
“Life’s Fever” 

September 6, 2020 

 

Psalm 90:1-6, 16-17 

 

 I was in South Boston this past Tuesday.  Which turned out to be problematic for 

a few reasons.  First, I was still on vacation.  And while I love the city of Boston, there is 

a dramatic difference between reading a book on the shores of a quiet pond in New 

Hampshire and trying to read a GPS that loses satellite reception in the middle of rush 

hour in the Sumner Tunnel and starts rapid firing directions that are inherently 

contradictory.   

 

 Second, I was the one stuck driving the twelve foot moving truck.  Which I don’t 

blame Kristin for…I don’t think her legs were long enough to reach the accelerator or the 

brakes.  Josh, on the other hand.  My only, beloved son.  Who convinced me to drive this 

truck full of his household stuff from Vermont because he wasn’t confident driving 

through the Boston streets.  (As if I somehow drive big trucks routinely myself.)  And 

then proceeded to speed past me in his little orange Subaru on the way to his new 

apartment, leaving me to fend for myself in a part of the city that is largely unfamiliar.    

 

 Third, aside from the truck, everything about last Tuesday was smaller than it was 

supposed to be.  The street where Josh now resides is one way with one lane wide enough 

for one car to fit comfortably.  It was clearly not designed to accommodate commercial 

vehicles.  And the parking spaces that open up along the street on rare occasion are big 

enough for a car if you are really good at parallel parking.  If you happen to be driving a 

truck and you want to park close to the sidewalk, you start praying the moment you put 

the truck into reverse.   

 

 Not to mention Josh’s apartment that looked fairly spacious in the photos he saw 

ahead of time.  Yet as we entered the small, galley kitchen, we weren’t aware of the fact 

that we passed through the living room on the way. Josh and I managed to stuff his queen 

size mattress up the narrow staircase, sort of like the Grinch stuffing full bags of toys 

back up the chimney as he went from house to house in Whoville. How come my kids 

never wind up living on the first floor of any building?     

 

On the other hand, when it came to the queen-size platform upon which Josh’s 

mattress rests.  There would be no stuffing.  No bending. No jamming or squeezing. No 

matter how many times Josh and I tried, in various directions from different angles, and 

no matter how much energy and will power we exerted on the task, we missed fitting that 

bed platform up the stairs by about an inch and a half worth of clearance.  Meaning the 

bed platform ultimately went back into the twelve foot truck from which it came and it 

now sits in the basement of my mother’s house in Beverly, Massachusetts.  Unused, 

much to Josh’s chagrin.  And unsightly, much to my mother’s chagrin…   

 



Now I don’t want to mislead you into thinking my vacation was all hard work.  

Nevertheless, in the wake of this past Tuesday I, too, will appreciate the rest promised in 

tomorrow’s Labor Day…  

 

There is a short prayer that I often pray at a committal service in a cemetery, prior 

to the time a casket or an urn is lowered into the ground.  It’s a prayer that comes out of 

the United Church of Christ prayer book and it uses language that I don’t use in my 

everyday vocabulary.  Perhaps the language in the prayer is dated.  Or maybe it’s just 

unusual.  In either case, I like the words in the prayer because they strike me as poetic 

and provocative.  Also, a bit mysterious.  

 

The prayer goes like this: “Merciful God, support us all the day long of this life 

full of trouble.  Until the shadows lengthen and the evening comes, and the busy world is 

hushed, and the fever of life is over, and our work is done.  Then of your tender mercy, 

grant us a safe lodging and a holy rest, through Jesus Christ our Redeemer.  Amen.” 

 

“And the fever of life is over…”  I’m particularly struck by that phrase in the 

prayer.  During this time of pandemic, going all the way back to the early part of 2020, 

how many conversations have you had where you talked or heard about fever?   

 

We’re all going out of our way to avoid getting a fever, knowing that a high fever 

is one of the telltale signs of COVID-19.  We’re taking our temperatures, some of us 

regularly, on our way to work and school.  We’re monitoring our health on websites, 

paying special attention to whether we think we have a fever or not.  We have high tech 

gadgets, like infrared thermometers, that have become fairly widespread during this 

pandemic, to quickly and accurately measure our fever.                 

 

Many people who have survived COVID-19 talk about the fever that persists over 

the course of their illness.  And the majority of us who have not been infected with the 

virus are wearing masks and staying away from groups of people and keeping the vitamin 

industry afloat.   

 

In truth, however, I don’t think physical fever is the kind of fever that the writer 

of the prayer I just read refers to.  Instead, the writer of the prayer is talking about the less 

common definition of fever.  “Fever” as in what the dictionary refers to as “a state of 

heightened or intense emotion or activity.”  For example, life moving too fast or life 

filled with too much anxiety might be referred to as life lived at a “fever pitch.”      

 

Whether we have had COVID-19 ourselves or we know of someone who has 

survived COVID-19 or died as a result of COVID-19, the truth is that most of us have 

lived through this pandemic with a fever.  Not a bodily fever, but the kind of fever where 

we have been anxious or fearful or stressed or just plain uneasy.   

 

Two days from now will be another prime example.  I can only imagine what it 

will be like for students in South Windsor going back to school for the first time in six 

months on Tuesday and for their parents who have had to make difficult, sometimes 



agonizing choices about what schooling option feels the safest and most beneficial for 

their children.   

 

Not to mention teachers and staff and administrators across this town who have 

spent the summer making multiple plans for how to navigate this fall, cognizant of the 

fact that each plan needs to be flexible and adaptable enough to respond to crises, both 

personal and communal.  How do we keep adults and youth and children healthy as the 

bottom line, even when there continue to be variables connected with the spread of this 

virus…? 

 

Making everyday choices about where to go and who we can interact with and 

when this will end and what the long terms effects of this pandemic may mean for our 

mental health and our economy and our elections and our familiar routines.  How many 

of us have pondered these things carefully, hoping and praying for the best while some 

part inside us dreads the worst?   

 

As of today, more than six million Americans and twenty-seven million people 

around our world have been infected with COVID-19.  Could we even begin to guess, 

however, at the vast millions of people in this country and beyond who have felt the 

emotional fever of these past months? 

 

Yes, you and I long for the day when the fever of life is indeed over.  Not just an 

end to this pandemic, but an end to the fever which accompanies it.  In the meantime, the 

committal prayer I shared earlier is worth remembering.  Not because any of are 

anticipating dying and being buried in the ground.  Rather, because it’s a prayer that 

resonates during this time when you and I are very much alive.  A prayer where we ask 

God to bring an end to our feverishness.  A prayer where we ask for God’s support until 

the work…the frenzied, stressful, busy, hard work of life these days…is finally over.  

And a prayer where God grants us the holy rest we need to carry on fully with our days. 

 

I invite you then to hold onto the committal prayer as you go through your Labor 

Day tomorrow.  And pray the words for yourself, in your own language, knowing that 

Labor Day is a day designed for us to avoid fever and find a measure, a moment, a brief 

window for rest.   

 

“Merciful God, support me all through these days full of fear and anxiety and 

trouble.  Be with me and those I love until the shadows lengthen and the evening comes 

and the busy world is hushed and this pandemic is over and I can set my worry and fear 

aside.  Hold me in your care until the fever I feel has passed and the labor of these 

months is done.  Then with your love and your tender mercy, grant me a quiet heart and a 

safe lodging and a holy rest and a sense of your grace-filled peace…   

 

Finally, feel free to add a “PS” to your Labor Day prayer tomorrow, including 

whatever is specifically on your heart and mind this week.  Here’s my Labor Day “PS” in 

case you are interested.  “Dear God, please don’t make me move anybody I know into a 

new dorm or apartment anytime soon…”  Amen.   



 

     

 


