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Give It a Rest! 

Reading from the Old Testament:  Proverbs 2:6-11 

Reading from the New Testament:  Matthew 11:16-19, 25-30 

I enjoy live theater, just as long as I don't have to get too close to 

the action, which is to say I get a little uncomfortable around street 

theater, particularly the kind that delights in drawing the unsuspecting 

person or the innocent passerby into the drama; which is to say, Mr. 

Pantomime, get thee out of my face, you're invading my space. Take 

your drama to some other mama and leave me out of it. 

At some level, though, I do feel for the street performer, busker, or 

theater troupe. You have to give them credit, out there just trying to 

make a living without the advantage of ticket sales, agents, grants, or 

publicity. All they have is a license and a bucket and a dream of an 

audience. They don't only have to get you to notice them, they have to 

capture your attention and keep your interest long enough for you to 

feel obligated to put a buck in the bucket. So, I guess, Mr. Pantomime, I 

can appreciate the challenge of your craft, but I'll watch from a 

distance, thank you, i.e. not in my face, please! You have to feel for the 

street performers. If you don't collect an audience, you're just a guy out 

there with bizarre clothes and paint on his face. 
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Jesus seemed to understand the street performer's plight. "But to 

what will I compare this generation? It is like children sitting in the 

marketplaces and calling to one another, 'We played the flute for you, 

and you did not dance.'" I wonder if Jesus said this with the slightest 

hint of frustration, given the timing of when he said it? Over the past 

few weeks, we've been looking at what the scholars refer to as one of the 

great discourses in Matthew's gospel. In the previous chapter, Jesus has 

been prepping his disciples for a mission. He's providing them with job 

descriptions; area assignments; tips for the road; advice about 

opposition, threats, and danger signs. He tells them how to look for 

signs of hospitality, and he wishes them well, assuring them that as 

they go, they go in his name. Oh, and you don't want to miss the bullet 

points on those job descriptions: cure the sick, raise the dead, cleanse 

the lepers, and cast out demons. Whoa! I might be asking for a transfer 

to logistics. Yet, out they go. 

Following this orientation and training session, and before our 

text for today, Matthew tells us about a communique from John the 

Baptist, who is in prison, to Jesus, who is still in Galilee. And since they 

didn't even have landlines in the Transjordan, John sent his message, 
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specifically a question, via his own disciples. "Are you the one who is to 

come, or shall we wait for another?" It's actually an understandable 

question. I mean, John had laid it on pretty thick when he emceed 

Jesus' debut party. Do you remember? "I baptize you with water for 

repentance, but one who is more powerful than I is coming after me; I 

am not worthy to carry his sandals." With big expectations, John had 

built Jesus up, but John certainly is not riding a wave of Jesusmania, 

and things are not looking well for him down in cell block A. I'd have my 

doubts, too.  

Jesus' response is intriguing in the way it lines up with the very 

job description Jesus had just given his disciples as he sent them out. 

"Go and tell John what you hear and see: the blind receive their sight, 

the lame walk, the lepers are cleansed, the deaf hear, the dead are 

raised, and the poor have good news brought to them. And blessed is 

anyone who takes no offense at me." 

Jesus is accomplishing the very things he has sent the disciples 

out to do, and maybe John can take comfort in that. Yet, hearing John's 

apprehension and sensing the tension of rising disapproval from the 

establishment, you wonder if there might have been a little tabasco 
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sauce in Jesus reaction to what the latest Gallup poll was indicating. 

"But to what will I compare this generation? It is like children sitting in 

the marketplaces and calling to one another, 'We played the flute for 

you, and you did not dance; we wailed, and you did not mourn.' For 

John came neither eating nor drinking, and they say, 'He has a demon'; 

the Son of Man came eating and drinking, and they say, 'Look, a glutton 

and a drunkard, a friend of tax collectors and sinners!' Yet wisdom is 

vindicated by her deeds." 

Have you ever had to make a presentation before a seemingly 

disinterested, if not skeptical crowd? Awkward! New, alien, or difficult 

ideas are met with scowls, harrumphs, and arms-crossed defiance; 

volunteers are not forthcoming; sleepy bobbleheads are multiplying - 

not that I've ever seen that from the vantage point of the pulpit. 

The vulnerability of an invitation is that it may not be accepted, 

be it an invitation to listen, an invitation to participate, or an invitation 

to love. Do you remember the classic scene from Seinfeld when George 

confesses to Jerry and Elaine about his urge to tell a woman he is 

dating that he loves her? Jerry says, "Well ... that's a big move Georgie 
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Boy. Are you confident in the I love you return? Cause if you don't get 

that return, that's a pretty big matzo ball hanging out there." 

"To what will I compare this generation? It is like children sitting 

in the marketplaces and calling to one another, 'We played the flute for 

you, and you did not dance; we wailed, and you did not mourn." 

This is the author of salvation, the Word made flesh, the 

embodiment of the Creator come to personally be in relationship with 

you; a rescuer come to resuscitate you from the doldrums of a 

disenchanted life, tied to a template you thought you wanted because 

everybody told you so; a savior come to free you from heavy burdensome 

masks you feel compelled to wear, masks that hide your desperation, 

masks behind which you weep.  

"We played the flute for you, and you did not dance; we wailed, 

and you did not mourn." Invitations are rejected, dismissed, or lost for 

any number of reasons. Sometimes, we're so self-involved that we don't 

notice. Sometimes, we're so lost, it is like we've wandered into a foreign 

land where the road signs are unintelligible. Sometimes, we prefer 

misery over company.  
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And sometimes, we're just too proud. Fleming Rutledge said, 

“Whenever we are sure that we are among the righteous, we 

immediately find ourselves among the arrogant.” And it was Flannery 

O'Connor who said, “To know oneself is, above all, to know what one 

lacks. It is to measure oneself against Truth, and not the other way 

around. The first product of self-knowledge is humility . . .” If you feel 

you already have all the answers, you've probably forgotten how to ask 

the questions and will only get defensive when a better answer comes 

along. 

When John the Baptist gave a preview of God's kingdom, they 

dismissed him as a crank, saw him as some crazy, ascetic hermit. And 

when Jesus, the Son of God came along? They judged him to be a drunk, 

a ne'er-do-well. That takes some kind of arrogance. I mean look at 

Jesus' quarterly report. "Go and tell John what you hear and see: the 

blind receive their sight, the lame walk, the lepers are cleansed, the 

deaf hear, the dead are raised, and the poor have good news brought to 

them." Yeah, what a loser! I mean, come on!  You'd need a Hindenburg 

sized ego to scoff at that resume. "Yet," as Jesus said, "wisdom is 

vindicated by her deeds." 
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If Jesus is frustrated here, it lasts but a moment, for by the end of 

the chapter, the invitation is offered again with a poignancy that is 

compelling. "Come to me, all you that are weary and are carrying heavy 

burdens, and I will give you rest. Take my yoke upon you, and learn 

from me; for I am gentle and humble in heart, and you will find rest for 

your souls." 

Rest. Such promise rises to the worth of the great grammatically 

tortured colloquialism, "I could sure use me some of that!" Aren't you 

tired, folks? An H.G. Wells character states what many of us feel far too 

often. “You cannot imagine the craving for rest that I feel—a hunger 

and thirst ... my mind has been a whirlpool, swift, unprogressive and 

incessant, a torrent of thoughts leading nowhere, spinning round swift 

and steady”   

Aren't you tired? Don't your eyes hurt from this world newly 

constrained to a twelve-inch screen and a keyboard? Aren't you wearied 

by the incessant drone of inflamed opinion, pushing you right or left? 

Weary from wondering whether there will ever be any peace talks in 

this choleric unabated culture war? Isn't your spirit drained by the 

compulsion to be the last word, the need to always be right, at least 
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more right than anyone else in the room? Aren't you tired of the urge to 

always be in control?  

Wherever children play, the alphas are there, barking orders, 

assigning roles, writing rules, choosing sides. Have you noticed the 

interplay of the alphas? Resistance is met with volume. It just gets 

louder and louder. My youngest son is pursuing a calling in 

peacemaking. It's no surprise. As a young child coming home from a 

playdate or a party, when we asked Seth how it went, I remember him 

sighing and saying, "It was loud." I feel ya, Seth! Too many generals in 

the platoon. It's sooo tiresome.  

Detente. Peacemaking. It's a worthy calling isn't it, to be the 

reasonable one in a room of egos? How did Paul phrase it? "Do not claim 

to be wiser than you are. Do not repay anyone evil for evil, but take 

thought for what is noble in the sight of all. If it is possible, so far as it 

depends on you, live peaceably with all." Nobility begins with humility. 

Life is so much more than just you. So, to live by your strength and will 

and agenda alone is not only foolish, it is exhausting. 



 

 

9 

9 

"Come to me, all you that are weary and are carrying heavy 

burdens, and I will give you rest. Take my yoke upon you, and learn 

from me; for I am gentle and humble in heart, and you will find rest for 

your souls."  

You don't have to know it all, be it all, have it all, control it all. 

Jesus is saying, Listen, come here, let's focus on you being the you I 

created you to be. And hey, I'm here with you and I'm not leaving, so 

together, we'll figure this out. In Christ you can tell the world, I won't 

exhaust myself proving to you who I am. I know who I am. I am Christ's, 

and the two of us will find a way through this world, joining the other 

travelers to make a contribution to the common good, and surely, 

together, we'll find some laughter and joy along the way. And hey, he 

wants to know if you'd like to come along, too? Paul said, "If anyone is in 

Christ, there is a new creation: everything old has passed away; see, 

everything has become new!"  

Give it a rest. Discover a life. Amen. 

      

  


