
Busyness 

 

During normal times, you can ask anyone, "How ya' doing?" and then all you need to do is listen.  

You may not hear it said, but often the undercurrent word is there: “overwhelmed.” Now, sometimes 

its said boastfully but other times it’s said in desperation.  During certain times of the year (like Hily 

Week) and you catch me in my office and ask me how I’m doing you will get my standard reply “I’m 

crazy busy.”  It is the overwhelming type of busyness. 

 

Though change is constant in this world, it seems as if change is coming at us with an ever greater 

velocity. Parents or not...we are all tired of running, changing, cooking, cleaning, working, protesting, 

marching, shopping, calling, listening, emailing and sometimes just plain tired of smiling.   

 

Often, it feels like we are no longer living the lives we have, but rather barely dealing with life as it 

comes at us. 

 

I no sooner get use to my new cell phone or computer software or house (William is living in his 8th 

house) or community (because we move a lot!)...and then the technology is out of date, my choices 

are no longer "supported," and the decisions I just made are as expired as a litre of two-week-old 

milk.   

 

The evening news is no help. Instantly, we can feel the fear of the pandemic or the lack of a vaccine 

or the ineffectiveness of it against new variants, or the military Coup in Myanmar, or the loss of 213,00 

jobs in Ontario and Quebec during January, or…or.. any of the breaking news happening throughout 

the world  (Russian politics, Olympics, …)  

It's like we are not so much living our lives, as it is that life is coming at us too fast to handle. 

 

And it is at this point we encounter today's text in Mark's Gospel. It is "a day in the life" kind of story, 

and Jesus is the central figure. Within just a few verses, he bounces from need-to-need and 

place-to-place. The diary of his day could not be more jam-packed, even if he were a politician the 

week before re-election. First, there's a high-profile synagogue situation; and that's followed by a 

personal encounter with a sick woman at her bedside; and that's followed by the private experience 

of prayer as Jesus steps aside for time alone with God. But then the disciples interrupt--actually, 

hunted him down--and the cycle reboots all over again. 



 

Okay, so here I have to do an aside.  And it concerns, when we read about Peter’s MIL getting up 

and serving the others after her healing.  I’ve always been the person who has been offended by this 
last line.  I’ve cynically respond, "That's why she was healed, to be a servant to the men."  Which 
didn’t sit well with me.  I had to do some more reading and research.  I had missed the meaning of 
the phrase "to wait on them," which is the term used for a deacon. She "ministers" to him, just as the 
"angels ministered to him" during his time in the desert. Jesus has gone out to Simon's mother-in-law 
in her disease and grasped her by the hand for the victory of justice. In gratitude for his taking hold 
of her and giving her life to do his work, she responds wholeheartedly. Now the first four followers of 

Jesus become five in number. 
 

Back to the sermon! 

Back to the reality that Jesus had a hectic itinerary. But maybe that's why it is in the Bible. This triptych 

of stories...one public, one personal, and one private...each invites us to eavesdrop on Jesus' 

spirituality...how he lived and the faith he practised among the demands of an overwhelming world. 

 

Maybe in this story, Mark's church, his hearers and readers saw their own story as they tried to meet 

needs, deal with various venues of ministry...while at the same time tend their own spirituality which 

had drawn them to Jesus in the first place...that beautiful intersection of "the holy and the human." 

 

In our Gospel reading, I see us being given a balance of all the craziness that we find is our lives: 

Here are two take-aways I want to name: 
 
First, if you live your life as a caring person, there will be pressure and tough choices. It happened 
to Jesus. It will happen to you. Don't be surprised. Spiritual maturity rarely is applauded for long. 
 
Every week, (again in normal times) every minster stands at the church door and we hear the stories: 

tales about inflamed gall bladders and graduation ceremonies, we hear about new grandchildren and 
displaced loved ones;  then we leave and hear more of the same in coffee hour, and then often attend 
committee meetings following worship, or sometimes I’ll make a quick visit or a stop to the hospital 
before the day is out.  That is a typical Sunday for a priest. 
But it is not more so than being a parent or grandparent – or a child caring for aging parents or caring 
for an aging or ill spouse: Between work and home management, and schedules, and activities 



appointments and grocery shopping,  life comes at you. For most, that is the landscape, and some 
terrains can't be changed, but they can be accepted. That's number one. 
 
Here's number two: though we can't stop life coming at us, we can attend to the life that is given 

us. This means attending to our relationship with God. 

 

I don't want to get off on a rant here, but I never have liked the Apostle Paul's statement: "I have 

become all things to all people, that I might by all means save some (I Corinthians 9:22)." I affirm his 

honorable intention, as well as the noble need; but by Sunday night, or the end of most days, it sounds 

like a grandiose recipe for burn-out. 

 

I much prefer the punch-line of today's Hebrew Bible lectionary text. The poet/prophet Isaiah sings 

out: 

Even youths will faint and be weary.  And the young will fall exhausted; 
but those who wait for the Lord shall renew their strength, 
they shall mount up with wings like eagles, 
they shall run and not be weary, 
they shall walk and not faint. 

 

I suspect that is what Jesus was up to as he sequestered himself in a deserted place to pray. Perhaps 

by tending his prayer life, he found perspective above the fray...almost like the wings of an eagle, 

looking over the woes and foes of life. 

 

The story ends with Jesus not following the advice of his wranglers. They had tracked him down, 

saying, "Everyone's looking for you!" 

 

To his advisors, Jesus said, "Let's head in the other direction, to nearby villages, so that I can preach 

there too. That's why I've come." Sounds to me he had the kind of clarity that comes out of one's 

deepest identity which finds its source and sustenance in God. 

 

So, when life comes at you this week, you'll be ready. Because today You've paused, you've pondered, 

and you've prayed. You may be a tired parent or grandparent or child or nurse or retiree or truck 

driver or student or all of the above. And, yes, you've had to make tough choices, but you have tough 



faith. Even before the week begins, you've found a good place to remember: your life is grounded in 

the goodness of God. 

And for that I am thankful.  Amen.   


