
Page #1 

 

 
 

   From the Pulpit... 
 

“And Still…” 
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There’s a story that echoes through my heart and mind, every year, as I approach the pulpit at 

Thanksgiving.  It was Sunday, November 24, 1963.  Two days before, on November 22, 

President John. F. Kennedy was assassinated while riding through Dealey Plaza in Dallas, TX.  

The very next day, on November 23, a young boy from a small church in rural Maine had 

wandered out onto the newly frozen pond behind his home, only to crack through that thin layer 

of ice that covered the pond and drown in the waters below.  The very next day, on Sunday, 

November 24, my father – a 23 year-old seminary student serving as a part-time Minister – 

stepped into the pulpit of that small rural church in Maine, in front of those who had experienced 

those two tragic losses in the previous 48 hours, to deliver a sermon about Thanksgiving. 

 

I think of that story, every year, because I am forever reminded that the spirit of Thanksgiving 

doesn’t always come quite as easily as we like to pretend.  The truth is that the holiday can be 

fraught with painful memories, deep sorrows, and very current angst and frustrations.  

Sometimes it is grief over a recent or lingering loss of a loved one.  Sometimes it is the sorrow of 

being reminded of the fractured relationships of family.  Sometimes it is job losses, or financial 

woes, or emotional pain, or chemical dependencies, or any of a thousand other things that well 

up within us and cloud that joyous spirit of Thanksgiving that envelopes the culture at the end of 

each November.  And that’s just in our personal lives.  When we broaden our perspectives and 

look at the mindless violence that streams onto our televisions in what seems to be an endless 

loop of despair, the chasms in our political culture that seem to define most every national 

conversation we hold, global warfare, poverty, hunger, and on and on…it can be that much 

harder to see the light for which we give thanks while dwelling in the depths of darkness.  The 

circumstances differ, the stories are unique, and some years are quite different than the next for 

each of us, but the simple truth is that, sometimes, for some of us, the spirit of Thanksgiving 

doesn’t always come quite as easily as we like to pretend.  Sometimes, it can be hard to see the 

light for which we give thanks while dwelling in the depths of the darkness.  But, even then, 

there remains one fundamental truth – one unbreakable promise – for which we are 

incomparably grateful.  Because, even then, God is still God – and, even when life’s struggles 

make it hard to find reasons to be thankful, I find myself even more thankful for that! 
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The story of Moses that we read, and sang, this morning – is one that that echoes so many truths 

of our relationship with God.  The back and forth, when you really look at it, is almost 

humorous.  Moses is out tending to the flocks and he catches a glimpse of that bush – it’s on fire, 

but it’s not burning away…it’s not being consumed by the flames…something is not right, here.  

He nervously tip-toes over to the flames and hears the voice of God.  “I’m calling you, Moses.  

You will set my people free!”  The endless equivocation and rebuttal is where I find the humor 

here.  We didn’t read all of it, we sang a bit more of it, but the story just keeps following this 

cycle of God’s persistence and Moses’ refusals. 

 

“Who am I to go out for you – no, not me!” 

“I will be with you, you will not go out alone!” 

 

“But, they’re going to ask me who sent me, and I don’t know what to say – so, no, not 

me!” 

“Tell them that the great I AM has sent you to deliver them!” 

 

“But, that’s not gonna work.  They aren’t going to believe me.  They’re never gonna buy 

it – no, not me!” 

“Throw your staff on the ground, put your hand in your cloak, pour some water 

onto the ground – these will be your signs!” 

 

“But, but, but…I don’t talk so good.  You really should find someone else – no, not me!” 

“I will give you Aaron to be your voice.  But, yes, you!” 

 

There are so many things about the story of Moses that can grab our attention, but as the singing 

of this piece by the choir came together with Thanksgiving worship this morning, all I could 

think about was the persistence of God.  Despite me – God is still God.  Despite us – God is still 

God.  Despite the wounds we create – God is still God! 

 

From the very inception of Moses’ journey to lead the Israelites out of oppression and slavery, 

we read the recurring narrative of God’s persistence in the face of our faltering humanity.   

• No matter how much Moses’ self-doubt and human reluctance pushed back against God’s 

call – God remained, God persisted, God was still God. 

• When the people of God had a sea before them and a pursuing army at their backs – God 

remained, God persisted, God was still God. 

• When the Israelites succumbed to their fears and despair, decrying Moses for leading 

them into the wilderness to die – God remained, God persisted, God was still God. 

• When Moses’ came down from the mountaintop carrying the Ten Commandments, only 

to find Aaron and the people creating gods of their own – God remained, God persisted, 

God was still God. 

• For decades of the Israelites wandering in the wilderness, ever increasing their angst and 

frustrations, ever doubting what was happening and where they were going – as a pillar 

of cloud by day and fire by night – God remained, God persisted, God was still God! 
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If there is any over-arching narrative that I read in the story of the Bible as a whole – it is the 

ceaseless, selfless, loving persistence of God.  From the beginning of creation to his death on the 

cross, God repeatedly and incessantly persisted in his presence in lives of his beloved children.   

• When they called – he answered.   

• When they wandered – he pursued.   

• When they faltered – he forgave.   

• When they doubted – he waited.   

• When they struggled – he strengthened.   

• When they sorrowed – he comforted.   

• When they worried – he calmed.   

• And, when they broke away from his love – he climbed upon the cross to mend that 

brokenness for then, for now, and forever! 

 

If there is any over-arching narrative that I read in the story of the Bible as a whole – it is the 

ceaseless, selfless, loving persistence of God – the same love that persisted in the call of 

Moses…that remained in the story of the Israelites…and that stands as the promise to which we 

cling in the face of life’s trials today.  In the end, if there is anything for which I am forever 

thankful, it is that. 

 

There’s a beloved line in Scripture, for many, that comes from the first letter to the 

Thessalonians.  “Rejoice always, pray without ceasing, give thanks in all circumstances; for this 

is the will of God in Christ Jesus for you.”  (I Thess. 5:18)  I think we can struggle, at times, with 

passages like those.  Words like ‘always’ and phrases such as ‘in all circumstances’ can be hard 

to swallow at times.  ‘Always?’  ‘In ALL circumstances?’  It’s easy to say, but in the moment, in 

the crisis, in the face of strife and sorrow, it can be that much harder to see the light for which we 

give thanks while dwelling in the depths of darkness.  But, even then, even in the depths of that 

darkness, if we allow ourselves to open our eyes, we are reminded that the light remains – 

because God remains, God persists, God is still God. 

 

While not on Thanksgiving Sunday, over the years I’ve had my own overwhelming Sunday 

mornings of preaching in the face of communal sorrow and despair.  September 11, the Sandy 

Hook school shooting, a church in Massachusetts in the wake of the marathon bombings where 

many knew runners who had been injured and killed, the list goes on…what I have found myself 

saying in one form or another every time, however, is that God is still God.  Despite the horrors 

humanity creates, despite the sorrows the natural world can thrust upon us, despite the strife that 

can darken our lives, despite our own reluctance, faltering and failures…God remains, God 

persists, God is still God.  And, no matter how deep the darkness gets, I remain forever, always, 

in ALL circumstances, thankful for that. 

 

Julie opened our service, this morning, with the Thanksgiving Proclamation of the NACCC.  

That proclamation concludes with these words… 

In the year of our God 2018 

We are a pilgrim people yet today. 

God still speaks to us today. 

God is still with us. 

Thanks be to God. 
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There is no doubt that the joyous spirit of Thanksgiving doesn’t always come as readily as we 

like to pretend.  When it doesn’t, however – even in the deepest pits of our darkness – God is still 

God.  I try every day to remember to be thankful for the countless, limitless, blessings that I 

know in God – and most days I am.  But, when the darkness clouds those blessings, I open my 

eyes and see that the light remains – even if it seems in the moment to be that of a flickering 

candle – the light remains – and I reminded that no matter what I may feel, experience, or know 

in this life, God is still God, and forever will be.  And thus, even then, I well up with a spirit of 

Thanksgiving that words could never express. 

 

 


