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As I share with you I’m not sure that I’ve said these things to you before.  You see in my mind’s eye I can see what I hope happens in the life of this congregation, what I believe God wants to have happen.   
· In my mind’s eye I can see a church with still more members than we currently have.  But it’s a membership with incredible diversity of ages and life situations and sexual orientations and ethnic backgrounds and colors.  
· In my mind’s eye this congregation is filled with people who know what’s in the Bible and yet are theologically informed enough to know what to do with what the Bible says.  
· In my mind’s eye I see a congregation that loves each other in which every person feels welcomed, appreciated and cared for.  
· In my mind’s eye I see a congregation in which everyone is aware of their gifts and abilities and is provided with the encouragement and opportunities to use them.  
· In my mind’s eye I see a congregation that takes seriously the stewardship of time and money.   
· In my mind’s eye I see a generous congregation that easily shares money and food and time with the larger world.  
· In my mind’s eye I see an influential congregation which encourages other congregations to be more active in meeting the needs of people outside their walls.  

· In my mind’s eye I see a congregation in which people know how to connect with God on a very personal level.   

That’s what I hope happens to us.  That’s what I believe God dreams for us.  And to that end I apply my talents and resources and my time.   To that end I work and plan.

Of course in my mind’s eye I can see how I ought to be, or could be.   I can see a person of incredible love and strength and patience and tolerance.   I see a person who is a good steward of time and money, but I can also see a person of real generosity.   And to that end I work and strive.  

On the one hand these dreams of mind come as a real gift to me.  They provide for me direction and purpose and structure to my life.  I wouldn’t want to not have them.  But at the same time they can be a burden – because there is no escaping the fact that these dreams haven’t come true.  There is no escaping neither this church nor me have as yet achieved what I believe is possible.   And some days that makes me discouraged and some days it makes me tired. 


There are those days, those moments which I believe this church will always be just as it is now.  And while that wouldn’t be bad, it’s less than I believe we’re called to be.   And some days I consider myself and understand exactly what the Apostle meant when he exclaimed in Romans, “O wretched man that I am.”   Some days I think that I’m doomed to stay just as I am right now, still loved by God but still far from the person that I believe God created me to be.   

And some days I feel tired.   I don’t know if you’ve been there.  Last summer Joan and I stumbled on to Lake Crescent which is just west of Port Angeles, Washington.   They have a lodge that was built there in 1916.   And out from that lodge there is a pier that runs out into the lake.  And at the end of the pier is a comfortable wooden bench where you can sit surrounded by the majesty of the Olympic Mountains.   Lots of times I’ve pictured myself going back and sitting on that bench – and sitting on that bench – and sitting on the bench a while longer and just leaving behind all this striving and effort and dreaming and hoping.   Yes, some days I just feel tired.

In the midst of that I want you to consider two different voices.   The first is from retired Pastor, writer and scholar, Eugene Peterson.   Several years ago Peterson wrote a book entitled, The Contemplative Pastor.   Quite honestly the book wasn’t very good.  I remember virtually nothing about it – except for the introduction to the 1st chapter in which he writes this,

“The one piece of mail certain to go unread into my wastebasket is the letter addressed to the ‘busy pastor.’  Not that the phrase doesn’t describe me at times, but I refuse to give my attention to someone who encourages what is worst in me.  


“I’m not arguing the accuracy of the adjective; I am, though, contesting the way it’s used to flatter and express sympathy.


“’The poor man,’ we say.  ‘He’s so devoted to his flock; the work is endless, and he sacrifices himself so unstintingly.’  But the word busy is the symptom not of commitment but of betrayal.  It is not devotion but defection.  The adjective busy set as a modifier to pastor should sound to ours like adulterous to characterize a wife or embezzling to describe a banker.  It is an outrageous scandal, a blasphemous affront.  

“Hilary of Tours diagnosed our pastoral business as irreligiosa soicitudo pro Deo, a blasphemous anxiety to do God’s work for him.”


The second voice that I want you to hear is the voice of the prophet Isaiah in the 40th chapter.   I really like the 40th chapter – and I suspect that people of Jerusalem in the 6th century really liked it too.   At that point in history that nation of Israel was in a terrible mess.  They kept getting invaded, defeated and looted.  One official after another turned out to be either incompetent or immoral.   Their economy was terrible with huge amounts of hunger.  There must have been many people who believed that the Jews were about to become a footnote in history.  

In the midst of that storm Isaiah preached.  And Isaiah was straight with the people.  He told them that it was going to get a lot worse before it got better.   But he promised them that it would get better.  Isaiah told the people that one day their dreams for the world and their own nation were going to come true.  Isaiah spoke of a day of world peace, faith, and unity.   


And then in the last 4 verses Isaiah lets fly with some of the most famous and well-loved verses in the Bible.   In the last 4 verses Isaiah told the people that if they “waited” on God that their strength and their hope would be renewed.

I have a story about that word “wait.”   You see the meaning of that word wasn’t clear to me.  I couldn’t figure out whether Isaiah was telling the people to be patient, or if they were to “serve” God.  So I went over to Barclay Newman’s house.  Barclay is the world’s foremost authority on translating the scripture into English.   Barclay was running around the house in his socks and seemed eager for the interruption.   I explained my quandary and he took me back into his beautiful library where we looked it up.   The quick answer, according to Barclay, is that Isaiah was saying that you and I will receive hope and energy and strength and vitality when we are patient and wait for God to act.


Patient?  I am not sure how to measure patience, but my suspicion is that I am perhaps, in some ways, more patient than I was 20 years ago and in some ways I am less patient.   I am more patient with people’s failures.  I feel far less need to judge or condemn people who believe or live differently.   I am not nearly as patient with people who waste my time, especially those who invite me to meetings with no discernable purpose.   I am not nearly as patient with myself – when I do what I know is wrong.   It seems to me that I’ve been down the road far enough that I ought to be all the way grown up by now.   

I am a child of the 1960’s.  I came of age in the midst of a huge social revolution which I thought had the potential to bring about a world of real change.   And some things did change, but most things stayed the same.   I have become a cynic about the future of the world in which I wonder if any President, any government, any one can really can lead us into a better world.

And of course I have grown more and more impatient with the church.   This week in my devotional reading I came across a quote from Carlo Carretto who wrote, “How baffling you are, oh Church, and yet how I love you!  How you have made me suffer, and yet how much I owe you!  I should like to see you destroyed, and yet I need your presence.  You have given me so much scandal and yet you have made me understand sanctity.  I have seen nothing in the world more devoted to obscurity, more compromised, more false, and I have touched nothing more pure, more generous, more beautiful.  How often I have wanted to shut the doors of my soul in your face, and how often I have prayed to die in the safety of your arms.”

I understand what Carretto was feeling.  I too have a great love for the church and nothing brings me greater frustration than the church.   Can I be patient with the church?  I doubt it.
And at the same time I understand the great advances in the church or in society were made by impatient people who couldn’t sit quietly and tolerate things as they were.   The great advances in the world happened because some people become impatient enough to do something.   If patience means just accepting things as they are my prayer is that I never become patient that I never learn how to simply accepting, how to be complacent.  
But I don’t think that is what Isaiah was saying.   Certainly Isaiah wasn’t a patient man who sat around just waiting for things to get better.   I think that Isaiah was saying that in the process of serving God, or living life, in dreaming and hoping and working and striving, that we need to remember where our source of strength and energy is.  I think that Isaiah was saying that it’s by living in relationship with God, and in the hope of God that we will find the energy for life.
As I say that I am mindful that this is a busy church.  We are going in what seems like a million directions at once.  And you are busy people.  You always seem to going someplace; you always seem to have something on your calendar; you always seem to have some commitment.  And that’s all good.  The world will be different because of you.  The world is a better place because of all you do.
But I worry sometimes about you.  I worry sometimes about me.  Sometimes it seems to me that we’re like batteries that have been left in the flashlight too long – our light is beginning to flicker.  Sometimes it seems to me that it’s been a while since we laughed.  


What I take away from this passage is that it’s important for us to know where to find new energy, renewing energy, renewing dreams, renewing hope.  It’s important for us to know what to do when our light begins to flicker.

In those times we need to remember that God is our source of energy and that we all need to find the ways that work for us in which we can connect with God and be recharged.   


This last week we had a couple of nice days and I got to get back out on my bike.  For me, riding my bicycle is the same as going to a retreat in the mountains.  It’s the place of calm and focus where I can spend time with my thoughts and with God.   I have written many sermons on my bike.  I have prayed about many of you on my bike.  I’ve had many conversations with God as I cycled the roads of Washington County.   While riding a back road I’ve had my calling reaffirmed. I know that riding my bike recharges my spiritual and emotional batteries.  I know that I can spend time with God on my bike.


Where do you go to connect with God?   Have you found a place of quiet?  Do you carve out times for meditation?   Can you connect with God at the gym?   Do you take the time for reading?   How about a Spiritual Formation group?   It is one thing to say that God is the source of our strength and another to actually do the things that connect us with God.   

As I say that I have to make sure you understand that we’re all different and there is no “one-size-fits-all” discipline that works for every one.  There is no book, no process, no pattern that works for us all.  We all have to keep looking until we find the way to connect with God that actually works.   Some times you even find it on the seat of a bicycle.  

I have identified a new disease.  It’s called “Church Fatigue Syndome.”   It’s what happens to people when they do and do and do all the right things but they just get tired. It’s what happens when people do their duty but don’t spend the time to recharge their batteries.   It’s what happens when people believe that God is the source of their energy but don’t take the time to connect with God.   It’s a pretty bad disease.   The symptoms are fatigue, grouchiness and a generally lack of enthusiasm for anything that God is doing.   The symptoms are a wish that the church calendar would burst into flames and just disappear.  The symptoms are a belief that nothing really makes any difference.   I’ve seen Church Fatigue Syndrome a lot.  


And maybe this passage is written for people who get tired and discouraged in the service of God, who get tired trying to embody the love of God to the world.  Maybe this passage is something we ought to remember --- that God is the source of our energy.  
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