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When I was in my -first year o-f college I became involved with a
ministry known as BASIC which stood tor Brothers And Sisters In
Christ. I had attended Plymouth Congregational Church in my home town
o-f Wichita, Kansas, a church some o-f you may know, a church that is
very much like this one. Large, theologically open minded and
affluent. As I -first became involved with this particular ministry,
in the strongmi ndedness o-f my youth, I began to think o-f my home
church as an oasis in east Wichita where people went who didn't want
to commit to any sort o-f substantial -faith statement. I, o-f course,
had found the way—and yet as I became more involved with my more
evangelical Christian -friends, I began to question what I was seeing.
I was not -familiar with the idea o-f God being incarnated in the
Christ, a -foundational concept in Orthodox Christian -faith. And I
looked at the practices o-f my new-found -faith community and saw
Jesus-worship rather than God-worship. The word God rarely i-f ever
arose. I wondered where my creator had disappeared to. Now, I
understand better the concept of Incarnation and know that the
perspective of my more conservative friends was not so blatantly
Sod-exclusive as 1 -first thought. But at that point in time, I -found
myself being called in a couple of different directions—one toward
the Christ that seemed to -ful-fill so many o-f the needs o-f my
peers—and another, to a nebulous concept o-f God, -found, I suppose in
my home church, that had met my needs over the years quite
suf fi c ien11y it seemed.

The question o-f "Which way do I go?" was one o-f real concern to
me—as It should be with all who seek to grow in their lives of -faith.

Recently I read this story o-f Bartimaeus and -found, I think, a
model of that journey in our lives that leads to that place where we
ask, which way do we go? I'd like, this morning, to parallel the
story o-f Bartimaeus with that search that brings many to a deeper-
relationship with God. j

During that first year of college, as I considered which way I
would go, not really clear of my options, I was certain o-f at least
one thing, and that was a desparate desire to connect with a deeper
dimension of life. There was that inner sense that something outside
and greater than myself would bring -ful-fi 11 merit. In short, I wanted
to know God.

That same sense of desperate desire is reflected in the blind
Bartimaeus who, upon hearing that Jesus was near, cried out for mercy
only to be shushed by those around him. The same thing can happen to
us. I recall a moment in my life, as I considered seminary, when a

friend said, "John, it's okay to believe, but let's not get fanatical
about it" I was being shushed™ But that desire is deep enough that
it is not easily thwarted, and we are told that Bartimaus cried out
all the more- His desire to come face to face with Jesus was truly a

desperate desire.

It is that kind of desperate desire that brings us to the place
where we would wish to know God. We might as well face it—after all,
that's why we are here, really. . .though what shape that desire takes






