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As many of you know, a couple of weeks ago, Dawn and I had a wonderful opportunity to take our 

youngest nieces to Magic Kingdom at Disney World. My first trip to Disney as a young child was 

actually to Disneyland in California. I can remember the excitement I had as we stepped foot into that 

magical land. To this day, I can even remember the first character that I saw. It wasn’t Mickey or Minnie.  

It was the White Rabbit from Alice in Wonderland. He showed me his big pocket watch as he raced off to 

the Mad Hatter’s tea party because he was “late,” as usual. He just put too much into his day. 

 

The other week, we didn’t see Mickey or Minnie at the Magic Kingdom, but we did have the opportunity 

to see all the Disney princesses along with the Fairy Godmother three times as they walked through the 

park. We didn’t see the White Rabbit, either. 

 

No worries, though—I think I had his watch. There was so much for us to see and do. I wanted to make 

sure that Andi (3) and Ella (7) got to see it all. In fact, I insisted that we be in the parking lot before the 

gates open and that we stay until the close of the day after the fireworks display that night. It wasn’t long 

until I realized that Magic Kingdom was a little bit bigger than I remember from my last visit. 

 

As I passed by the Hall of Presidents so that we could get to the Country Bear Jamboree, I was a little 

disappointed that I wouldn’t be able to see the changes made to the experience since George W. Bush was 

in office when I was last there. At the end of a very long day, as we drove back to our hotel, exhausted, 

the girls called their mom, my sister, and told her about how they had the most magical day ever. I 

thought we missed a few rides, but for them it was “magical.” Later that week as we talked about going 

back again someday soon, Ella turned to me and said, “That’s a good idea, but perhaps we don’t have to 

go all day next time.” 

 

I don’t know about you, but it becomes so easy to pack so much into our daily lives, doesn’t it? Our 

culture makes us prone to productivity and the best use of every minute of our days. In the past, I used to 

love that I had a to-do list where I could check everything off when I completed it. At the end of the day, I 

got to tear up the sheet of paper and move on. Now I have a digital task list tied to my calendar. At the 

end of any given day, the rest of the tasks that are outlined with deadlines are still there for me. I don’t get 

to tear it up anymore. Where’s the freedom and release, right? Does anyone have this experience? 

 

Productivity is not a bad thing. We value it in our employees and businesses. It’s a sign of success for us 

in our world today. We even value it in the life of the church. 

 

John Wesley, the founder of Methodism, was diligent about his understanding of time and productivity 

for himself as well as for those who would be ordained or commissioned as ministers in the early 

Methodist movement. To this very day, we ask those who are preparing for ordination questions that date 
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back to his original questions that preachers were asked by him in the 1700s. A few of them are as 

follows: 

 

Are you determined to employ all your time in the work of God? Will you observe the 

following directions? a) Be diligent. Never be unemployed. Never be triflingly employed. 

Never trifle away time; neither spend any more time at any one place than is strictly 

necessary. b) Be punctual. Do everything exactly at the time. And do not mend our rules, 

but keep them; not for wrath, but for conscience’ sake. 

 

On a variety of days, we might all be able to relate to the White Rabbit who had no time to say “hello” or 

“goodbye” because there was just too much work to be done, too many appointments to attend, too many 

tasks on our to-do lists, and not enough time in the day to waste a moment. 

 

Interestingly enough, however, I was reading an article the other day by Rhonda Abrams in USA Today, 

entitled, “How to Identify and Retain your Company’s Best Employees.” In the article, Ms. Abrams noted 

that the number one reason that 25% of workers are looking to leave their current job when normalcy 

returns is to experience a better work/life balance. 

 

Balance—it’s not always easy to find, is it? Perhaps it is because we are more prone to working and high 

degrees of productivity that we struggle to find the moments for balance. 

 

Last year, as many of us found ourselves working through the pandemic, it was easy to just keep at the 

grindstone. At the beginning of the pandemic, many found themselves working at home while only the 

most essential workers went out into the world to face people only when absolutely necessary. At home, 

many people educated their children, worked, and tried to do family life at an exhausting pace. Home 

became work and school all at the same time. Work hours became flexible, but down time did not flex as 

well. So we could work all hours of the day and night. 

 

When we did finally find our way back to offices and buildings, we continued the frantic pace because 

there was a lot to be done. We had to constantly be creative and find new ways to do everything. There 

wasn’t much time for vacation or days away. Besides, where would we go? Home? We’d just continue to 

work. At least then we’d be productive with the time as we waited for vacations to enter into our lives 

again, right? 

 

I don’t know if you had that experience, but I discovered that for myself, as well. As vaccines came about 

and the summer came upon us, I was looking forward some time away. Around that same time, Bell’s 

Palsy came into my life quite unexpectedly during a staff meeting. At first, I thought to myself, how could 

this be happening? It’s only been a year. I had some vacation planned this summer. Besides, the hardest 

parts of the pandemic time seemed to be over by then. I was ready for a break, but I didn’t think I was 

breaking. But our bodies have a way of telling us to pause when we have failed to do it. 

 

Standing in the wilderness on Mt Sinai, God spoke to the people through Moses, saying: 

 

Remember the Sabbath day, and keep it holy. Six days you shall labor and do all your 

work. 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. 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. (Exodus 20:8-11, NRSV) 
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Given as one of the ten commandments, we often think of the Sabbath as a rule that we need to follow.  

Don’t break it lest you want to endure the wrath of God. What does it mean to “remember the Sabbath,” 

though? 

 

Perhaps, most of the time we think of this rule as the ultimate command that God wants us to go to church 

on Sunday. It’s Sunday morning, so we have to be in church. In some places, only essential services are 

available on the Sabbath. Stores and restaurants were closed in towns on Sundays years ago. Nothing was 

open. 

 

The Pharisees, the legalists of the New Testament, took the commandment to mean that there was no 

work to do be done by anyone. Not even servants or working animals should work. Rabbis wrote long 

lists of what was acceptable and what was not on the Sabbath. If you go to Israel to this very day, you will 

sometimes find a car at the side of a busy road because the Sabbath started and it had to be left. Elevators 

have a Sabbath setting which stops the elevator at every floor so that no one has to push a button because 

it is work. 

 

The Pharisees even took Jesus to task for healing on the Sabbath until Jesus told them that the Sabbath 

was created for humans rather than humans for the Sabbath. For Jesus, the day of rest was a gift from 

God. God worked at creation for six days and rested on the seventh. God didn’t rest because God got 

tired. God didn’t rest because God wanted to create some law that would become a burden for us to figure 

out. 

 

God rested as part of the natural order of creation and in so doing imparted within creation a natural need, 

a natural yearning for rest. Sunday is the Christian Sabbath. Here in the United States, the majority of our 

calendars begin on Sunday. It is not the last day of the week, but the first. It is with rest that our creative 

cycle begins. 

 

Sabbath is our gift; a time of rest, renewal, and recreation that we might be re-created. It’s a time for those 

things that give us life, like the restoration of relationships that can only happen when we take a moment 

to pause. 

 

Sabbath is one of the things that set the Hebrew people apart from the rest of the ancient world. In the 

ancient world, the day was for working. People worked from sunrise to sunset when they could no longer 

see their work. Sabbath says that there is a time when the daylight hours are for renewal. 

 

It seems antithetical to our constant push for productivity. What a waste of time to take time, especially 

during the past year when we couldn’t go anywhere. 

 

Yet, a life without rest and renewal has a way of catching up to all of us. Sometimes, it’s as big as our 

bodies just creating a Sabbath moment that we never asked for. At other times, a little one reminds us that 

the White Rabbit’s clock is just a little too full for them with all their energy. 

 

In any case, this is the day that the Lord has made, and given to us as a gift. Will what we do with it to 

bring life to us and to those around us? The world is waiting to see, yearning to experience Sabbath again.  

It’s a holy waste of time. 

 

 


