
�1

Allen Pruitt

There is enough…

We don’t always feel that way;
we don’t always act that way,

but it’s the truth.

Time and again,
God has promised us

that there is enough.

We worry that there won’t be enough money;
we worry that there won’t be enough time;
we worry that there won’t be enough love.

But time and again,
God has promised us

that there is enough,
enough of everything.

Time does seem to be our most limited resource;
each day passing means nearly 100,000 seconds ticking by,

never to come around again.
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When I was little,
I would sit down in the summer,

during the heat of the day after lunch,
and watch TV with my momma.

I can still hear that man’s voice,
“Like sands through the hourglass,

so are the Days of Our Lives.”

It never seems like there is enough time.

But on the seventh day
God rested from all the labor he had done.

And so I think that there’s enough time.

We are too busy
and we are over-scheduled,

but there is enough time
for what really matters.

I spend most every Sunday talking about love
and whether we can really believe that God loves us,

whether we can really believe
that we ought to love ourselves

and then by some miracle
move on to loving our neighbors too.
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Take a look sometime
at that long list of Jesus’ ancestors

at the beginning of Matthew’s gospel.

Right there at the beginning,
we see that Jesus is the son of David.

“David
the father of Solomon

by the wife of Uriah.”

That’s our Old Testament story today,
and it’s not a good story.

David piles sin upon sin.
Lust,
rape,
adultery,
treason,
murder.

And this is the ancestor of “Jesus the Messiah,
the son of David,
the son of Abraham.”

There’s plenty more proof all through the book,
but that one story is proof enough for me;

proof that there is enough love,
that whatever sins we pile up,

God has got enough mercy,
enough forgiveness,
enough love

to make good on all the death we find.
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We are sure
that there isn’t enough time

and we wonder
if there will ever be enough love,

but I don’t even wanna talk about money.

We never think there’s enough money.
There’s the old joke

about the preacher standing up in front of his congregation,
telling them all about some big thing that needs to happen,

and everybody knows it’ll cost a bundle.

He takes a deep breat
and says, “But don’t worry,

there’s plenty of money to make all this happen,
and it’s sitting in our pockets right now.”

As far as Jesus could see,
money was all that was holding most people back.

The Pharisees made sure their offerings jingled the loudest
on their way into the plate;

that righteous young man just had to sell all that he had,
give it to the poor,

and then he could follow Jesus;

the rich man was about as likely to get into heaven
as a camel was

to thread the eye of a needle.
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Jesus never stopped talking about money,
and we are loathe to even start talking about it.

But in my experience,
Jesus has always been right about money.

If we are as generous with the world
as God has been with us,

then we’ll walk around as light as a feather.

If we put our minds and our hearts toward what God is calling us to do,
the money to make it happen shows up sooner or later.

Money is a burden,
and so it’s no wonder that Jesus talked so much about it.

Fear of not having enough,
fear that what we’ll have will go up in a flash,

money is the cause of much our fear.

And if there’s anywhere that Jesus chooses to be,
it’s right in the middle of our fears.
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Today the disciples are worried about all kinds of things,
time and money chief among them.

There’s no time to send this crowd home,
and there’s not enough money to feed them,

not even a snack.

And there’s Jesus,
right in the middle of it all.

There’s Jesus
reminding them that there is enough.

There’s enough time to get them fed,
because they don’t have to go anywhere;

there’s enough money,
because they’ve already got everything they need,

right there on that hillside.

All it takes is a miracle;

all it takes is a little blessing
and a little sharing

and they’ve got themselves a meal;
they’ve got themselves a miracle.
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I wonder sometimes
if that’s why we don’t spend 20 dollars on wine for church,

or 50
or 100 dollars a bottle

or even more.

Surely God is worth the best right?

And why don’t we get fresh baked bread;
something delicious

and warm
and buttery,

something that will make your mouth water
every time you think about it?

But maybe that’s the point.
Maybe we can remember

that when we bless it
and give thanks for it,

even a tiny unsalted cracker
and a sip of sweet wine

can be enough.

Maybe we can remember
that with a little blessing
and a little sharing,

we can have ourselves a miracle.
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And make no mistake,
a miracle is what we’re talking about.
A miracle is what we are praying for

and what we are getting,
every single week.

“The Lord be with you.”  (And also with you.)

That’s right,
the Lord,
the one who made heaven and earth,
the one who fed five thousand

and who raised the dead;

that Lord be with you.
And that Lord

come here to this place
to bless
and to make a miracle

out of pretty much nothing.

And that’s the miracle,
the miracle

that with nearly nothing,
God will be with us,

that with our poor broken hearts
we can help to mend

our neighbor’s poor broken heart,
that with a church full of sinners,

we can proclaim forgiveness of sins,
that with all of our fears,

we can still share our faith.
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There is enough…

There is enough of you for God;
there is enough of God for the world,

no matter the broken places
and how vast they are.

There is enough good news to share;
not that I’m ok
and that you’re ok
and so we can just get on with our lives.

That’s not good news,
that’s just pretending that everything is ok,

when clearly, it isn’t.

No, there is enough good news to share
because no matter how much we mess things up

out of our fear
and our bitterness,

God will be with us;

no matter how far we travel
down the road to perdition,

God will come and find us.

No matter what,
death is not the end;

no matter what,
new life will come bursting

out of every tomb there ever was.

Because there is enough.


