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The first day of my work week in the office is on Tuesday.  I typically will have a list of things 
that I want to accomplish that day and for the rest of the week.  My plans are set, I know what I 
need to review or read that morning, and who to call or see that afternoon.  But the best laid 
plans don’t always work out.  Like most people, things come up that require immediate 
attention, or seem to, and before I know it, all my well laid plans have changed.  Perhaps this 
happens to you, too.  But, in the end, I seem to get most of what I need to do, done, so it’s not 
a loss.  And I try to keep a level head about it and understand that the nature of what we do 
here at St. Michael’s requires the ability to be flexible, to pivot (using one of 2020’s most 
popular words) to new ways of thinking or doing things.   
 
We have truly experienced this in the last year during the pandemic.  When 2020 dawned on 
us, I was looking forward to a year full of events and gatherings for us as a community.  I was 
looking forward to my second Fourth of July parade, to a huge Easter gathering, to engaging 
one-on-one with our community, to a Christmas service that brought back folks we hadn’t seen 
since Easter.  But our plans had to change. We had to pivot to a life where most of our 
interactions were had online, or were limited to members of our self-claimed “pods”.  And 
when we came back to church, we didn’t have communion for a while, no handshaking, no 
hugging.  But we got through it because we understood that in the larger scheme of things, 
these new ways of doing and being church kept us safer, connected, but safer until the day 
when we could all gather again.  Through those changes we remained flexible and, for the most 
part, kept our spirits up. 
 
Our Gospel reading today reminds us that even the best laid plans are always subject to change.  
Today we have Jesus and his disciples trying to make space for themselves just to breathe, pray 
and reflect.  Up to this point, they had been extremely busy healing and teaching and showing 
people they encountered the Way to God. In earlier chapters of Mark, Jesus heals a paralytic 
who had to be lowered by a rope into the house Jesus was staying in because it was surrounded 
by people who wanted to see and touch Jesus.  Later he engages in debate with the Pharisees 
about eating dinner with people who are perceived to be grave sinners.  Jesus later heals a man 
with a withered hand, then is so caught up by the crowds that his mother, brothers and sisters 
have trouble even getting in a word with him.  At this point in our Gospel, Jesus and the 
disciples were in need of a well-deserved rest, a Sabbath.  We know what this is like.  I can 
remember the many times my parents came home from work and, boom, off we went, my 
sisters and I chauffeured by my parents, to tennis practice, or soccer practice, or theater 
rehearsals, or voice lessons.  THEN, they would have to prepare dinner when we got home, 
make sure we did our homework, synchronize our bath times, and finally herd us like cats into 
bed.   
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But the plans of Jesus and his disciples change when they see a large crowd which anticipated 
their arrival to their planned place of rest.  So there stood Jesus, faced by a crowd who were in 
desperate need of healing, of love, of understanding, of hope. And he did the only thing he 
could do for them.  Scripture tells us that “he had compassion for them, because they were like 
sheep without a shepherd.”  So Jesus changed his plans, pivoted his actions, and became 
present to the suffering before him.  Loving them, teaching them, just as he and the disciples 
had been to all those in the days prior.   
 
It might not seem like such a big thing to have to change our plans when things arise, but what 
about those times when the change has profound ramifications for our lives?  Like the loss of a 
spouse or partner, the loss of our health or ability, the loss of a job or financial security, or of 
the passing of a way of a life as we know it?  How accepting are we of that level of change?  
When major life events like these occur in our lives, we sometimes begin to wonder about the 
worth of going on.  It seems like our lives have ended, and, for some, that perception will 
manifest itself into a reality where they become isolated, their will to live withers on a vine, 
their hope dies, and perhaps they have lost all faith in a God of All Hope. 
 
This change is even harder to accept, isn’t it?  Our sense of love and self can be so enmeshed 
with the life our spouses that it is so painful to think of a life without them.  Our sense of 
accomplishment and health can be such an important marker of a life well lived, that we don’t 
know what to do other than mourn when we lose that health.  And even changes to our church 
lives can bring on pain that keeps us desiring the church as it was 30 years ago, but which it will 
never be again.  It doesn’t mean that we should not grieve or be saddened by these events, but 
ours is a God of hope and our faith is a resurrection faith.  We have to go through the night, 
long though it be. There are tears, and we have to cry them.  But the Psalmist says, “Weeping 
may stay the night, but joy comes in the morning.” (Ps. 30:6) 
 
Change for change’s sake is not what I’m talking about, however.  The change I am speaking of 
is what happens when we allow ourselves to seek God’s voice and meet God right where God 
is.  God is constant, but God is ever-changing and God meets us with compassion and grace 
when we seek to understand the changes God ushers into our lives.  It is at that moment when 
we can have the most intimate engagement with God.  The choice we have is to either resist 
change because we feel like we can do so on our own volition, or we can discern, we can listen 
for God’s voice to see where he is leading us. And in doing so, we can move towards something 
greater than ourselves, something creative, visionary, and ever expanding with God’s love.  It’s 
the constant back and forth of our seeking God, and God seeking us. And we don’t have to look 
far, because God is in that very change, if only we seek him. 
 
That’s the message.  The takeaway from our gospel reading is not that Jesus simply changed his 
plans to meet the needs of the crowds before him.  Instead, Jesus, in listening for God, changed 
his plans and met God where God needed to be met the most.    May each one of us seek to do 
the same, always. Amen. 
 


