
 
  
  
 Sometimes we ask. To ask is to have some sense of what we need. We can 
articulate that need well enough to ask that it be met.  
 
 Asking is not always easy. We know what we need, but we don’t want to impose. 
We know what we need, but we are not sure the one we ask will help us. We know what 
we need but we are too proud to admit the need, afraid we will seem weak or diminished.  
 
 Asking implies knowing, as well as we can, what we need. In the act of asking, we 
make ourselves vulnerable, to be sure, but we also reveal our deep trust that the one we 
ask can give us what we need. 
 
 Sometimes we ask. “God, I need patience, or I need courage, or I need justice.” We 
know ourselves well enough to know what we need, and God, who is as close as our next 
breath, who knows what we need before we ask, hears us, opens the Divine arms to us, 
and gives. God, who is sovereign mercy and love, gives. Ask, and it will be given to you. 
 
 Sometimes we search. Our words pour out, seeking a center, seeking a purpose that 
we cannot fully articulate. We don’t know what we need, but we know how we feel, our 
souls search and cast about, longing to find – to find a voice, to find a solace, to discover 
a peace that passes all understanding.  
 
 Our prayers take the form of a journey, a quest to name that for which we pray. 
“God, I’m confused and in pain and I don’t know why.” It is an even deeper level of trust 
than asking for what we know we need, because this prayer admits the one who prays is 
not in control, the one who is praying needs God to take them by the land and lead them 
deep within to discover as-yet-unnamed needs, broken places, emotional and spiritual 
fault lines. 
 
 We discover in the searching a God who desires to be found, a God who, Paul 
says, when we do not know how to pray intercedes for us through the Spirit with “sighs 
too deep for words.”  We are claimed by God in the waters of baptism and held fast, and 
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these waters become for us a river on which we float into the often unknown future, yet 
because we are supported by these waters we can lift our voices, confused and uncertain 
sometimes, but not doubting the One who holds us and names us and never forsakes us. 
“Seek, and you will find.” 
 

Sometimes we knock. We knock because we expect someone to be home – we 
noticed the car in the garage, see the blinds open, detect movement inside. We knock 
because we are confident that the door will open. Maybe we announced we were coming 
and were told, “Come on, you are always welcome.” Maybe you are not expected, but 
you know that when you knock on this door, it will always open to you. 
 
 One Friday evening a few weeks ago around 9:00, Kim and I were upstairs 
watching television when we heard a knock on the front door. We are so unaccustomed to 
knocking doors at that hour that we were startled and thought it might be something else. 
Then it happened again, and Kim said, “Go see what that is.” I responded, “Why do I 
have to do it?” “Because you have good life insurance.” 
 
 So, I went down. I looked out the window next to the door and saw nothing. I 
hesitantly opened the door and our daughter jumped from the side. She had driven 
fourteen hours from Maryland to surprise us. There was no hesitation after that; she was 
welcomed with open door and open arms. After all, this is her home, no matter her age, 
no matter the circumstances of her life. When she knocks, she knows the door will 
always open. 
 
 But there’s another kind of knocking - the hard and persistent rapping of 
desperation, the banging of rage, the rafter-shaking blows of pain seeking relief. This 
knocking is not always sure there’s someone on the other side, or if there is, not sure if 
they will open the door. This knocking is a kind of sustained hope that has exhausted all 
other means and now knocks with the fervent hope that, at long last, someone will hear 
and open. 
 
 I was talking with someone in the hospital a few years ago, a person of great faith, 
who was in a desperate situation. He had received a diagnosis a few months earlier that 
had created a horrifying treatment regimen that left him weak and sick. But he stayed 
with it, he said, because he wanted to live – wanted to walk his child down the aisle, 
wanted to have and love grandchildren, wanted golden years with his spouse. I caught 
him on what he described as a “bad day, my pity-party day.” We talked, and he shared 
that he felt far away from God; he was angry his prayers seemed to go unanswered; he 
had always gone to church and tried to live a good and moral life.  
 



 I listened to this raw pain, this anger, and I slipped. I thought, “You know, I should 
defend God,” as if God needed my defense. I said, “I love the text where it says ask, seek, 
and knock, and God will be there for you.” I will never forget his response: “I’ve been 
doing that, Pastor, and so far, nothing. Maybe next time I’ll kick the &&& door in.” 
 
 I was so taken off guard by the comment I didn’t say what I should have in that 
moment, “That’s a prayer too. Why don’t we kick it down together?” 
 
 Is that not the call of the community of Christ, to join our voices in asking, to lock 
arms and set out together with those who are searching, to knock on the closed door, to 
kick it down even, together? If we listen, we can hear the knocking – black siblings 
banging on the door for justice, a nation and world knocking on the door crying out for 
healing, for an end to COVID-19, and those among us knocking because of loneliness, 
depression, addiction, grief. Is it not our call to stand together, pray together, no matter 
the form the prayer takes, to pray with the deep trust that comes for the One who said, 
“Knock, and the door will be opened to you.” 
 
 Jesus says, “If you know how to give good gifts to your children, how much more 
will God give?” I’m grateful to be part of a community of faith that believes this and 
prays in just this way. No matter what form your prayers are taking in these days, know 
that we are praying with you – asking, seeking, knocking – knowing that God’s love and 
welcome and healing far exceeds our ability to comprehend, and yet holds us, and this 
world God loves, fast. Amen. 


