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This week’s sermon title, Resistance to Anxiety, caused me to search 
“anxiety” on Google. The search returned pages and pages of articles 
on anxiety disorder, various medications prescribed for anxiety, 
homeopathic remedies for anxiety, how to help our loved ones who 
suffer with anxiety, how to help ourselves if we are feeling anxious, and 
much more. This quick search affirmed what I already knew…many, 
many people struggle with anxiety. I was overwhelmed as I looked at it 
all. My response to “overwhelmed with a Google search” is usually to 
click on images, so that’s what I did. Here are a few of the images I 
found. 
 
Show images 
 
Most of us know what it’s like to feel anxious, so maybe one or more of 
these images resonates with you. I was talking with someone this week 
who told me that she has anxiety over something bad happening to her 
husband. She said she sits at home sometimes and thinks about all of 
the awful things that could possibly happen to him. She makes stuff up 
in her mind and worries about it. After hearing her story, I saw a 
cartoon this week and it reminded me of her. It said, “I’m not anxious. I 
am just extremely well educated about all the things that could go 
catastrophically wrong.” 
 
I have friends who describe themselves as very anxious people. A 
couple of them have talked with me about ways they have found to 
help themselves in times of high anxiety. One of my friends has a 
weighted blanket. Have you seen these? According to one expert, these 
blankets work by providing input to the deep pressure touch receptors 



throughout the body. Deep pressure touch helps the body relax. Like a 
firm hug, weighted blankets help people feel secure and safe. I have 
another friend who sells scented oil. She told me once that studies have 
shown that certain smells have a calming effect on people who are 
experiencing anxiety. There are other people for whom counseling and 
support groups have been helpful in teaching them to manage their 
anxiety. And certainly, medications are can be prescribed is necessary.  
 
All of these treatments can be helpful and I encourage you, if anxiety is 
negatively affecting your life and relationships, please seek help. The 
truth is, anxiety affects each of us, and our ability to relate well to one 
another. Not all of us would identify ourselves as anxious people, but 
anxiety, whether we are conscious of it or not, drives our behavior and 
our attitudes. It’s useful, I think, to look at alternatives to our culture of 
anxiety. 
 
We continue our look at Walter Brueggemann’s book, Sabbath as 
Resistance, specifically today, Sabbath as resistance to anxiety. Last 
week, in the sermon, I pointed out that the Sabbath commandment is 
the only commandment that includes God, our neighbors and 
ourselves. The first three commandments deal with our relationship 
with God only and the last six commandments deal with our 
relationships with other people only. It is these last six, that deal with 
relating to others,  I want to focus on today. Our scripture begins with 
the Sabbath commandment. 
 
 8 Remember the sabbath day, and keep it holy. 9 Six days you shall labor 
and do all your work. 10 But the seventh day is a sabbath to 
the LORD your God; you shall not do any work—you, your son or your 
daughter, your male or female slave, your livestock, or the alien 
resident in your towns. 11 For in six days the LORD made heaven and 
earth, the sea, and all that is in them, but rested the seventh day; 
therefore the LORD blessed the sabbath day and consecrated it. 



12 Honor your father and your mother, so that your days may be long in 
the land that the LORD your God is giving you. 

13 You shall not murder. 

14 You shall not commit adultery. 

15 You shall not steal. 

16 You shall not bear false witness against your neighbor. 

17 You shall not covet your neighbor’s house; you shall not covet your 
neighbor’s wife, or male or female slave, or ox, or donkey, or anything 
that belongs to your neighbor. 
 
Sabbath seems strange to us…mostly because we ignore it. We talk 
about the ten commandments as if we see them as directive in our 
lives, don’t we? “You shall not murder.” Got it. You shall not commit 
adultery or steal. Got it. You shall not lie. Got it. You shall not desire 
what other people have. Ok…sort of…I really want a pontoon boat, but 
yes, I get it. If we spend time wanting other people’s stuff, we can’t 
fully appreciate what we have. So, got it.  
But this Sabbath commandment. We don’t even try. Our response to 
the possibility of reserving a full day of the week for turning our whole 
attention toward God is, “Uummm. No. It’s not practical.” We think, 
“I’ll go to church, but I’ve got other stuff to do on Sunday afternoons. 
This is one rule I am just not going to follow.” 
And that’s the problem, we see Sabbath-keeping as a restrictive 
practice when in reality, Walter Brueggemann, says, Sabbath-keeping is 
a way of identifying ourselves as counter to this culture that forces 
human beings into inhumane cycles of constant production and 
worship of things, rather than God.  
 
In this cycle, we find ourselves in a situation which has some parallels to 
the Israelite’s experience at Mt. Sinai. They had escaped Pharaoh’s 
mandate of constant production and now were ready to commit to God 
whose activity had freed them from Egypt. In fact, even before they 
knew specifically what would be asked of them, they said, “Sign us up.” 



And if you think about it, to the ears of people who could remember 
what life with Pharaoh was like, the ten commandments would sound 
like a breeze. 
After all, Pharaoh’s demands were insatiable. Pharaoh’s economic 
system was “trickle-down economics” on steroids. Pharaoh was forever 
anxious about keeping the people in line and making sure they were 
productive in his interests. So, when God spoke to them and said, “I am 
the Lord your God, who brought you out of the land of Egypt, out of the 
house of slavery…,” the people would have recalled their lives in 
Pharaoh’s anxiety ridden system. 
 
The things God asked of them may have sounded similar to Pharaoh’s 
demands at first…love me only, God said. Don’t worship things, worship 
me, God said. Don’t use my name, except to address me, God said.  
But then, came the Sabbath commandment…rest. What? They must 
have thought they weren’t hearing it right. Stop production? This is 
new. This is different.  
 
I was reminded this week that when Christopher and Andrew still lived 
at home, I used to love to surprise them by interrupting them when 
they were working on homework or doing other things they didn’t like 
to do, like mowing the yard. I enjoyed interrupting them to do fun 
things. Like, you can mow later, let’s go get ice cream. Or, can you do 
your homework later? Let’s go jump on the trampoline. I’m grateful 
that somewhere deep in my sometimes very driven psyche, I always 
knew that taking time to be together was more important than our 
yard being perfect or any one homework assignment. 
 
I kind of think God had the same idea…Hey, people of Israel…work 
later…go lay down on the hammock, look at the gorgeous horizon. Just 
being with me and with each other is important too. This God was 
different than Pharaoh. So different, that the last six commandments 
don’t mention God at all. Be good to other people, God said.  



God caused the people to stop production, stop their anxiety ridden 
work, and stop their constant consumption because, in Brueggemann’s 
words, this way of being, “…reduces everyone else to threat or 
competitor.” This planned work stoppage dials back the anxiety so 
God’s people can look beyond themselves and see other people not as 
problems, but as neighbors. For people who had lived under Pharaoh’s 
rule, this must have been remarkable. Brueggemann writes, “The odd 
insistence of the God of Sinai is to counter anxious productivity with 
committed neighborliness. The latter practice does not produce so 
much; but it creates an environment of security and respect and dignity 
that redefines the human project.” 
 

  
So, yes, we find ourselves in a place similar to the Israelites at Mt. 
Sinai…faced with the opportunity to sign on to a counter cultural way of 
being which resists and contradicts the system of anxiety we live in, in 
favor of a system of rest which values our neighbors and connects us 
with the Holy.  
 
What might that look like?  
 
Maybe it looks like the table here in the center of this worship space. 
You will note that the items we placed on the table last week, as we 
began Lent, are still on the table…the ashes, the purple cloth on the 
cross, the Bible, the rocks, and the candle. We are using these things as 
symbols of our Lenten journey. What’s new is the display hanging 
above the table. Quite frankly, it doesn’t seem to go with the items on 
the table or with the somber feel we normally associate with Lent. 
 
We put the colored ribbons and colored lights up Tuesday night in 
anticipation of welcoming the people who would participate in the 
Community Candlelight Vigil our church co-hosted with the good 
people who are part of PFLAG here in Bartlesville. We came together as 



a result of an early Monday morning act of vandalism. Between 
midnight and 1 am, someone shot 13 times at the Oklahoma Equality 
Center in Tulsa. Thankfully, nobody was hurt and broken windows can 
be replaced.  
 
We don’t know exactly why the person did this. We can guess though. 
There are people who feel afraid or angry about the work of the 
Equality Center. You see, the Equality Center is working to secure equal 
rights for members of the LGBTQ community. They are working to be 
sure landlords can’t refuse to rent to people in this minority group, to 
be sure business owners can’t refuse service to anyone based on their 
gender identity or sexual orientation , and to be sure all of the rights 
that protect other minority communities apply equally to people who 
are lesbian, gay, bisexual or transgender.  
 
In fact, the same laws that would make vandalism of a mosque or 
temple a hate crime do not apply to the Equality Center even though 
the center serves a minority group.  You can imagine that the people 
who use the Equality Center’s services and the people who volunteer 
there would find this vandalism very unsettling. How would we feel if 
we came to church one Sunday morning and found that someone had 
shot at our building? I can imagine we would feel fear and anger and 
profound sadness. 
 
Those are the thoughts I was having when I invited PFLAG to join us in 
hosting the candlelight vigil. I wanted the LGBTQ community in 
Bartlesville and Tulsa to know that they are not alone and I wanted to 
offer a place to gather to be together, a place of safety where everyone 
was welcome. It was a good experience. The people who attended 
were from this church, other churches, and no church at all. They were 
members of the LGBTQ community here and in Tulsa. They were 
friends and family. When we left, we felt a little more courageous and a 
little more hopeful. 



 
After the vigil, I was asked about taking the ribbons and lights above 
the communion table down. At first, I said yes. Let’s take them 
down…they don’t go with our Lenten theme. And then I thought…yes 
they do. They, too, are symbols of this journey. They remind us that 
Wednesday night, instead of racing home to do the next thing, some of 
our choir members stayed to welcome our neighbors. Instead of getting 
on with their homework, members of our youth group held candles to 
support our neighbors.  
 
All of the people who were here had other places to be, and other 
things to do and produce. But they chose to be here, together, listening 
to our neighbors who were personally affected by this vandalism. We  
prayed, held candles, sang Lean on Me, and found joy in simply being 
together. After the vigil, many of the people didn’t rush off, they 
lingered. There was coffee, tea, and food. And there was laughter. And 
there was rest. We rested in the safety of one another’s presence and 
in the hope that one day we will gather, not for comfort after a 
negative experience, but in celebration that finally all people have 
equal rights and injustice is no more. Wednesday night, we chose God’s 
system of rest over Pharaoh’s system of anxiety. Every time, whether 
on Sunday or not, we choose just being together over production, 
Sabbath wins. Every time we choose cooperation over competition, 
Sabbath wins. And every time we choose neighborliness over the 
anxiety of scarcity, God’s way wins.  
 
It is no accident that this table is at the center of our worship space. 
You know it is there because it is the center of what we believe. This 
table reminds us of our worth, our great value to God. It reminds us 
that there is a place in this world where we don’t have to produce. 
There is no reason to be anxious because at the table there is enough 
for everybody. The table embodies God’s care and concern for each of 
us. In the Sermon on the Mount, attributed to Jesus, he said, “Do not 



worry about your life, what you will eat or what you will drink…look at 
the birds of the air; they neither sow nor reap nor gather into barns and 
yet God feeds them…” And if we think about his life and ministry, we 
can see that he lived these words. How many stories have we read 
about Jesus sitting at a table, eating with friends, eating with people 
nobody else wanted to eat with.? At the table, we are together, we 
welcome our neighbors, we are equal, and there is enough. At the 
table, we can rest. For Jesus, faithful Sabbath observance flowed out of 
his own relationship with God, and fed his relationships with other 
people. And engaging in Sabbath can have the same effect on us and 
our relationships as well. 
 
This week, maybe even today, choose to rest. You don’t have to rest 
alone, unless that’s how you rest. Instead of making rest the thing you 
do when everything else is done, schedule it and make it a priority. 
Let’s ease into this. This is your homework. On your calendar, block out 
4 hours and label it Sabbath. Protect that time. Let me know how it 
goes. My prayer for all of us is that we experience the restfulness of our 
place at this table in our lives this day and every day. Amen. 


