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TEXT:Psalm 150:6 "Let everything that breathes praise the Lord!"

The title of this morning's sermon comes from a story I read
not long ago about a family that took a day-trip to a nearby
city. First, they packed their lunch and loaded the car. Then
they went all around the house —twice— to make sure the windows
were closed, the doors locked, and the faucets off. Then they
had to catch the dog, put him back in the house, and make sure he
had plenty of water.

Once in the car, they started out, only to find the week-end
traffic heavier than expected, especially for one twenty mile
stretch around some construction. As the sun beat down upon
their slow moving car, they all became more and more
uncomfortable, and, as often happens under such conditions,
tempers became increasingly short. At one point, Dad, who was
driving, even had to stop the car and threaten to give the kids a
spanking if they did not settle down.

When they finally got to the city, traffic there was even
worse, and it took a long time to reach their destination.
When they did, they still had to drive around and around to find
a place to park. At last, they saw a small place and, after half
a dozen tries, Dad finally managed to park the car . Then, sweat
streaming down his face, he turned to the family and wearily
inquired, "Does anyone remember why we came?"

Having taken some of those "fun-filled family outings"
myself, I can appreciate his situation. But it is not at only
times like that that we sometimes forget why we do things. When
I was a boy, my mother took considerable delight in a Readers'
Digest story about a new husband who was watching his bride fix
dinner for the very first time. And he was surprised to see her
cut the roast in half, put one half in the pan to cook, and the
other back in the refrigerator. "Why did you do that?" he asked,
and his wife just shrugged and said, "I don't really know, but
that's what my mother always did." Curious, the young man called
her mother and asked her. "I don't know either," she answered,
"that's just the way my mother did it." Determined to find the
answer, he put in a call the grandmother. "Why do you, and your
daughter, and you grand-daughter all cut the roast in half, put
half in the pan to cook and the other back in the refrigerator?"
he asked. "I don't know why they do it," she said, "I did it
because my pan was too small."






