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 A week ago I met my neighbor as I was walking up the street. She was outside on her 

sidewalk with a small hand-held leaf blower in her hands, sweeping away the latest batch of 

fuzzy seeds that had fallen from a tree in front of her house. Hers was a fairly quiet leaf blower 

emitting a pleasant hum. I stopped and said to her, “Jane, when I get to be king and can make all 

the rules, that’s the kind of leaf blower I’m going to dictate everyone use.” We laughed because 

we both knew what I was talking about. I don’t have a very long list of pet peeves, but the sound 

of a leaf blower piercing a quiet afternoon in what is usually a very quiet neighborhood ranks 

right up there with drivers who don’t use turn signals or people who leave a quarter glass of milk 

in the container. What especially gets me is when a leaf blower that sounds like a fighter jet 

taking off from an aircraft carrier is being used on a Sunday afternoon. That’s when I shake my 

head and wonder, “Is anything sacred anymore?” 

 As you know Lois and I have travelled to Germany a few times, enough to discover the 

tradition the Germans have of “Ruhe-tag.” Quite literally, ruhetag means quiet day. Even though 

the vast majority of Germans rarely if ever go to church, Sundays throughout the country are a 

ruhetag, a quiet day. All the shops and stores are closed. It’s forbidden either by law or strictly 

enforced social custom to work or run machinery, including lawn mowers, leaf blowers and 

anything that would disturb the quiet on this day of rest and quiet. I sometimes say to Lois as 

we’re sitting outside on our front porch on a Sunday afternoon and someone nearby fires up their 

leaf blower, “you know, in Germany right now that wouldn’t happen.” 

 Maybe I’m at the age when nostalgia is starting to kick in and take over. I can just hear 

myself utter that phrase I myself used to ridicule when I was in my twenties and thirties. You 

know the one I’m talking about, “I remember in the good old days.” But usually that memory is 

highly selective. In my case I remember when stores were closed on Sundays, most of my friends 

and acquaintances went to church on Sunday mornings, and Sunday afternoons were for playing 

outside or visiting relatives or watching TV. But I know that bucolic vision of a quiet Sunday 

didn’t really exist for everyone. By the time of my childhood some factories and stores were 

open on Sundays. It wasn’t just the necessary jobs of police and firefighters and nurses in 

hospitals who worked. All recreation and leisure stores were open; golf courses, restaurants, and 

movie theaters were open. And let’s face it, the only reason stores are open on Sundays is 

because there are lots and lots of people who want to shop on a Sunday. Including myself, on 

more than one occasion, I find myself at a store on a Sunday afternoon, pushing my cart up and 

down the aisle of the home improvement store or grocery store and I think to myself, “you really 

only want a quiet day when it’s convenient for you.” 

 I realize that speaking this way must sound like a foreign language to our newest pastor 

in our synod. Pastor Frey grew up in a time unburdened by any sense of nostalgia for a time 

when Sundays were devoted to rest, worship, and quiet. She is now going to serve a church that 

must increasingly forget there was time when the church dominated culture and could dictate to 

others, “no leaf blowers on Sundays.” Maybe that’s a good thing to be so unburdened. Mission 

can, and often is, hampered by nostalgia. Better to have leaders who are in tune with current 

culture and can respond to it creatively, with passion and commitment.  

 Jesus encountered a rigid, maybe nostalgic, interpretation of what could be done on the 

ruhetag, the quiet day, sabbath day. Everyone knew the commandment. In case you’re forgotten 

the third of the ten, we’ve printed it and had it read for you this morning. “Observe the sabbath 

day and keep it holy…six days you shall labor…but the seventh is a sabbath to the Lord…you 



shall not do any work.” First Jesus and his disciples harvested some grain on the sabbath. And 

then he healed a man on the sabbath as well. Both incidents caught the attention of the rulers. 

They saw Jesus not just as a disturber of the peace, kind of like someone running their leaf 

blower on a Sunday. They saw him as one who was setting himself up as Lord, even of the rules 

concerning what it and what isn’t allowed. And when that happens, the rule-enforcers are going 

to be threatened. We must remember Mark the gospel writer is telling us in the second chapter of 

his book; very early in the career of Jesus. Right from the beginning Jesus challenges the 

authorities and that puts him square in their sights as one who must be eliminated.  

 Jesus operates with a different set of priorities. Where the leaders were only concerned 

with enforcing the law; all of the rules and customs that governed what people can do and how 

they can act; Jesus operates on the principle of love. So the question isn’t, “what rule am I 

violating?” Rather the question is, “What is the good and loving thing to do?” Here in our gospel 

reading the answer to that seems to be, “Feed the hungry; heal the sick.” To our ears it sounds 

self-evident. Why wouldn’t anyone want the hungry fed or the sick healed? But if you’re one 

who sees any rule-breaking as a slide down the slippery slope toward social chaos then any 

infraction, for whatever reason, is going to set off alarm bells.  

 Jesus was a radical. We hear that word and we immediately think “anarchist and rule-

breaker.” But the true meaning of radical is one who goes back to the roots, to the very core, to 

the heart of the meaning. So look again at the third commandment, to keep the sabbath holy. 

While the commandment is addressed to the head of the household, it says the head of the 

household must ensure that everyone in his house has an opportunity to rest. All of the family, all 

of the servants, even the animals. Why? Because there was a time when you were a slave in 

Egypt and in Egypt you had no rest. You had to work every single day. A day of rest is yours 

now because of love. Because I the Lord, who rescued you, will never make you work like a 

slave again. What makes Jesus a radical is that he saw how someone who is hungry is a slave to 

their hunger. And someone who is sick is a slave to their sickness. By freeing them from their 

hunger, by freeing them from their sickness, Jesus is freeing them to enjoy the gift of rest that 

God desires to give them. Jesus doesn’t come to abolish the law, but to fulfill what the law 

intends for us; goodness and peace. 

 So, where are people burdened and enslaved, and need to find rest for their weary bones 

and weary lives? Keeping this close to home all we need to do is look around? Can we ever think 

of a time in history when it seems like we are more busy, more frenetic, have less time to 

accomplish all we need to do than today? This in spite of the modern conveniences of electricity 

and computers and automobiles and shopping malls and yes, even leaf blowers. I believe what 

we see as our freedom, individual freedom to run and do what we want, whenever we want, has 

become our enslavement, our bondage. It’s the very reason people say they are constantly tired 

and frazzled.  

 Healing and rest comes from Jesus. And Jesus comes to us in community. The mission of 

the church, in this increasingly disconnected and atomized and individualistic society, will take 

place by inviting, drawing in, and connecting people to each other in ways they have not ever 

experienced. I grew up in world where the church was always just kind of assumed to be there, 

and even if people didn’t attend, they knew it was there. Pastor Frey begins her ministry in a 

world in which the church is barely noticed as existing at all. Yet salvation will literally mean 

being joined into a community of love and grace and freedom centered on Jesus, and here is 

where true rest will be found.  Amen. 

 


