
Reflection on 28 June 2020 
David Fotheringham, 

High Street Uniting Church Frankston 
 
Bible readings (read these first):   Psalm 13 

Ecclesiastes 3:1-8 
 

Prayer:     Lord, give light to our eyes 
that we may see your steadfast love 
and rejoice in you. Amen. 

 
Psalm 13 is a heart cry to God. 

“How long, O Lord? Will you forget me forever? 
How long will you hide your face from me?..” 

This is a deep cry. If you think about the cries of the school teachers as we’ve been clawing 
our way to the end of term 2, many of them have been crying “how long…?”… well, deep as 
those cries have been, Psalmist’s cry goes further than most. The Biblical experience 
includes this heart cry of the soul, bearing sorrow all day long. How long, O Lord, how long? 
 
The first stanza is all about the question, “how long”; the second stanza asks for God to give 
light to my eyes. Eventually, the third stanza comes, in which the Psalmist lays out their 
trust – they will rejoice, they will sing. That promise, that hope is there - it can’t be rushed 
to, but it is there. Even winter gives way, in time, to spring. 
 
This Psalm, set for today, brought to mind for me the reading from Ecclesiastes. “For 
everything there is a season, a time for every matter under heaven.” Given the season that 
we are all experiencing of this global pandemic, it seems like a pretty apt reading. This is a 
season for particular care, for social distancing - in the words of Ecclesiastes, a time to 
refrain from embracing. We may wonder how long this will last; but the seasons will 
change, in time, even if a new season looks a little different. 
 
The different seasons that come and go in life came up for me, this week, when I spent a bit 
of time with a group of people on a spiritual formation course. As part of our time together, 
over zoom, we considered what kind of season we each identified with the most in our lives 
at the moment. Picking up some themes from Parker Palmer’s book, “Let your life speak”, 
we can talk about the season like this: 
 
We can start with autumn, which is one of the most beautiful seasons, coming just after the 
exuberance - and the heat – of summer. It’s a season for relaxing a bit, and can mean a time 
of letting go; letting some of the leaves and the colours drop, and allowing for the days to 
get a bit shorter. While it’s a time of letting go, it is also a time of quietly sowing seeds. It’s a 
time when God plants seeds in us, and when God invites us to sow well in others. 
 
Winter is a time when it might look like there’s nothing happening – the branches on the 
tree are bare, but the life is actually still there; instead of seeing the leaves that come and 



go, you see the structure of the trees, staying strong. The life is still there, though in a way, 
it has gone underground, to renew and make ready for other seasons ahead. I know that 
some people really like winter – for some it’s a favourite season, perhaps especially when 
there are bright cold days, or opportunities to just snuggle into a warm spot. There is time, 
in winter, to not be bombarded quite as much with so many inputs; there’s more time to 
reflect. In many respects, for the church, this is a kind if winter time –  a time of not being 
able to venture out too much, although the life is still there, preparing, and deepening. 
  
Spring is a season that comes tentatively at first, but it gradually starts to build, first with a 
few careful green shoots, and gradually more until there is a whole lot of new growth, and 
even colour, going on. It’s a time of newness, where new possibilities are explored as the 
tendrils of life reach out. In some ways we could perhaps characterise this time, in the 
church, as already being spring -  since we are discovering that there is life even in our 
gatherings over the phones and zoom. Because there is the unexpected pleasure of new 
connections here –  friends joining in worship, reflection and prayer together from different 
places - people who are connected with us now who would not be able to be if we were still 
stuck in a church building. The early disciples were forced out of Jerusalem (and later, 
Rome) and suddenly new connections were possible; God is at work even here, bringing 
new life, new growth, new shoots. There’s much for us to ponder in how we nurture the 
new life being revealed. 
 
Summer is my personal favourite season. As a congregation this could be winter, or it could, 
in fact, be spring; but some individuals may personally feel like they are in a time of 
summer. Summer is a season of warmth and abundance, a time when the seeds which 
were sown way back, even in autumn times,  … when those seeds and plants bear fruit. Of 
course, as we know well in Australia, there can be too much warmth, too much overgrowth, 
with the possibilities of fire or drought – there’s a need for autumn to settle things 
sometimes - but generally summer a time of fruit and light and life. 
 
Churches and congregations go through all of these seasons at different times; and so do 
we as individuals. And that can be over shorter cycles or longer – I’m sure there are plenty 
of school teachers and students who are going to take these holidays to let go of some 
stress, to retreat, and to look for some new shoots of life before the next term begins. 
 
In this season, however you might name or experience it, there is still plenty to appreciate. 
Even if this feels like winter, God is at work. And as we continue to be restricted in our 
gatherings, however much we grieve the limits of those connections – there are still shoots 
of life to celebrate in what we can and do share together.  
 
The seasons will change over time. We may grieve with Psalm 13, and cry out, “how long?” 
With that Psalm, may we also come to the place where we can say,  

“But I trusted in your steadfast love; 
 my heart shall rejoice in your salvation. 
 I will sing to the LORD, 
 because he has dealt bountifully with me.” 



 
To the glory of God. 
Amen. 
 


