
Page 1 of 5 
 

This might be a wee bit dated, but it is a story that sticks with me.  In 1986, 

Bishop Desmond Tutu made a whirlwind 12-city, 18-day U.S. tour with his 

family to coincide with Martin Luther King Jr.'s birthday. And if you do not 

know Bishop Tutu’s story it is worth reading about.  One of the stops on this 

whirlwind tour was at The Grand ballroom of the Philadelphia Centre Hotel 

which was crowded with members of SANE, an anti-nuclear weapons group 

that had gathered to award Tutu its annual peace prize. The bishop sat behind 

a long table on a huge stage. And as the meal was served, a woman walked 

forward and reached up from the ballroom floor to touch Tutu's hand. He 

leaned forward, over the table, to greet her. Soon a line formed.  People 

wanted to thank him, touch him, be in his presence and Tutu responded the 

same way to each: "Thank you. God bless you."  And one reporter noted as he 

watched Tutu stand and acknowledge every person who came forward all he, 

the reporter, could see was Tutu’s meal grew cold.  They had interrupted his 

dinner.  But for Tutu, that was not what was important.  For him, it was 

important that they knew God's spirit was with them. 

Today’s gospel is one of those readings where, as  I am preparing for Sunday I 

just immediately think to myself, “Well… Darn. That’s all about me. That 

describes my life.”. And I’m betting it describes your life too. So I want to ask 

you three questions to see if today’s gospel fits your life the way I think it 

does.  

Here’s the first question. Have you ever made plans for your life? 

And here’s the second question. Have your plans ever been interrupted? 

And, finally, how ridiculous do those questions sound as we maneuver 

through a pandemic? 
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Chances are your life has been dramatically interrupted in the last 17 months.  

I remember, last March having a conversation with John about Easter plans 

and he just looked at me and said “Hun, we won’t be going anywhere for 

Easter.”  What a foreign concept!  It was mid-March and Easter was still 4 

weeks away.  I could not get my mind around what it meant to live in a 

pandemic.  And he just simply said “expect to live like this for the next 18 

months.”  

We’ve all made plans. Maybe it was for an hour, or for our work, or our family. 

And we’ve all experienced the interruption of those plans by circumstances 

that changed or the unexpected that happened. Every one of us could 

probably say about today’s gospel, “Well… Darn. That’s all about me. That 

describes my life.” Today’s gospel describes the tension in which we live. And 

it’s the same tension in which Jesus and his disciples lived.  

You can picture it in your minds-eye:  apostles returning to Jesus after an 

undescribed amount of time.  They’ve been teaching, anointing, curing the 

sick, shaking their sandals free of sand and dirt. They run up to Jesus like 

children being picked up from daycare and running on and on about their day.   

They’re telling Jesus about everything they taught and did. Each one 

clambering to speak over the other.  And Jesus says to them, “Come away to a 

deserted place all by yourselves and rest a while.” He’s made plans and has 

some expectations of what will happen. They’ll take a nice simple boat ride 

across the lake that will lead them to a quiet place and give them some time to 

rest and eat. Or so he thought. His plans, however, are interrupted by the 

many people who run ahead to meet him and the disciples as soon as the boat 

lands. His expectations are unmet. There is no quiet and there is no rest. There 
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is only the great crowd of people, lost like sheep without a shepherd, 

interrupting what he had planned. 

Hasn’t that happened to you? The circumstances may be different but we all 

know what it’s like to have life interrupted. What’s that great line from Robert 

Burns: “The best-laid plans of mice and men”? 

We all live in the tension between our plans and interruptions, our 

expectations and the unexpected, life as we want it to be and life as it happens. 

Every one of us could tell a story about that. OUR 25TH ANNIVERSARY.  It 

happens in small ways and in large ways. It’s the baby waking up early from 

what you thought would be a quiet hour, or a day that had nothing on the 

calendar that turns into a day of one thing after another. It’s taking a new job 

and finding that you are not doing what you planned and you are doing what 

you never expected. It’s the diagnosis that interrupts retirement plans. It’s a 

shattered dream, a divorce, a death. Our life plans get interrupted in a 

thousand different ways and the unexpected happens all along the way of life. 

I wonder what that looks like for you today. What are the interruptions or 

unexpected happenings with which you are dealing? Where is God in all of 

that for you?  

And here I need to do an aside because I don’t want you to hear what I am not 

saying.  I recognize there are some interruptions, some unexpectedness that 

can be devastating.  Please know that it is completely acceptable to lament 

devastations.  Actually, I think it is quite healthy.  When I think of the tornado 

that ripped through Barrie earlier this week I cannot help but think of the 

interruption some folks faced.  How do you go from planning dinner to not 

having a kitchen to cook in?   We all need time to adjust to what any  
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interruption will mean for our lives.  For me, it is important to remember that 

God walks gently with us  with grace and mercy through those times.   

When our life plans are interrupted it’s easy and tempting to work even 

harder to make it happen, reinforce our boundaries, blame others, rage about 

things not working out, or pray that God will make it all go the way we want. 

Jesus doesn’t do any of that. He doesn’t turn the boat around when he sees the 

crowd. He doesn’t get angry or resentful. He doesn’t blame or complain. He 

doesn’t ignore or deny the interruption. He’s simply present to what is.  

We often hold our plans and the interruptions in opposition, as if it is one or 

the other. But what if it’s always both? What if one is not necessarily better or 

more important than the other? What if we could be equally present to the 

plans and the interruptions? What if we trusted that God’s spirit was present 

and moving in both?  

I don’t mean that God picks or causes one over the other but that within both 

the plans and the interruptions God is present and calling. I am not suggesting 

that we take a que sera sera attitude, that we give up planning, or that we just 

stop caring. What I am suggesting is that everyday life with all its plans and 

interruptions is our most important spiritual practice and everyday life is 

where God shows up.  

So, what might be hidden at the intersection of your plans and the 

unexpected?  

Maybe there is always something of God hidden at that intersection of 

planned and unexpected.  
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SO, I invite you, when an interruption happens, take a pause and look for 

where God is at work. Maybe, when that baby wakes you at an unholy hour it 

is an opportunity to marvel at God’s creation.  Maybe in helping out a friend 

we are reminded that God has knit us together as a family. Maybe in showing 

respect and dignity to someone in need you recognize that they are loved by 

God and made in God’s image. Look for the opportunity in those frustrating 

interruptions to be ushered into the presence of God.  After all, the feeding of 

the five thousand and Jesus walking on the water are hidden at the 

intersection of Jesus’ planned get away and the interruption by the crowd.  

God is at work in the in-between/ unexpected/interruptions.  I can only 

imagine the grace, joy and hope each of those people felt as Desmond Tutu’s 

dinner grew cold.  Life interrupted.  Yes, we have hopes and desires for 

ourselves and our lives.  But when the unexpected happens God leads us into 

the new way of being.  

 


