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There was an interesting little hurdle that we encountered, in the life of the church, leading up to 

Holy Week last month.  There are a couple of events – namely hosting the Maundy Thursday 

supper and the musicians’ breakfast between services on Easter Sunday – that fall to our Board 

of Deacons.  The challenge coming into this year, however, was that we hadn’t done either of 

those things in three years, and given our three-year rotation of board members, there was not a 

single current Deacon who had any experience in leading any of our Holy Week events.  So, 

there was a bit of new learning that had to take place to pull those things off this year – a job, I 

will say, they did with tremendous faith and great success. 

 

Coming into this morning, however, we ran into that same hiccup again.  In just a short while, 

we’re going to do something that we haven’t done in exactly 26 months.  March 1, 2020, was the 

last time we passed the plates for communion in this room.  It will be a little different, as the 

bread is separated into cups to avoid any concerns people might have over pulling pieces off of a 

shared pile, but I’m confident that I’m not the only one looking forward to moving past the 

‘communion by creamer cup’ that we’ve experienced over the past two years.  The challenge, of 

course, was that we have a board full of Deacons with little to no experience in how we do 

communion in the church.   

 

So, this past Sunday, after the congregational meeting, we had a short training session.  Nothing 

major – just a few minutes to go over it.  But, as we concluded our time together, the question 

arose as to what they should wear, and I was immediately reminded of a conversation with a 

Deacon of the church I was serving in Michigan about 15 years ago.  We had shared communion 

in the church that morning, and this individual approached me after worship, appalled by the fact 

that one of the people serving communion had worn jeans while doing so.  Now, different people 

in this room will have different perspectives on that prospect, but my answer to that Deacon was 

really just another question, “Are we going to care what people are wearing?”  I asked.  “Or are 

we simply going to be glad that they’re here?” 

 

The reminder of that conversation, however, got me thinking.  I sometimes wonder when and 

how we will finally reach that point of truly understanding that we are all broken, that we all fall 

short, that none of us measure up, and that despite all of that, we are all still loved! 
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It was just a couple weeks ago that I was in another conversation that circled around to the topic 

of communion.  The conversation engaged the question of varied approaches that churches have 

to the invitation to communion.  The comment I made to that individual, then, was that I 

genuinely believe that some of the most important words that I ever share in my role in this 

church are those words that we speak at the tale end of our invitation to communion every 

month.  The initial words and phrases of the invitation will vary along with nature of the day, but 

the final paragraph never changes.  In world enveloped in a constant sense of divisiveness, 

certitude, and judgment of the ‘other,’ there is little more important that we put out into the 

world than the final words of our invitation to communion each month.  “This is not our table,” 

we say, “it is the Lord’s table.  And, all are welcome who come seeking his grace and love; 

members of this church, of other churches, or of no church at all!” 

 

Still, I sometimes wonder when and how we will finally reach that point of truly understanding 

that we are all broken, that we all fall short, that none of us measure up, and that despite all of 

that, we are all still loved! 

 

As some of you know, our thematic focus has shifted, since Easter, away from God’s entry into 

the brokenness in our lives and towards the manner in which we become repairers of the breach 

– those who seek to become a part of healing the brokenness around us.  Each week, we are 

tackling one of the categories of brokenness that came from the prayers that were submitted 

coming into the season.  Last week, Julie spoke of our work as individuals, and as a church, in 

healing brokenness in physical health and wellness, and today, I was tasked with the topic of 

how we enter into healing the brokenness of mental health and wellbeing that surrounds us.  

And, I’ll be honest, I wandered a bit listless on that question for a while. 

 

There is simply no avoiding the reality that there is a desperate and ever-growing need for 

healing in the mental health and wellbeing of so much of our society. 

• The World Health Organization published a report, about a year ago, saying that anxiety 

and depression had risen some 25%, worldwide, in the first year of the pandemic. 

• Boston College posted some stats about the United States, in particular, suggesting that 

anxiety was up 50%, and depression up 44%, in our adult population during the 

pandemic. 

• That same study highlighted that those numbers spiked in younger populations, claiming 

that it was a 65% rise in anxiety for those age 18-29, and a 61% rise in depression in that 

same group. 

• John’s Hopkins published that we’ve reached the point at which 1 in 4 adults in our 

county are dealing with a chronic issue with mental health. 

• And, the National Institute for Mental Health now suggests that 50%, 1 in 2, of all 

adolescents in the United States are battling some form of ongoing mental illness. 

 

Do you know that a teenager dealing with mental illness can, in many cases, spend upwards of a 

year on waiting lists before they can get into to see the proper medical professionals who are 

equipped to help arrange the medications that they might need? 

 

So, yes, I wandered a bit listless on that question for a while.  I am painfully aware of the 

challenges that exist in the epidemic that is mental illness right now – and one could talk about 
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the causes, the treatments, the systems, and everything else that is involved from one end of the 

equation to the other.  And sure, I have my thoughts on some of that – and I am also painfully 

aware that it will take many people much, much, much smarter than I to actually try to make a 

dent in the challenges that we face.  As a preacher, however – as one who seeks to bring the lens 

of faith and Scripture to the question – my mind went back to that conversation about wearing 

jeans in church, to those words that we share coming into communion each month, and to that 

question that’s been ringing in my heart and mind all week. 

 

I sometimes wonder when and how we will finally reach that point of truly understanding that 

we are all broken, that we all fall short, that none of us measure up, and that despite all of that, 

we are all still loved! 

 

Consider our story from John’s Gospel.  That image of Jesus kneeling on the ground, writing on 

the sandy floors of the temple courts, is one that has always etched itself in my mind.  That 

crowd was so ready to pounce on that woman who’d been caught in adultery.  ‘How dare she!’  

They proclaimed.  Disgusted with her faithless behavior they were ready to punish.  Jesus, so 

calmly and unobtrusively, turns the question around.  ‘If you truly have no sin – go right ahead!’  

One by one, reminded of their own sinfulness, the people wander off, until the woman is left 

there standing alone with Jesus, unharmed.  The story that Jesus tells of the Pharisee and the tax 

collector reveals a similar principle.  There is one so sure of his righteousness and the other so 

sure of his shortcomings – and it is the latter, Jesus proclaims, who was justified before God. 

 

Now, both of these stories, of course, are focused on the brokenness of sin – the faults in the 

behaviors and pride of these individuals.  But, what I want to suggest is that they reflect, so 

clearly, an overarching theme of the ministry and message of Jesus that is all too often 

overlooked.  Yes, Jesus healed.  Yes, Jesus taught and preached of what it means to live in faith.  

Yes, Jesus showed us what it is to have compassion, to serve others, and to give of oneself for 

the sake of another.  But, amidst all of that, one of the constant themes that emerged in his 

ministry was the fact that Jesus worked ceaselessly to normalize our brokenness.  From sitting 

with prostitutes and eating with sinners, to engaging the ill and inviting those whom society had 

cast aside, Jesus repeatedly sought to help us understand that we are all broken, that we all far 

short, that none of us measure up, and that despite all of that, we are all still loved! 

 

The more I allowed my mind to spin around in the face of the overwhelming challenge that is 

mental illness in our society – the more I thought about social media, and pressures to succeed, 

and gaps in our medical system, and… and… and…  The more I allowed my mind to be sucked 

into the black whole that is this seemingly insurmountable challenge, the more my heart settled 

on the fact that for us… for the Church… for the people of God and the message of faith… it 

starts there. 

• It starts with dispensing of the notion that anyone ever needs to measure up to some false 

standard that our society has created – because none of us actually do! 

• It starts with moving past this concept that we need to keep up appearances and not allow 

others to know of the brokenness within – because we’re all broken within! 

• It starts with us hearing, proclaiming, and embodying the message of Jesus that sought to 

normalize our brokenness, erase the stigma, and invite us to share our weakness in the 

sure and confident knowledge that they have their weakness to. 
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There is so much to be said about the challenge and possibilities that surround the mental health 

crisis in our society – and one thing of which I’m certain is that that I’m not smart enough to see 

what the truly meaningful answers are in our government, schools, medical systems and more.  

What I do see, however, is that in the church, it starts with hearing the message of Jesus that 

normalizes our brokenness, and invites us to share in our weakness, because we can trust in the 

Gospel promise that we are all broken, that we all fall short, that none of us measure up, and yet 

still, despite all of that, we are all loved! 
  

 

 

 


