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Let me begin this morning with 3 illustrations.  See if you can find the common thread that runs through them.  

1st.  Dr. Leslie Weatherhead wrote about the old legend of the flute of Moses—the flute that Moses supposedly 

played when he was a shepherd on the hillsides of Midian. (This is before the Exodus.)  After Moses’ death, 

legend has it that the flute became a treasured relic.  It was a simple, primitive shepherd’s flute, but some thought 

that it was just not ornate enough.  After all, it was the flute of Moses!  They thought it should be very beautiful. 

So they commissioned artists and workmen to make it more elaborate and attractive.  They did this by covering 

the flute with gold and jewels and exquisite decorations. When they finished, it was indeed very beautiful and 

elegant, but there was only one thing wrong.  Now the flute could not make a sound!  The flute could no longer 

be played. 

Somehow the extensive decorations had robbed the flute of its simple, clear notes and had ruined it as a musical 

instrument.  Its original purpose had been distorted.  It looked good outwardly, but it couldn’t play a note.   

Weatherhead went on to point out that sometimes we are guilty of doing that to the message of Jesus, that 

sometimes we so overlay it with fancy creeds and ceremonies, with doctrines and verbiage, that we miss the basic 

message of our Lord. 

The second illustration comes from a Peanuts comic strip.  Lucy and her brother Linus are getting ready to go to 

church for the big Christmas program, when this conversation takes place: 

Lucy:  Linus, are you sure you know your piece for the Christmas program? 

Linus:  I know it backwards and forwards and sideways and upside down!  I could say it in my sleep! 

Lucy:  Yeah, well, I remember last year, how you forgot and how you almost goofed up the whole program. 

Linus:  Well, this is THIS year, and THIS year, I won’t forget.  Listen to this:  “And the angel said unto them, 

‘Fear not—for behold, I bring you good tidings of great joy which shall be to all people….’” 

Lucy:  Wow!  That’s pretty good. 

Linus:  I TOLD you I know it.  I’ve got it nailed this year.  Now I have a memory like the proverbial 

elephant!  Well, I’m going ahead to the church.  I’ll see you there. 

The next frame depicts Linus walking along the sidewalk in the snow, rehearsing his part again:  “For, behold, I 

bring you good tidings of great joy which shall be to all people…”  Perfect.  What a memory I have! 

The next frame shows Linus coming back into the front door of his house. 

Lucy says, “Linus?  What in the world are you doing?  I thought you just left!” 

Linus answers, “I did, but I came back.  I forgot where the church is!” 

Here’s illustration number 3.  Dr. Wernher von Braun, the brilliant scientist who was so influential in the 

launching of the American space program, had a fascinating hobby in which he used his great skills in 

mathematics.  Dr. von Braun enjoyed playing around in his head with six-digit numbers.  What I mean by that is, 

he liked to add, subtract, multiply, and divide six-digit numbers in his head.  For example, he might take the 

number 993,741 and multiply it by 632,785, and without the help of a calculator, without paper and pencil, he 

could, within a matter of seconds, come up with the correct answer.  Obviously, he was brilliant.  

Once, when Dr. von Braun was on a train going to an important meeting in New York, he became intensely 

involved during the long ride with his hobby of working with six-digit numbers in his head.  He became so 



engrossed in his game that midway there, he had to get off the train and make a long-distance call back home. 

(No cell phones back then.  He had to use a pay phone!)  He needed to ask his office where he was going and 

what he was supposed to do when he got there.  He had gotten so involved in the complexities of the numbers 

game that he literally forgot his destination and the purpose of his mission! 

Ok, what’s the common thread?  I think these 3 illustrations show us that we can get so caught up in the hectic 

busywork of life that we actually forget to live; that we can become so preoccupied with the complexities of our 

everyday responsibilities and schedules, that we miss the true meaning of life; that we can even get so involved 

with the trappings and mechanics of religion, that we may lose sight of our real purpose and drown out the basic 

message of God. 

We get on the train, but we forget where we are going!  We memorize our part, but we forget where the church 

is!  We overlay our faith with so much pomp and circumstance and showy stuff that we lose the music!  Of course, 

we also have to be aware of the fact that we can make a mistake at the other end of the spectrum, the other extreme 

of oversimplifying our faith.  Or just forgetting about it.  There is the danger of that.  But, now, I want to take a 

risk here and simplify Jesus’ message to us.  I want to try to express the gospel in 3 simple words—the words of 

Jesus:  “COME…..WAIT….GO.”  That’s the gospel in 3 basic words:  Come, wait, go. 

Come is our call to life 

Wait is our call to worship. 

Go is our call to service. 

So let’s look at each of these one at a time and see if we can hear our Savior’s unique call to each one of us 

somewhere between the lines. 

#1.  Our Lord’s 1st word to us is “Come.”  “Come to me, all you who are weary and are carrying heavy burdens, 

and I will give you rest….for your troubled souls.”  

Let me ask you something.  Be honest.  Do you have a troubled soul?  Are you tired and weary?  Do you feel 

lonely, burdened, rejected?  Is there something missing in your life?  If so, Jesus has a special word for you.  The 

word is “Come—Come to me.” 

Many years ago, a young man named Joseph Scriven was deeply in love with a beautiful young woman.  They 

were so happy together.  They were engaged to be married and were planning their wedding.  But then, tragedy 

struck.  A terrible boating accident occurred, and Joseph’s fiancée was killed, snatched away from him suddenly 

and tragically.  He was just completely heartbroken, despondent, bitter, and even suicidal.  But then one day, out 

of the blue, he remembered something that turned it around for him.  He remembered these words of 

Jesus:  “Come unto me, and I will give you rest.” 

So, Joseph took his heavy heart to the Lord, and he found a deep and abiding consolation there.  He found power 

and grace.  He found a new life.  And out of that experience, Joseph Scriven wrote these beautiful words that 

became a favorite old hymn that many of us know.  

“What a friend we have in Jesus, 

All our sins and griefs to bear!  What a privilege to carry 

Everything to God in prayer. 

Can we find a friend so faithful? 

Who will all our sorrows share?  

Jesus knows our every weakness; 



Take it to the Lord in prayer.” 

Maybe you will recognize the name of Lewis Grizzard.  At one time he was one of America’s most popular 

writers, (kind of like a Will Rogers) with his down-home style of humor.  In his very folksy way, he often shared 

in his books and syndicated columns some of his personal experiences while growing up in the state of 

Georgia.  Once, he remembered something that happened at church when he was a teenager that had touched him 

and had stuck in his mind over all the years.  He said:  “Church was about all we had in my hometown of 

Moreland, Georgia.  Sunday School was at 10, preaching at 11.  We had something called MYF Sunday 

night.  What was MYF?  Methodist Youth Fellowship 

Once, we had a couple of rowdy brothers in town who broke into a store.  They were juvenile first offenders.  They 

got caught, and their punishment was to attend our MYF every Sunday evening for 6 months.  The first night they 

were there, they beat up two 5th graders and threw a hymnal at the lady who always brought the cookies. 

She ducked in time and then looked them squarely in their devilish eyes.  Soft as an angel she said, “I don’t 

approve of what you boys did here tonight, and neither does Jesus.  But if He can forgive you, I guess I’ll have 

to.”  And then she handed them a plate of cookies. 

Last I heard both of those boys are daddies with steady jobs and rarely miss a Sunday at church.  That was the 

first miracle I ever saw.”  

Call it a miracle.  Call it grace.  Call it love.  Call it forgiveness, redemption, or new birth.  Whatever we call it, 

it’s what happens when people come to the Lord.  That’s Jesus’ first word to us.  “Come!  Come to me and I will 

give you new life!” 

Our Lord’s 2nd word to us is “wait.”  Several times in the Gospels, Jesus tells his disciples to wait.  “Wait here 

and pray.”  “Wait here and watch.”  “Wait here until I return.”  However, my favorite example is found in Luke’s 

Gospel.  It’s after the Resurrection, and Jesus is promising them the gift of the Holy Spirit.  He says these 

words: “Wait here until you are clothed with power from on high.”  (Luke 24:49 adapted).  It’s actually a call to 

worship, it’s our call to worship.  When we worship, when we’re here together, we are clothed with power from 

on high. 

What is worship exactly?  It’s moving closer to the Lord.  It’s kneeling down before him.  It’s looking up into his 

face.  We can’t do that on the run.  We can’t do that in a rush.  One of my favorite phrases is:  “Slow down and 

let your soul catch up with your body.”  And we need to do that! 

I read a story recently that touched me.  It was about a man who was really caught up in the rat race of life.  He 

worked long hours, rushing around all the time.  It finally caught up with him—as it does for all of us at some 

point.  He just became like a zombie.  Working all day, coming home tired, depressed and irritable. Mostly, he’d 

snap at his family when he talked to them. There just didn’t seem to be energy, laughter, or joy anymore. 

One night, the man was reading the newspaper on the couch, kind of using the paper to wall out the rest of the 

family.  Suddenly, his 4-year-old daughter pushed the paper down, jumped into his lap, put her little arms around 

his neck and hugged him ever so tightly.  With some exasperation, the father said to her, “Wait a minute.  You’re 

hugging me to death!” 

With a big smile, the little girl said, “Oh no, Daddy.  I’m hugging you to life!” 

That’s what God does for us when we’re here worshiping together.  God hugs us to life!  Jesus knew how much 

we all need that, and that’s why he said, “Wait.  Wait here and worship and you will be clothed with power from 

on high.”  

Lastly, Jesus’s 3rd word to us is “Go.”  Come. Wait. Go.  Come to life - Wait and worship - Then go to serve! 



Way back in 1970 Malcolm Muggeridge was working for the BBC.  He was sent to Calcutta to do a special 

documentary on a little, unknown nun at the time, named Mother Teresa.  Early one morning he found her out in 

the street with the sick and poor people in a ghetto like he had never seen before.  He was totally shocked by the 

stench, filth, garbage, disease and poverty. But what struck Muggeridge more than anything else, even there in 

that awful squalor and decadence, was the deep, warm glow on Mother Teresa’s face and the deep warm love in 

her eyes. 

Malcolm asked, “Do you do this every day?” 

“Oh yes.”  She replied.  “It’s my mission.  It’s how I serve and love my Lord.” 

“How long have you been doing this?  How many months?” 

“Months?” asked Mother Teresa.  “Not months, but years.  Maybe eighteen years.” 

“Eighteen years!” exclaimed Muggeridge.  “You’ve been working here in these streets for eighteen years?” 

“Yes,” she said simply and yet joyfully.  “It is my privilege to be here.  These are my people.  There are the ones 

my Lord has given me to love.” 

“Do you ever get tired?  Do you ever feel like quitting and letting someone else take over your ministry?  No 

offense, sister, but you are beginning to get older.” 

“Oh, no.” she replied.  “This is where the Lord wants me and this is where I am happy to be.  I feel young when 

I’m here.  The Lord is so good to me.  How privileged I am to serve him.” 

Later, Malcolm Muggeridge said, “I will never forget that little lady as long as I live.  The face, the eyes, and the 

love - it was all so pure and so beautiful.  I shall never forget it.  It was like being in the presence of an angel.  It 

changed my life.  I have not been the same person since.”  As you probably remember, after Malcom Muggeridge 

made those comments, Mother Teresa won a Nobel Peace Prize and continued to serve in that sacrificial way 

until the end of her life - nearly 27 more years. 

Obviously we can’t all be Mother Teresa, but we can all live in that spirit.    

And you don’t need to go to India to serve God.  There are some sweet people in this church who serve God every 

day in little ways - making phone calls, giving words of encouragement, giving rides to doctors’ appointments, 

going food shopping, helping in the church office, proofing my sermons and bulletins.  Some people teach Sunday 

School - making lasting impressions on our children.  Some people sing in the choir.  Some people worked, and 

still work, so hard on the fellowship activities.  Others give of their time, talents, and treasures to make life a little 

better for people in need.  

Today, J calls each of us to come.  Come here and worship with our wonderful family of faith.  Come to the table 

of grace and be renewed.  Come and feel the love. 

Jesus calls us to wait and feel him hugging us to life and strength.  And then Jesus calls us to use that life and 

strength and go find places to serve. 

Prayer List:   Connie, Virginia, Jim, George, Betty, Beverly, Peggy, Dottie, Jack, Paul, 

Jennifer, Fred, Barbara, Judy, Donna, Renee, Marie, Maria, Alfie, Diana, Clair, Scott, Coreen, 

Doug, Dorrie, Monica, Larry, Charlene, Chris, Nancy, Shannon and Michele.  

 


