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Camille Cook Murray     November 26th, 2017 
The Georgetown Presbyterian Church   Advent 1 
Gratefully Waiting      2 Corinthians 9:6-15  
Luke 17:11-19 
 
Over the eight weeks of my maternity leave I went to church five times.  Not too 
bad, all things considered!  I visited different churches in Georgetown to 
experience their services and have my own time to worship.  The services had 
different flavors but without exception they were all of high quality.  My 
experience of church hopping left me with one outstanding kernel of insight.  
What I learned, or perhaps relearned after over a decade of being a minister and 
not being a ‘normal’ pew sitter, is that church is really quite boring.  Going to 
church is boring – there, I said what every teenager in church across this country 
either said out loud to their parents this morning or at least thought and 
muttered under their breath.   
 
My first reaction to this profound insight was to think up ways when I returned to 
worship leadership to make my church decidedly NOT boring.  But after a few 
more ‘boring’ services under my belt I realized that being bored, or rather just not 
being entertained and stimulated in the ways we are used to, is utterly necessary.  
Boredom, or the dialing back from the usual pace and noise and stimulation of 
our lives is an essential ingredient to worship – at least to worship in our 
tradition.  Boredom begets stillness.  Stillness makes us uncomfortable and so we 
enter it reluctantly – our brains panic without the drug of constant data, news 
flow, and communication and so we make lists in our heads, or we analyze the 
people around us, or we plan out the week ahead on our bulletins.  But after we 
do all of that we are still only 15 minutes into this hour and unless we fake a 
coughing fit there is no way to escape.  And so we give up and we embrace the 
stillness and we actually start to think about our prayers, about our faith, about 
our lives.  Finally we enter into worship – we realize we are in God’s presence and 
these moments of stillness are precious.  We have cut off communication with 
others so that we might communicate with the divine, we have tuned out for one 
hour so that we might attune ourselves again with God.   
 
The boredom allows us to worship because it forces us to slow down enough in 
order to pray, to give thanks, to remember, to confess, and to commit ourselves 
again to God.  And so I cannot promise you new and exciting and flashy worship 
services going forward, although I had a few good ideas, but I can probably 
promise you exceptionally thoughtful and boring worship services week in and 
week out.  Maybe that should be our new tagline, ‘237 years of boring church 
services’, or ‘GPC offering you the one thing the world cannot provide – life 
giving boredom’, or ‘Georgetown Presbyterian Church boring your children so 
you don’t have to’. Okay, I will stop.  There is a point here; about what church 
does for us that is sometimes hard to do for ourselves, and it ties into our text 
today. 
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Luke tells us about ten lepers who had suffered the physical and social pain of 
this life threatening illness.  Lepers were regular folks going about their days and 
lives who were suddenly struck with the contagious disease that would destroy 
their limbs and cast them aside as those who were untouchable, immediately 
excluding them from their livelihoods and relationships.  When Jesus healed 
them, he did what no physician could manage to do, curing the disease and 
thereby restoring their lives.   
 
It was remarkable that Jesus healed these ten but the notable thing about this 
story was about the reaction of the ten lepers.  Luke writes, ‘Then one of them, 
when he saw that he was healed, turned back, praising God with a loud voice.  He 
prostrated himself at Jesus’ feet and thanked him.’  Only one of the ten paused 
for long enough to go back and give thanks.  The other nine, having received this 
remarkable blessing and life changing gift rushed off to busy themselves with 
their to-do lists, their career aspirations, and enjoy their restored health.  Yet 
there was one who found the time and the way to experience an even greater 
transformation – a physical and a spiritual healing.  The one who returned to 
Jesus to show his thanks, offer his praise, and bow before his master - it is said of 
this man that he ‘saw’ that he was healed.   
 
This is more than a visual sighting of his restored limbs, but he also ‘saw’ with 
insight that he had been blessed by Jesus with a new life, with new relationships, 
with new opportunities - with salvation in body, mind, and spirit.  He ‘saw’ that 
Jesus had blessed him and saved him and this insight led him to want to go back 
and worship and give thanks.  This insight led him to hear those famous words 
from Jesus, ‘Get up and go on your way; your faith has made you well.’  It is one 
thing to receive a physical blessing but it is a completely different thing to realize 
the deeper implications of our blessings.  For the ten lepers it was about more 
than restored health – it was a second chance at life.  Jesus offered them life 
when they were on their way to death and only one of the ten had the insight to 
realize it. 
 
In 2004, I had laser eye surgery and no longer had to wear glasses or contacts.  
This has been a huge blessing and I still enjoy nearly perfect vision.  After the 
surgery I would wake up in the morning and see the alarm clock without having 
to first find my glasses to read the numbers.  Every morning I would think ‘wow – 
I can see’!  For a year or more, this miracle never ceased to start my morning with 
a sense of amazement and gratitude.  Unfortunately, eventually I got used to it.  I 
stopped noticing that I could see clearly and instead of spending a few moments 
to relish this fact I started just hopping out of my bed and going about my day.   
 
I believe this is what happens to many of us with the blessings in our lives – at 
first they amaze us and then we get used to them.  For Christians, the blessings of 
our faith are things that should be the first thoughts of our days.  We should 
marvel at the fact that God loves us and has given us the blessing of another day.  
The fact that God came down to earth in a form we could recognize to teach us 
and love us and heal us. The fact that Christ has called us his friends and asked us 
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to follow in his ways. The fact that God has offered us the gifts of salvation and 
eternal life. These blessings should make us like that one grateful leper who 
bowed at Jesus’ feet and thanked him. 
 
In our lives there are times and seasons, which force us to our knees as we count 
our blessings and give thanks to God.  These times come in both seasons of great 
joy and great struggle.  My friend and colleague Blair Monie is a retired 
Presbyterian minister who served faithfully for many years at Preston Hollow 
Church in Dallas, Texas.  I serve with Blair as a trustee at Princeton Seminary and 
I can always count on him to help me craft a sermon, usually at the Yankee 
Doodle Tap Room with a martini in hand.  Sadly, this last year Blair has been 
diagnosed with pancreatic cancer.  He has shared his experience and insights 
with many of us through emails.  Last week he wrote the recent update on his 
health and the latest scans and treatment plans.  Blair concluded his note with a 
list of things he is thankful for this year, in particularly challenging time in his 
life.  Here’s the list: 
* The God who brought me into this world in the first place, and sticks with me. 
* My wife and best friend, Cyndy. 
* My daughters, grandsons, and extended family, who love me unconditionally. 
* Good friends who know that sometimes I feel like talking about cancer and 
sometimes I don't. 
* A church community and all who uphold us in prayer and love. 
* Times of worship that lift our hearts and spirits. 
* My doctors, with their generous gifts of time and expertise. 
* My infusion nurse, who is my surrogate Mom and guardian angel. 
* The mail carrier, who regularly delivers heartfelt and hopeful cards and letters 
from far and wide. 
* Others who have been diagnosed with similar illnesses, and the opportunity to 
support each other. 
* A warm and loving home, full of love and peace. 
* Books that carry my mind to all kinds of exciting places. 
* Quiet mornings and good coffee. 
* A life that's already amazingly long; not everyone gets to be so "full of days." 
* The gift of each day. 
 
In Blair’s season of illness, he is still finding ways to worship and ways to count 
his blessings.  Some of these blessings are the ordinary ones that could quite 
easily be forgotten and some of these blessings are those found only by walking 
through the valley of the shadow of death.  1 Thessalonians 5 says, “Rejoice 
always, pray without ceasing, give thanks in all circumstances; for this is the will 
of God in Christ Jesus for you.”  It is the will of God that we worship, that we give 
thanks, and that we find ways to give back.  That is why Luke included the story 
of the ten lepers, not simply for us to know of Christ’s greatness and power but 
also so that we learn the will of God.  It is the will of God that we behave like the 
one grateful leper, counting our blessings, giving thanks and praise to God. God’s 
love for us heals us and our faith in God and response to God makes us well.  
There is a blessing and an appropriate response to that blessing. 
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We begin today the season of Advent, a season of waiting and stillness.  In this 
season, we contemplate the holy mysteries of our faith and gratefully wait for the 
coming celebration of Christmas.  Over four weeks, through scripture and music 
and preaching we are drawn into the narrative of the waiting and anticipation, 
the proclamations of the prophets, the visits from the angels, the drama of the 
birth of the Christ child.  For four weeks, we try to sit in holy stillness so that we 
might refresh our eyes and attune our ears once more to God’s holy presence on 
the earth.  Without this season, it all might pass us by, we might get too used our 
life in Christ, we might get too complacent about our faith, we might cease to 
marvel at God’s ‘indescribable gifts’.  And so an annual Advent journey is 
necessary for our busy lives, our forgetful selves, and our weary souls.  The 
Advent season is a gift to kindle our faith and spark our gratitude.    
 
It is my hope that in this holy season of Advent, with the help of a few boring 
church services, you will find the stillness and the space to count your blessings 
and praise the ‘God from whom all blessings flow.’  Then when Advent is finished 
and the Christmas Eve candles have been extinguished, we may we begin the new 
year with renewed insight and with Jesus’ own benediction upon on, ‘Get up and 
go on your way; your faith has made you well.’  
 
Thanks be to God.   Amen. 
 
 


