Jeremiah 29:11-14a
11 For surely I know the plans I have for you, says the LORD, plans for your welfare and not for harm, to give you a future with hope.  12 Then when you call upon me and come and pray to me, I will hear you.  13 When you search for me, you will find me; if you seek me with all your heart,  14 I will let you find me, says the LORD…
Psalm 90
1 Lord, you have been our dwelling place in all generations.  2 Before the mountains were brought forth, or ever you had formed the earth and the world, from everlasting to everlasting you are God.  3 You turn us back to dust, and say, "Turn back, O mortal ones."  4 For a thousand years in your sight are but as yesterday when it is past, or like a watch in the night.  5 You sweep them away; they are like a dream, like grass which is renewed in the morning;  6 in the morning it flourishes and is renewed; in the evening it fades and withers.  7 For we are consumed by your anger; by your wrath we are overwhelmed.  8 You have set our iniquities before you, our secret sins in the light of your countenance.  9 For all our days pass away under your wrath; our years come to an end like a sigh.  10 The days of our life are three score and ten, or even by reason of strength fourscore; yet then their span is but toil and trouble; they are soon gone, and we fly away.  11 Who considers the power of your anger, the awesomeness of your wrath?  12 So teach us to number our days that we may receive a heart of wisdom.  13 Return, O LORD!  How long? Have pity on your servants!  14 Satisfy us in the morning with your steadfast love, that we may rejoice and be glad all our days.  15 Make us glad as many days as you have afflicted us, and as many years as we have seen evil.  16 Let your work be manifest to your servants, and your glorious power to their children.  17 Let the favor of the Lord our God be upon us, and establish the work of our hands; yes, establish the work of our hands.
Ephesians 2:8-10

8 For by grace you have been saved through faith, and this is not your own doing; it is the gift of God--  9 not the result of works, so that no one may boast.  10 For we are what he has made us, created in Christ Jesus for good works, which God prepared beforehand to be our way of life.
Luke 10:38-42

38  Now as they went on their way, he entered a certain village, where a woman named Martha welcomed him into her home.  39 She had a sister named Mary, who sat at the Lord's feet and listened to what he was saying.  40 But Martha was distracted by her many tasks; so she came to him and asked, "Lord, do you not care that my sister has left me to do all the work by myself? Tell her then to help me."  41 But the Lord answered her, "Martha, Martha, you are worried and distracted by many things;  42 there is need of only one thing. Mary has chosen the better part, which will not be taken away from her.
Being and Doing
Once there was a dog who had a litter of puppies.  Wolves came and carried off all but two of the puppies.  Then a bear came and carried off the mother.  The two puppies who were left by themselves believed that they could not survive on their own, for they were too small and too weak to hunt.  Then a scent came to them on the wind, the scent of food.  One puppy ran as fast as she could toward the source of that smell.  The other puppy stopped first to pick up a large stone in its mouth – the last thing it’s mother had touched before being dragged away by the bear.

By the time she had finally managed to pull and drag and carry this stone, the first puppy was long gone, and the scent of food had vanished.  Because this dog carried this heavy stone in her mouth, a stone almost as large as she was, she could not drop the stone in time to catch even the smallest and slowest of creatures.  She became wild with hunger.

After some time, she again smelled the scent of food, and dragged that stone as she made her way towards its source - venturing from the forest she knew toward a nearby village, a strange place full of strange two-legged creatures, but she could smell that these creature had food and she was ravenous with hunger.

When the villagers saw this dog coming out of the woods, its teeth bared around the edges of the stone, they thought she might be mad and quickly tied her to the village gate to prevent her from eating their livestock.  And they hoped the sight of her would scare away wild animals.
On occasion, the villagers would stand at a distance and throw scraps of rancid meat or rotting vegetables to the dog who would greedily eat them up.  But there was much more than hunger afflicting this poor beast.  The deep needs of that poor creature, needs that she could never understand, gnawed at her insides, as each day she would strain against her rope and stretch it just a bit farther until she reached the stone that she had worked so hard to carry from the woods.

And when she finally reached the stone, she kept it in her mouth as long as she could bare to hold it.  And when her muscles could no longer bare the strain of holding the stone, she would drop it on the ground in front of her and curl up around the stone with her chin resting on top of it, keeping as much of her body in contact with the stone as possible.  And the dog protected the stone from the villagers, who thought she was crazier than ever.  They would point and jeer at her and say, “Look, this dog has taken a stone for her puppy.  Look, the crazy dog is nursing a stone.”  And they would laugh.
Winter came and the snow was violent and night sky was black.  The dog was lonely and hungry; and the stone began to take the heat from her body, and so she began to die.  The stone took the heat from her paws, then it took the heat from her legs, then it even took the heat from her chin where she rested it on top of the stone.  And just as the dog was about to take her last breath, the villagers came out again and mocked her saying, “Look at the crazy dog nesting with that stone as if it were an egg.  Maybe she’s a bird and not even a dog.”  The villagers laughed at the dog; and because the dog was near death, this hurt her all the more.  She began to cry icy tears that fell on the stone.  And because the stone was hot from taking all the dog’s body heat, when the cold tears fell upon the hot stone they would sizzle and hiss, and it cracked the stone and broke it into several pieces.  At this, the forlorn dog let out one last, long mournful howl and gave up its life for a pile of rubble.
Meanwhile, in a home in that very same village, another dog cocked its head at a very faint sound in the deep distance, but was quickly quieted and petted by a loving master.  This dog was the other surviving puppy from the same litter.  But this dog was well-fed with a shiny coat, petted by many hands, and had a gleam of happiness in her eyes.  For you see, as a puppy, this dog had gone to this village in search of food.  She heard music and smelled food coming from one of the homes and went to investigate.  When she came to the door, she barked, whereupon the door flew open and a throng of children squealed with delight to see the puppy and petted her and fed her and loved her.  You see, they were having a birthday party and thought she was the gift.
Today, our style worship takes its name from the tiny village of Taizé in the SE of France, in the rolling hillsides of Burgundy, about 100 miles from the border with Switzerland.  Taizé is a village that has a monastic community with deep roots that was revived in 1940 (during WWII), while France was under German occupation.  Roger Louis Schutz-Marsauche (who became known simply as brother Roger) dreamed of living in a community that would practice the gospel in a way that offered a Christian response of hope and reconciliation in the face of the horrors of the war.
Today, almost 70 years later, Brother Roger's work continues in the Taizé community of about 80 brothers who have taken vows of poverty and chastity.  The brothers come from all over the world and from many Christian denominations.  They live a reflective life where they greet and counsel thousands of pilgrims annually from around the globe; and they serve in some of the poorest and most hopeless situations in the world, such as Calcutta, Haiti, and New York City.

Few of us are really used to silence, especially not silence like in the Taizé monastery.  We’re used to doing, not being, as in “Be still and know that I am God.”  Doing something means we’re making progress and that we’re in control. Right?  Perhaps….

Sure, there are things we’re supposed to be doing.  Martha was doing what she was supposed to be doing, what was expected of her – the social duty to welcome and serve and provide for a stranger, no matter what the personal cost.  Mary was the one doing the “wrong” thing – only men were supposed to sit a the feet of a wise rabbi and receive his teachings, but Mary is praised for making a better choice (and life is full of choices) while Martha is scolded.  So what are we supposed to do, or choose, or be?
The Psalter asks of God, “Let your work be manifest to your servants …. and establish the work of our hands; yes, establish the work of our hands.”  God will choose what we are to be and do, and God does have work for us:  God’s work, in God’s time, in God’s ways.  The Epistle Lesson says that it is only grace that saves us, not working.  But then it goes on to say that we have been created (or re-created) in Christ specifically to do good works.  Work can be good.  Work can be godly.  We don’t like to “let” God tell us what to do, or when to do it; or tell us not to do anything at all – just to be – especially when everybody around us is so busy getting ahead.

But what does the business of “getting ahead” mean for us?  Have we been reduced to starving dogs, chasing a few scraps of meat, trying to satisfy hungers that go far beyond the need for food, hungers deep in the heart of our beings?  What stones do we drag around, thinking they will provide love, when they just end up being a worthless pile of rubble that just sucks the life right out of us?
Our lives are (or will be) difficult.  Even if you only face the wolves on Wall Street or a bear market, there is evil that seeks to do you harm – to carry away your loved ones, to make you less than human, to give you hungers that can never be satisfied.  The world tells us we only need one things:  more; that whatever we have, whatever we do, whatever we are, is just not enough.  But God says:  Come, just as you are.  Dwell in the house of the Lord.  Sit at the master’s table.  Abide in Christ.  Come to a place of abundant life, where you are the gift,  where you are loved, where you can just be…”
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