Westminster Weekly Window
May 26, 2024

Today’sMessage “God is in the Chaos”

ScriptureReadings
Today: Isa. 6:1-8; Ps. 29; Rom. 8:12-17; John 3:1-17

June 2, 2024: 1 Sam. 3:1-10 (11-20), Ps. 139:1-6, 13-18; Deut. 5:12-15 Ps. 81:1-10; 2 Cor. 4:5-12; Mark 2:23-3:6

Serving ThisMorning Serving NextSunday-June 2
Usher — Kim Mitchell Usher — Alice Nash

Greeter — Dick Helfrich Greeter — Dick Helfrich

Coffee Hour — Open Coffee Hour — Open

Happening This Week-May 26-June 2,2024

May 20 - 31 - WICC Sale Set Up - Fellowship Hall, Parish House Foyer, Library; Time — As Needed
May 26 - Coffee Fellowship 10:00a - Sunday Worship 10:30a — Please be seated at the sound of the chime
May 27 - Church Office and WestMark Food Pantry are closed for Memorial Day

May 29 - Men’s Coffee Group at Panera’s at Westlake at 7:30a (on Wednesday of every week)

May 30 - Choir Rehearsal 6p

June 1 — WICC Sale Drop Off — Fellowship Hall from 9a - Noon

June 2 - Coffee Fellowship 10:00a - Sunday Worship 10:30a — Please be seated at the sound of the chime

All Drop-offs for WICC sale items are Thursdays from 9-11a with Steve Sager. Call (309) 224-6237 to arrange.

Looking Ahead

WICC is in need of an electric dryer as our current dryer no longer works.

June 2 - Polly Brecht Organ and Harpsichord all Bach Program at 4p (Part of the Iben Series and kicks off the Bachfest)

June 3-7 - WICC Sale Set Up - Fellowship Hall — Foyer, Monday-Friday from 9a-3p

June 3-7 - BACH FEST; Mon-Fri at 12:05 PM; Friday Night Festival Concert at 7:30 PM

June 8 - WICC/Moss Avenue Day Sale, Parish Hall from 7a-4p

June 9 — WICC Sale cleanup and boxing, Fellowship Hall, 11-3p

June 10 — Greenway Monthly Meeting, Parlor at 7p

June 16 - Father's Day

June 18 - CIRCLE OF FRIENDS - (last meeting for summer break) meet at Laura Van Riper’s home, 10:00a; no
street parking, 3 volunteers needed to drive, meet at church parking lot - RSVP Laura, (309) 369-1063

MayBirthdays

2 Stephanie Ashton 14 Jerrie Ruck 26 Alice Nash
2 Megan Walker 15 Elizabeth Muir 26 Marilyn Luman
7 Jack Allen 16 Jeff Case
14 Susan Leighty 17 Bill Allen
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The Waiting and Desolation of Holy Saturday

A few of the comments from last week's sermon bring our discussion this week into focus. Westminster is
in a transition period or what some might call liminal space. "Liminal space is the time between what was
and what is to come. Its origin is Latin, meaning “threshold.” It is when you have left the tried and true but
have not replaced it with anything else.

So many of us are type A personalities can become anxious and, as a result, substitute hard work and
busyness, writes Susan Beaumont in “Embracing Liminal Space. We can get caught up in needing to do
something. We don't always have to do " something " to be productive. Susan Beaumont says,
“Unfortunately, when we focus on the wrong work in a liminal season, we contribute to our own exhaustion
and inability to move forward.”

It is not a time for decision-making; it is a time for discernment. It is a time for prayer. For me, prayer is
listening and paying attention to what God might want to communicate to us. The disciples were in this
space on Saturday between Jesus’ crucifixion on Friday and His resurrection on Sunday. They were
experiencing a lot of anxiety, fear, and dissolution. We might refer to it as traumatic stress. They and we
might be tempted to act according to our fear.

However, as Jesus' disciples, we are responsible for listening to and discerning what God is saying. Fear
wants to be our companion and hold us in its grip—especially in liminal space—because something has
often fallen apart, and that's why we are in between. Richard Rohr states that this is a sacred space
created because “our old world has fallen apart,” and God can reveal a “bigger world” when we can let go
of fear. We will struggle with our fears during this time of being “Not Here and Not There.”

Let me close with Danaan Parry's metaphor for life, “The Parable of the Trapeze.” Sometimes, | feel that
my life is a series of trapeze swings. I’'m either hanging on to a trapeze bar swinging along or hurtling
across space between trapeze bars for a few moments in my life.

Most of the time, | spend my life hanging on for dear life to my trapeze-bar-of-the-moment. It carries me
along a steady rate of swing, and | feel | control my life. | know most of the right questions and even some
correct answers. But once in a while, as I'm merrily (or not so happily) swinging along, | look ahead of me
into the distance, and what do | see? | see another trapeze bar swinging toward me. It's empty, and |
know, in that place that knows, that this new trapeze bar has my name on it. It is my next step, my growth
and my aliveness will get me. In my heart-of-hearts, | know that for me to grow, | must release my grip on
the present, well-known bar to move to the new one.

Each time it happens to me, | hope (no, | pray) that | won’t have to grab the new one. But in my knowing
place, | know that | must release my grasp on my old bar and, for some moment, hurtle across space
before | can grab onto the new bar. Each time, | am filled with terror. It doesn’t matter that | have always
made it in all my previous hurtles across the void of unknowing. Each time, | am afraid | will miss, that | will
be crushed on the unseen rocks in the bottomless chasm between the bars. But | do it anyway. Perhaps
this is the essence of what the mystics call the faith experience. There are no guarantees, net, or
insurance policy, but you do it anyway because, somehow, to keep hanging onto that old bar is no longer
on the list of alternatives. And so, for an eternity that can last a microsecond or a thousand lifetimes, | soar
across the dark void of “the past is gone, the future is not yet here.” It’s called transition. | have come to
believe that it is the only place that real change occurs. | mean real change, not the pseudo-change that
only lasts until the next time my old buttons get punched.

...Whether or not my hunch is true, it remains that the transition zones in our lives are incredibly rich
places. They should be honored, even savored. Transforming our need to grab that new bar, any bar,
allows us to dwell in the only place where change happens. It can be terrifying. It can also be enlightening
in the true sense of the word. Hurtling through the void, we may learn how to fly.

We want future generations to join us in making Westminster their spiritual home.




