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A Moving Experience 

Blue Christmas  

Psalm Reading:  Psalm 23 

Reading: Lamentation: 3:1-3,19-26 

 

 Life has been described as journey, and it is a good 

analogy. We go through life seeking meaning, seeking 

happiness, perhaps seeking excitement. But this journey does 

not come in an even flow. It is not like a paddle down a placid 

river. For most of us this journey has stages. We stop along the 

way. We buy a house, or rent an apartment. We settle down in 

a nice little city like Alpena, get a job, pay our bills, and simply 

live. But it is never as simple as that. We think things are okay; 

we are minding our own business, and then things happen. And 

those things are not always pleasant. They make our lives 

difficult, and sometimes they even compel us to move on. 

 I recently helped out with a move. It reminded me of how 

unsettling it is to take all of your belongings, pack them in a 

truck to move them and yourself, “lock, stock, and barrel” to a 

new place. Yes, it can seem like an adventure, a new start, but 

it is also a grueling experience, especially if you really did not 

want to move in the first place. 

 There are a lot of things that can force us to move. It could 

be for financial reasons. We get into a position where we have 

to downsize. Our income becomes drastically reduced because 

we retire, or are out of a job, or are afflicted with medical bills 

that are far beyond our capacity to deal with. Or on the other 

side, we might get a new job in a new place. We might also 

move for health reasons. We come to realize we can no longer 
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take care of the house we once lavished attention upon. We 

find that we ourselves need someone to take care of us. 

 We might just have to move because our lease is up. But 

whatever the reason once the decision to move has been 

made, chaos is soon likely to ensue. There are arrangements 

with buyers or landlords on both sides of the move. There are 

meetings to attend, leases to be signed, trucks to be rented. 

There is the problem of finding people to help pack, load, and 

unload. There are a million and one things to do, and I am sure 

my wife could produce a checklist to prove it. But none of this 

compares with the anxiety filled day of actually making the 

move. Because it is on this day that we learn things about 

ourselves that we did not know, or had forgotten long ago. 

 On moving day you roll out of bed in the morning and the 

first thing to greet you are boxes filled with clothes and brick-a-

brack on the floor, setting right in your path to the bathroom, 

where you find out that your spouse or some helpful friend has 

already packed your toothbrush and the toothpaste, not to 

mention the shampoo. Breakfast is no better an experience, 

you cannot eat your usual meal, and certainly the coffee or tea 

is setting behind a large box half filled with spices that have set 

in the cupboard for twelve years and only come off the shelf to 

be moved to the next house or apartment where they will sit 

for another twelve years without being used. 

 It is here, before you have put a single item on the truck, 

that you realize that you have way too much stuff, too much 

baggage, and you carry it around with you wherever you go. 

But it is more trouble to extract those jars of spice from the box 

and throw them away than it is to simply stack a few things on 
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top of them and carry on. Sometimes our lives are like that, we 

carry old regrets inside of us, old grudges, old hates, memories 

of old slights, and wounds. But rather than throw them out you 

bury them under a bunch of kitchen towels and washcloths to 

drag them out later when some recipe calls for them. 

 Yes, it is chaos in the house, and you wander from room to 

room, and in each room you stop for a second or two and put 

your hands on your hips or fold your arms and you realize that 

your estimate in the kitchen of how much baggage you are 

carrying was too low by a long shot. There are half wrapped 

pictures of Mom and Dad. There is that old high school 

yearbook, signed by a hundred friends. There is the odd 

ceramic rooster that your mother gave you and told you it was 

her mother’s that she had gotten from her mother. There is 

that potted plant that came from that funeral when someone 

close had passed away. 

 And handling all of this stuff, all connected with a memory 

or a dream, froths up all at once and becomes almost 

overwhelming. But it is at this point that a few friends arrive on 

your doorstep and you wipe away a tear as you force a smile 

and let them in. The hollow, lonely feeling that was dwelling 

there deep inside of you subsides, just a little bit. And though 

you would like to dwell on some of the items you have run 

across and had only bubbled to the surface of your mind, you 

know your friends are anxious to get started loading the big 

truck sitting outside. 

 And if you thought the stacks of half-packed boxes 

amounted to chaos, you realize that chaos in motion is far 

worse. Because now, every object you have, profound or 
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profane is now being prodded, packed, pushed, hoisted, 

carried, jostled, tossed, plunked, stacked, and finally jammed 

into a corner of the truck. There are items of glass that fly by 

that your friends are not handling with sufficient care, there are 

items being carted through doorways and getting smacked into 

walls. A bureau is bashed. The lid of a hope chest comes loose. 

A bookcase falls flat on its face to the floor with every volume 

now lying open, the pages wrinkled and torn. And you feel like 

you have almost had enough. You are ready to throw out all of 

your friends so that you can be alone with sorrow and agony of 

the task that you know has only just begun. 

 But that is just the problem, as clumsy and unobservant 

and as self-centered as these people around you are, you know 

that they still care for you (or they would not be here), and you 

know what? You still need them. You do not want to cut them 

off, you do not want to rush them out of your life, because you 

know without them, without their help, you will never get all of 

this stuff moved, you will never get where you are going, (to a 

hopefully calmer and better place). You will never get all of this 

heavy furniture, books, lamps, pots and pans put back together 

again or at least placed somewhere in your new abode. As hard 

as it may be to accept, you need other people. 

 And to get through this time of turmoil, you might just 

need to call on a higher power, because you know, deep down 

in your heart of hearts, you don’t have the strength to do 

everything that needs to be done on your own. And that is 

when you say a little prayer to God. That’s right, the one who 

sent and is Jesus Christ our savior. Because what Christ can give 

you now is that comfort and love and confidence you need to 
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keep moving. Because when you are moving, when your life is 

in turmoil, that is really what counts, you have to keep moving. 

You have to remember that you cannot do it all at once. This 

whole adventure, this whole ordeal has to be done one step at 

a time. One box of old photographs...yes, you stop for a quick 

look for a fond remembrance...but you take it one box at a 

time. You carry out one dented coffee table at a time. (You 

know, the one where you chewed out a loved one for making a 

ring on the table with a sweating glass of lemonade, and now 

you wish that person was here so you could tell them that in 

the grand scheme of things it really was not a big deal.) You do 

it one treadmill, one bed lamp, one kitchen mixer at a time. 

 And you know that when you get to where you are going, 

that with a bit of help from your friends, and a little guidance 

and support from the Spirit, the pieces of furniture, the boxes, 

and bags will all be put in their place. All the excess debris will 

be cast out and maybe a little calm will return to your world. 

 But before you really throw yourself into the process, you 

take a look at your busy friends and you realize, they are all 

going through some kind of move themselves. Some seem like 

they have it together and others, well, not so much, but they 

are all going someplace, but right now you are all together 

headed in the same direction, headed toward the light of God’s 

love. 

 I encourage you to look around this sanctuary right now. 

Give one another a smile and a nod, a little sign of peace and 

understanding that there is indeed someone who has an inkling 

of what you are going through. Take comfort in knowing that 
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God knows too. God will hear your prayers, God will lift you up 

and make sure that you finally make it home. 

 

 Please pray with me… 

 Comforting God, help us to accomplish our move to you. 

Help us to get by all the clutter in our lives to know that you are 

our savior and that you sent other people to be our help and 

our support. Lord, we all struggle in this life with anxiety and 

pain. Lord make us whole, heal us where we are broken, and 

help us to be strong so that we might not just help ourselves, 

but help each other, too.   

Amen  


