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In Genesis, after six days of creative work, God does something surprising. God rests. The
climax of Creation is not work, but Sabbath.

What if the most important thing we do is not producing, but pausing? Not striving, but
standing still long enough to notice what’s before us?

That’s what | want to talk about today: the quiet act that changes everything. Because we live in
a culture that never stops — a culture that tells us our worth is measured by how much we
produce, achieve, and consume. And it is exhausting. Exhausting for our bodies, our minds, and
our spirits.

The gospel offers a different word. Sometimes the most sacred thing we can do is step back.
Sometimes the deepest act of reverence is to release our grip, to let the frenzy pass by, and to
notice where God is already at work.

| just returned from four weeks of stepping back — half vacation, half study-leave, most of it at
our rustic family cabin near Bandon. For 35 summers now, I've gone there to unplug from
electronics and the nightly news, and to rest and listen to the sounds of silence and laughter.
And it never fails: when | stop striving, when | relax and reflect, play and pray, that’s when the
deepest insights rise to the surface — insights that shape and elevate the year ahead.

This summer was no exception. Two insights stood out.

Insight One: The World Is Not Broken

One sunny afternoon, | was sitting in an Adirondack chair on the deck, reading Randy
Woodley’s Indigenous Theology and the Western Worldview. Eventually, | set the book aside and
simply looked out over the lake. (I'm sure Randy would approve!)

The west wind ruffled the water. A dune rose behind it, covered now with evergreens. The
ocean’s salt was faint in the air. An egret swooped low, dove, and rose with a fish in its beak. A
heron squawked in protest before finding a new perch.

Then it came — a thought as clear as the sky above me: The world is not broken.

| sat there for a while, almost arguing with the thought. Had | not seen the headlines this year?
The wars, the fires, the political chaos? But the longer | stayed with it, the more | realized: all
those stories are true — but they are not the whole truth.

Yes, people are broken. Systems are broken. But creation itself, though under threat through
our actions, is whole. Vibrant. Right.



While | don’t take the Creation Story in Genesis literally, | do think it speaks truth when it
observes that when God “did nothing” and simply looked out over Creation, God pronounced
it not just “good,” but “very good.”

Rumi once told a story about a beggar who asked him for happiness. Rumi led him to a pond
and said, “Look into the water. What do you see?”

The beggar answered, “My reflection.”
Then Rumi stirred the water. “And now?”
“My reflection is gone.”

Rumi said, “Happiness is like your reflection in the water. When the water is still, you can see it
clearly. But when the water is disturbed, it disappears. In the same way, when your mind is calm
and peaceful, you can experience true happiness."

Looking out across the water on that sunny afternoon, my inner waters grew calm and clear.
And | realized: This is why | come here. To remember that deeper story. Even though I've been
rationing my news intake for months, | had still been living as if the whole world were broken.
Yet, the unfiltered world | was sitting in was far more connected to Reality than the version on
my screens. And it gave me hope.

Insight Two: The Time Is Ripe

The second insight was more urgent. Those still waters didn’t just bring peace—they brought
direction. A Call I've long expected, but knew would only come when time was ripe.

For decades, I've sensed we are living through a great turning, a deep shift in human
consciousness reshaping faith itself — including Christianity. And now it is ripening. | see it in
the way we are beginning to embrace creation not as backdrop but as kin, an unfolding
revelation of God’s artistry. | see it in the way the Sacred Feminine is being reclaimed — not in
rivalry with the masculine, but in healing and fulfillment. | see it in the way we walk the path of
Jesus while recognizing, as he did, that the ocean of God’s love is vast, wider than any one
tradition, embracing many sheepfolds. And | see it in the way justice is being pursued — not
through domination or paternalism, but through fierce tenderness, through standing as
companions and students of the oppressed rather than their saviors.

While a lot more could—and will—be said about these and other shifts in the year to come,
these aren’t abstract ideas. They are signs of the Spirit reshaping our life together. And they
threaten the Christianity of Empire, the Old Dominion. That version of the faith is not going
quietly. It resists with all the desperation of a kingdom in the process of falling.

Even so, the Spirit of Jesus keeps calling us forward — toward something more spacious, more
life-giving, more true.



At the cabin, while | rested, read, and reflected, the summons | have been awaiting finally
stirred within me. Not in a trumpet blast, but as a subtle shift, as if moving my weight from one
foot to another. Suddenly, | was on new footing.

What | heard was this: The time is ripe. Your culture has tried to make its way without Me long
enough to reach the dead end of its own devices. The Old Wine is souring in their throats. They are
more ready than ever for a taste of New Wine. It’s time to pour it.

And this is where today’s theme is relevant: Clarity like this rarely arises in the frenzy. It comes
when we step back, unclench our hands, and dare to be still long enough to hear what Elijah
once heard on the mountain: the “still, small voice.”

Before we go further, | invite you to pause. Take a moment to recall a time when your own
inner waters grew still, and something clarified. Something that changed your course.

Sabbath: A Mini-Retreat Every Week
What | needed four weeks to glimpse, God has always offered us in a weekly rhythm: Sabbath.

In the waning years of Empire-based Christianity, Sabbath has been reduced to little more than
an hour in church — and even then, our so-called “day of rest” is often crammed with errands,
sports, and catch-up work. The Empire prefers it that way, keeping us too busy to ask where
we’re going, why we'’re going there, or what the cost will be if we don’t stop.

But something is shifting. Sabbath is being rediscovered — not as a luxury or a pause button,
but as a holy protest against the lie that our worth depends on endless doing.

It's worth noting that the commandment to honor the Sabbath and keep it holy isn’t buried
somewhere obscure. It’s the Fourth of the Ten Commandments. And while those
commandments appear in both Exodus and Deuteronomy, the reasons for the Sabbath differ.
Exodus looks back to Genesis: God created, God rested, and God called it all “very good.” If
God rested, we should too. Sabbath is God’s weekly invitation to celebrate what’s right with
the world — so we have the strength to confront what’s wrong with it on the other six days.

But Deuteronomy adds another layer. It roots Sabbath in justice. “Remember that you were slaves
in Egypt, and the Lord your God brought you out with a mighty hand and an outstretched arm.” In
other words, Sabbath is not just for you. It levels the playing field. Servants rest. Strangers rest.
Even animals rest. No one is defined by what they produce, but by who they are as God’s
children.

Old Testament scholar Walter Brueggemann puts it more sharply. He calls Sabbath “a quiet
rebellion, a visible protest against Pharaoh’s economy of endless production — and at the same
time, an alternative, a way to reset our lives in rhythm with the God whose very heart is rest.”

Bottom line, Sabbath reorients us. It reminds us that God is not merely a subsection of the
human story, but we are a subsection of God’s story. Sabbath moves us from striving to
receiving, from self-sufficiency to grace.



The Quiet Act That Changes Everything

Friends, like much of our country, Eugene hums with activity. It’s beautiful, creative, alive. But it
can also be relentless. Exhausting. Especially when so many crises demand our urgent attention.

In moments like these, it’s crucial to remember: fear and frantic activity — even frantic activity
in the name of justice — ultimately serve the Old Dominion. It wants us to run in circles until
our energy is expended and we are more susceptible to falling into despair and simply giving up
the fight.

Every prophet of old found their voice only after stepping aside to listen — sometimes through
fire and thunder, but more often in a “still, small voice.” Even Jesus — as deeply connected to
Spirit as he was — found it necessary to withdraw often, to rest, to pray, to glimpse the bigger
picture. He knew that “the Sabbath was made for humankind, not humankind for the Sabbath.”

First Congregational Church of Eugene has adopted the labels of “Open and Affirming” of the
LGBTQ+ community, a “Creation Justice” church, and a W.LS.E. (Welcoming, Inclusive,
Supportive, and Engaged) community for mental health. What if we also became a “Rated R”
church. “R” for “Resistance.” Resistance through Rest and Recreation, Reflection and
Reverence, and for Relationships and Resilience. What would it look like if Sabbath shaped our
life together? Not rigidly, but as a radical act of rebellion.

Imagine: one day a week with nothing “productive” by the world’s standards. One day to still
the inner waters — no phones, no doom-scrolling, no errands — so you can, like Rumi’s
beggar, glimpse your truest self.

Sabbath — and every moment we step out of the fray — is the quiet act that changes
everything. Not overnight, but over time. It reshapes how we see the world. It reshapes how
we see ourselves. It opens our eyes to God at work in our lives.

Sabbath is God’s invitation to rebel against the politics of Pharaoh and the economics of
Oligarchy—to claim your true worth as citizens of God’s Realm and remember that the world
is not broken. People are broken. Sabbath helps us gather the broken pieces and join God in
creating a better world.



	Insight One: The World Is Not Broken
	Insight Two: The Time Is Ripe
	Before we go further, I invite you to pause. Take a moment to recall a time when your own inner waters grew still, and something clarified.  Something that changed your course.
	Sabbath: A Mini-Retreat Every Week
	The Quiet Act That Changes Everything

