hope.  When we come forward to receive this bread and cup, we also are taking back the 

night. 

  

  

 


