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“Summer School: The Importance of Recess” 

Text: Mark 6:30-34, 53-56 

 

Because of the busy schedule last week, I looked for a time when I could get away from the 

office for a bit this week.  It was as much for my own mental health as a need for a brief respite.  

On Wednesday I was able to clear my calendar for the afternoon.  There really wasn’t enough 

time to go for a long hike and with all the rain we have had, I wasn’t sure that would be 

advisable anyhow.  But I needed a little getaway. 

 

So I drove to nearby Anderson Falls.  The heavy rains made the falls a rushing torrent.  Even in 

the parking lot, I could feel the power of the water even before I saw it.  I walked to the 

observation area and just watched the water fall over the rocks.  Slowly, I felt the stress of the 

day seeping away and a spirit of calmness coming over me.  I then sat down beside the falls and 

just watched quietly for a good twenty minutes while thinking about what I was feeling inside. 

 

From a productivity standpoint, one might say that it was wasted time.  I didn’t write the letter 

that needed to go out, I didn’t work on the bulletin for next Sunday, I didn’t make any calls or 

return any emails.  From a time management standpoint, one might say that it was highly 

unproductive. 

 

But as I sat there by the water, I just reflected upon many things going through my mind.  I 

thought about my sadness at Kevin’s untimely death.  I thought about how fleeting life can be.  

Only three weeks ago we were in a planning retreat and Kevin was talking about a class he 

wanted to teach and the upcoming Fridays @ First.  I watched the water plummet over the rocks 

and thought about the many things in life over which we have little or no control.   

 

Although nothing was completed from my to-do list that day, the afternoon at Anderson Falls 

was very productive from an emotional and spiritual perspective.  Amid the grief, I was able to 

say thanks for the gift of that life.  I was able to process some of my own loss and grief.  And on 

a personal level, I was able to reflect upon my own mortality and how I would like to be 

remembered.   

 

The times of reflection are vital to our lives.  And yet we often fill our days with so many 

distractions that we never find the time or ability to slow down, pay attention and learn what 

each daily experience has to teach us.  You don’t have to go to Anderson Falls or sit by a 

waterfall.  You might find a quiet place in your home or outside in the yard.  You might turn off 

the tv and social media and just be still.  Your quiet place might be a garden or a walk around the 

block or writing in a journal.  There are many paths to that place of reflective learning, but we 

are often the ones to put up roadblocks to those opportunities. 



 

Jesus wanted to make sure his disciples had such an opportunity.  He understood the importance 

of such times.  Prior to today’s reading, Jesus sent his disciples out to share the good news.  They 

went out with just the shoes on their feet and the message in their hearts.  They went to nearby 

towns to share a message of God’s love. 

 

Unfortunately, there are no accounts of what they experienced in these journeys.  I suspect that 

there were some disappointments.  Jesus had prepared them for that possibility noting that if they 

were not received in a community, to simply move on to the next place.  They probably came 

back with stories of communities where their message was rejected. 

 

Likewise, some of the experiences would have been filled with joy, the kind of experiences that 

they couldn’t wait to share with others.  But, in order for that to happen, they needed the quiet 

space to reflect and share.  And that is where today’s reading comes into play. 

 

It may have been one of those moments where everyone was trying to speak at the same time.  

They were all excited to share.  So Jesus made the important statement, “Come away to a desert 

place all by yourselves and rest a while.”   Although the time to rest was an important 

component, I think the vital part of this statement was the need to have a quiet place where they 

could reflect.  They needed that space to ask themselves what was going on within themselves.  

What brought them joy?  What puzzled them?  What disappointed them?  And how did they 

manage these differing events?  The secluded place would not only be a place free from the 

outside distractions, but a place where they could go deep in the inner spiritual places to reflect 

upon the state of their souls. 

 

In the early years of Methodism, one of the important events that defined our denomination was 

small group gatherings called class meetings.  On the one hand the class meetings were a place 

where members could share devotions, pray together, reflect upon what God was doing in their 

lives.  But at some point in each meeting, each member would be asked, “How is it with your 

soul?”  It was a question you knew was coming.  But the awareness of that question led people to 

think about it throughout the week.  While working in the fields, while tending the homestead, 

while going about the everyday routines, people would reflect upon how things were with their 

soul because they knew that this question would be asked of them.  It created a focus that led 

people to think about that day after day. 

 

While that opportunity is there for us today, I suspect that many of us tend to allow distractions 

to keep us from such reflective moments.  I recently learned of a phenomenon called revenge 

sleep procrastination.  It refers to the mindless things we do later in the evening before retiring 

for bed.  The word revenge is there because it is considered a way of getting back at our highly 

regimented time.  We couldn’t find the time or didn’t make the time during our busy day, so 

when night comes, we get revenge on our schedules by staying up later than we intended.   

 

In some instances this might be the calming or comforting opportunity to read or knit or do 

similar event.  But it is more likely to be scrolling on social media or staying up late binge 

watching television.  In those instances, we look up to discover that it is now midnight, 1 or 2 



o’clock in the morning and we have to get up soon for the next day’s activities.  The sleep 

deprivation leads to fatigue, faulty decision making, stress, anxiety and a loss of focus.   

 

With so many possible roadblocks to caring for ourselves and finding the space to reflect upon 

our day, I think Jesus’ statement to the weary disciples is just as important today as it was then.  

“Come away with me to a desert place all by yourselves and rest a while.” 

 

Church can be that respite.  But amid the busy schedules of our lives, even attending church can 

be one of those things that we wonder if we really have time for it.  After all, there is company 

coming this afternoon and you need to clean the house or prepare the meal.  And you have those 

reports that are due or those errands that need to be done.  Or maybe this is the one day when you 

don’t have other commitments and could just sleep in or relax in the hammock.  When Jesus 

calls to us saying, “Come away with me to a desert place all by yourselves and rest a while” we 

understand the gifts that it offers, but we are also aware of all the reasons we might decline the 

offer.   

 

God calls us to gather together as a community of faith not only for the experience of shared 

worship, but to be a community of care and support for one another.  Could there be anything 

more pleasing to God than seeing us living, working, serving and playing in harmony?  Psalm 

133 begins with the words, “how very good and pleasant it is when kindred live together in 

unity.”  Our faithful gatherings are a delight to God.  But worship also provides the space where 

we can let go of some of the stress and anxiety for and discover new perspective and meaning.     

 

It reminds me of the old story about the man at the backdoor of the church who confessed to the 

pastor that he had come to church just to steal a hat.  He had lost his and figured he would sneak 

into the coatroom when no one was looking and steal someone’s hat.  But he had come on a 

Sunday when the pastor was preaching on the Ten Commandments.  So when he confessed this, 

the pastor asked, “Was it my statements in the sermon about ‘thou shalt not steal’ that caused 

you to change your mind?”  “No,” the man replied.  “When you got to the part about thou shalt 

not commit adultery, I remembered where I left my hat.” 

 

I hope that what we discover in worship together is of greater significance than where we left our 

hats.  But the truth remains, we need those quiet places to just be still and reflect upon what is 

going on in our lives.  I hope that you are finding this in more places than just the church 

services, but at least let this be a starting point.  Like anything important, sometimes we have to 

be intentional about making those times happen.  They are not likely to occur without our own 

commitment to reflection and stillness.  But the gifts such moments offer are immense. 

 

In her book, “An Altar in the World” Barbara Brown Taylor begins the first chapter by going for 

a long walk.  The journey was both a physical journey along a path, but also a spiritual journey 

into her own soul.  Even in that brief walk, she would have several important insights.  At one 

point, she sat down to look at the beauty of the creation and she remembered a Sunday School 

lesson from her childhood.  She recalled learning that the whole world is the House of God.  It 

brought to mind the realization that everywhere she went, she was standing on holy ground.   

 



In the peaceful setting, she also remembered that if God was everywhere, then God’s love was 

always with her.  At every moment, she was wrapped in the warmth of God’s steadfast love.  She 

didn’t have to walk into the woods or sit in a pew to experience that love…it was everywhere. 

 

Further reflection reminded her that as surely as God loved her, God loved all those around her.  

Each person she met was a beloved child of God.  She couldn’t live as if the world was full of 

disconnected people unrelated to her.  Each person was a part of her family and deserved respect 

and kindness.   

 

None of these insights was new to Taylor.  She had known them for years.  But sometimes we 

have to slow down, ease the pace of our lives, let go of the distractions and return to the 

important touchpoints of our lives.   

 

Jesus did this with his friends saying, “Come away with me to a desert place all by yourselves 

and rest a while.”  That can happen here.  It can happen anywhere.  It can happen as often as we 

make the time. 

 

You don’t have to make the 20-minute drive to Anderson Falls or go for a hike in the Hoosier 

National Forest.  There are lots of possibilities.  Turn off the tv and social media and sit quietly 

on your porch.  Or maybe go for a walk in the neighborhood.  If you are a bit daring, you might 

sit on the swings at the local park and feel the exhilaration you once knew as a child.  When it is 

dark, go outside and stare up into the night sky and admire the stars.  The possibilities are 

endless.  But so are the benefits.  Just be still with God.  Just listen to your heart.  Just pay 

attention to what is going on.  Be present in the mystery and see what gifts await. 


