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“The heart of our relationship”
Colossians 2:6-15 & Luke11:1-13
I leave my bedroom window open at night to take advantage of the trade winds that sweep across old Wailuku town where I live.  The trade winds often carry the cool evening breeze that drifts out of ‘Ïao Valley.
I feel safe with the window open.  It’s up high enough that it would require climbing up a ladder to get in – and all of that without making any noise or causing any commotion in a very quiet neighborhood.  Even if someone could get a ladder in place that person would be met with the sound of me snoring at a decibel level I would only describe as unimaginable – at least that's what I have been told.
As I went to bed on Monday evening a brisk wind swept in through the window.  I had closed the curtains only a moment before and now they were billowing in the wind.  It was dark except for the ambient light of the moon.

All was well in that moment.  I curled up a bit and found myself feeling grateful for the invisible made visible and tangible.  I could see the wind in the curtains.  I stuck my foot out from under the bed covers and could feel the wind pushing its way through the window screen.

Fully awake, fully conscious I found myself saying, “Mahalo Ke Akua for such a wonderful, wonderful gift of creation.”  Although it was basically the middle of the night I felt like Kawika-wika, the KPOA radio announcer who comes on the air every weekday morning at 10:00 a.m., in full voice – “I loooooooooove Maui!”  For me it was a moment of prayer; of being aware of God’s presence; of feeling grateful.
Much has been said by many others about what prayer means, why and when we pray and where and how we pray.  In our reading from The Gospel According to Luke, prayer provides the overall theme of a number of Jesus’ teachings on prayer.

Jesus at prayer is an action that is important to Luke and it is one that occurs frequently in his account of Jesus’ life:  at his baptism (Luke 3:21); before choosing the twelve disciples (Luke 6:12); before the first prediction of his impending death (Luke 9:18); at his transfiguration (Luke 9:28) and later just prior to his arrest (Luke 22:41-44).  Except for the prayer at the Mount of Olives just before his arrest when he prayed in anguish, we know nothing about all of the other prayers that he offered.

But we do know it was Jesus’ own prayer life that prompted one of the disciples to request that they be taught to pray.  What makes the request in our reading significant is that it treats prayer as an experience one learns rather then an experience in which one is able to release the longings of one’s heart. 

Whatever distinctions we may want to make about prayer, what remains true is that prayer is at the heart of our relationship with God.  There are those who believe that we speak to God we are praying but when God speaks to us and we hear God, we are crazy.  

But if prayer is at the heart of our relationship with God then it requires our speaking and our hearing.  It is a relationship based on an understanding of a God who is loving, compassionate, reliable, and responsive to our prayers.  It is a relationship in which we find ourselves filled with surprise and sometimes shock; loneliness and sometimes great, great sadness, joy and sometimes

great turmoil. It is a relationship that develops over the course of a lifetime in different ways for different people.  
For example, “A man named Ken tells the story of living in an isolated rural community.  As an only child, spending much of his time alone, Ken’s playground was a creek bed with

towering Red River gum trees nearby." 

"His five-year-old imagination alive and fed by creation, aware of not being alone, Ken was constantly aware of a presence, of a companion, and he would talk long hours with his friend.  Later, upon hearing stories about God, Ken recognized the companion in the creek to have been God with him all along.” (Seasons of the Spirit, Congregational Life, Pentecost 1, page 87)
Melana is a busy mom.  “I used to set aside solitary time to pray,” she said, “but with two young kids, I rarely have a moment to myself anymore.  I look forward to a time when I can once again enjoy periods of quiet meditation.  For now, my prayers are woven into my daily routine:  remembering a hurting friend as I fold laundry; weeping over broken nations as I bounce my colicky baby boy; whispering a plea for help as I fight tears of loneliness; thanking Jesus for the safety of my children as I tuck them into bed at night.”

Donna remembers, “Everyone was praying for my twenty-eight-year-old daughter who was dying of ovarian cancer, but I couldn’t seem to do it.  If there was a God, I thought, he knew what to do.  If there wasn’t, what was the use?  During her last days, on my regular walk, I sat down on a pepper-tree stump and bowed my head to pray.  Only two words came to me:  ‘Thank you.’  I am still thankful that my daughter was on this earth for twenty-eight years.”

Holly tells her story this way:  “After my husband was transferred (to another state for work), I missed my friends, my church, my house.  I prayed to God to send me a friend in this new town.  At church I’d survey the crowd and wonder which of these nice . . .  ladies God would pick out to befriend me:  Lisa, the pediatrician who stayed home with her kids?  Jacqui, the pastor’s wife?”
“One day, while I was pulling my children down the street in their wagon, Mahina walked up, introduced herself, and invited me for tea.  It was the first invitation I’d had since (moving to this new place).  I said yes.”
“ From her accent and features, I guessed Mahina was foreign.  Not sure how to begin, I fell back on my favorite conversation starter:  ‘How did you meet your husband?’”

“She answered, ‘Our marriage was arranged by our families.’”

“Hmm, that’s different, I thought.  ‘That’s working for you?’ I asked.”

She said yes; she loved her husband.  Then she asked if I’d met my husband in the typical American way, by dating.  When I answered yes, she asked if it was working out for me too.”

“’Of course,’ I said.  Then in a furtive whisper, I added, ‘Well, most of the time.’”

“After she’d stop laughing, Mahina leaned over to me and said, ‘Yeah, me too – mostly.’”

“My new friend is a woman from halfway around the globe, with a different worldview, religion, and culture from mine.  God sent me a Muslim from Pakistan in answer to my Christian prayer.’”  (Op. cit., pages 32, 34, 36)

President Jimmy Carter has been quoted as saying, “God answers all our prayers.  Sometimes the answer is yes.  Sometimes the answer is no.  Sometimes the answer is, ‘You’ve got to be kidding.’” (The Sun, April 2007, Chapel Hill, North Carolina, page 48)  
It is something worth remembering lest we be like the grandmother who was watching her grandchild playing on the beach when a huge wave came in and took him out to sea.  She pleaded, “Please God, save my only grandson.  I beg of you, bring him back.”  A big wave came and washed the boy back onto the beach, good as new.
His grandmother looked up to heaven and said, “He had a hat!”  (Op.cit., page 48)
Perhaps like grandma, we may not always appreciate God’s response.  However, we know that prayer is and always will be at the heart of our relationship with God.  
Thanks be to God.  Amen.
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