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This sermon hasn't been easy to put together. It may not be easy to deliver. It may not be
easy to listen to. Let's wish each other luck

Dr. Abram Sachar, longtime president ofBrandeis University, told the following story:

Oneevening a traveler came upon a monastery and knockedon the front door. He was
received by a brother there and they gavehim a meal, warm clothes to changeinto, and a
good bed for the night. In the morningafter breakfast he expressedhis appreciation to all
the brothers gathered and then went to find the abbot. He knocked on his door and the
abbot receivedhim. The traveler said again howmuch he appreciated their hospitality.
Thence said "My feet are sore, mylegs are tired and myjourney is yet long. Would it be
possible to borrow a hdree?""Of course," said the abbot, "we have horses. Followme to the
stable:"Soout they went to the stables and there lie abbotintroduced the traveler to a fine
horse. "But," he said, "youmust realize that this horse is not an ordinary horse. He was
raised here; at the monastery. So, of course, he is a.very religious animal. He doesn't
respond to ordinary commands. He only responds to spiritual motivation. In order to get
him walking, you have to say, Thank God' and in order to get him to break into a trot you
have to say, 'Thank God, Thank God.' And to bring the horse to full gallop you.must say,
'Thank God, Thank God, Thank God."* Well that seemed simple enough to the traveler so
he mounted the horse, grabbed the reins firmly in his hand, and called out, "Thank God"
and the horse walked through the stable doors and onto the monastery grounds. The
abbot called out, "One more thing, and this is very important. You must not forget. He
will not respond to *Svh6a." In order to stop the horse you have to say 4amen.m "Thank
you" called the traveler and offhe went. The monastery grounds opened up into fields
before him and he, feeling more comfortablein the saddle, grabbed the reins more firmly
in hand and called but, "Thank God, Thank God" and the horse broke into a trot. And
after some time, feeling increasingly more confident, he called out three times "Thank
God" and the horse broke into a full gallop. Now they were racing across the open fields at
break-neck speed when off in the not too far distance the traveler realized that they were
fast approaching a precipice, a canyon. But, for the life of him he couldn't remember the
word for stop. He pulled back on the reins and there was no response from the horse.
"Whoa," he cried and nothing happened. The horse just raced onward. Finally, the word
flashed across his mind's eye. "Amen!" he cried. The horse dug his hooves into the turf,
arched its neck back and he and the rider slid right up to the brink of that precipice. With
sweat pouring Off his brow and his heart racing wildly, the traveler cried out "Oh, Thank
God!"

Some of you seated here are more entitled to breathe that sigh ofrelief than others, when
this old horse takes off. Need I warn you, you ought to be careful where you are when you
say that.

I've wondered what to talk about today. What do you preach about when it's your last
opportunity to talk to the community of faith? After three and one-halfyears, what does
one say? Fve thought of some nostalgic moments but I, being yet of somewhat sound
mind, know how boring that can be and Fll spare you those recollections. I thought about
particular learnings, that Tve garnered over this time or certain kinds of principles that I
could lift, but instead, this morning I want to limit myself in these next 90 minutes (!)...
or less, to sharing one increasing conviction of mine that I firmly believe, is our greatest
calling as people of faith in these waning years of the twentieth century. It is God's gift to
us of file church. And, our return gift to liveas people ofthe churchin ways that other
people can hot mistake it for anything else but the body of Christ.








