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This past Monday I had one of those profound experiences that is indeed a gift from God. I had participated in this kind of event before, so I wasn’t completely surprised that afterwards I felt the way I did.  Still, every time I participate in such an event I am almost overwhelmed by what has happened. I will tell you some more sometime about a young man named Blake Blogdahn. Blake Blogdahn is 21 years old. About 7 years ago, Blake was in an accident and had a horrible brain injury. As a result of that accident, Blake’s mental capacity is now at about a 5th grade level. His hand is somewhat shriveled, his right foot points out a little, and he limps when he walks. There is something about his speech that would indicate to you that something is not quite right with Blake. 
This past Monday Blake and I participated in a Special Olympics golf outing. The “athletes,” as they are called by the Special Olympics, have a partner and the partner is called a coach. I was Blake’s coach. This had happened to Blake and me once before when we participated in one of these events. The young man that we played with during the golf outing was I think 19 or 20 years old. This young man had Down’s Syndrome. His coach really was a coach—a golf coach. That’s not good if you are going to be playing against someone, but Blake and I gave a good account of ourselves. In fact, on the first hole, a par three, we made a par and the golf coach and his athlete made a seven. So that was a good start. It’s about the best we did all day, but that’s all right. 
One thing  that such an event reminds all of us is that the score is really not as important as how you play the game. I would hope for each of you that you could experience something like that someday. If you think you are having a bad day, go out and see these parents and grandparents who care for these wonderful, special, folks. Maybe your day won’t seem as bad as you thought. 
I couldn’t help but think about the Special Olympics event as I prepared for the sermon today and read Jesus’ words, “Don’t lose heart.” I was also reminded, as I prepared for this sermon about the persistent widow, of another woman that Suzanne and I once encountered. The woman’s name was Ruth Adams. That is all I know about her, but I will never forget her. 
One Sunday several years ago I had a Sunday off. Whenever that happens, Suzanne and I always take the opportunity to go and worship in another church—sometimes even in another town nearby. It’s a wonderful opportunity for us to be able to sit together during worship. We don’t usually get to do that. We went into this church and sat behind a lovely couple. The woman turned out to be Ruth Adams. As soon as we came in, she greeted us. I think, Charles, we looked like good prospects to her. She was friendly, almost to the point of pushiness, but as a minister I appreciated her efforts until the greeting time. 
During the greeting time, she turned around again and extended her hand to me and said, “I’m Ruth Adams. This is my husband, Albert, and you . . .? Now here came the moment of truth. In an attempt to get away and be anonymous, the last thing I wanted to do was to tell someone who I was or what I did. So when she shook hands with me and said “We’re Ruth and Albert Adams and you . . .,” I said without hesitation, “I’m Fred Schwartz, and this is my wife, Dorothy!” 
In our gospel lesson today the judge would understand about Ruth Adams. He might give her a false name also. Can you imagine anything worse than an unjust judge? Think about that. We go to a judge and we expect justice. We expect honesty. An unjust judge--that’s similar to an illiterate teacher. A teacher can’t be illiterate. If a teacher is going to teach children how to read, he or she needs to know how to read. You wouldn’t want a bookkeeper who couldn’t add or subtract. You couldn’t have a singer who doesn’t sing. Now wait a minute, there is Britney Spears! Normally, most singers are able to sing. 
In the story today, we read about an unjust judge. This was a secular judge, not a Jewish judge. These judges were notorious for being dishonest. If you wanted to win in court, all you needed to do was bring more money to court than your adversary brought and you would win. That’s all it took to bribe an unjust judge. Now, here comes this widow. Without saying it directly, we know that in Luke’s gospel this widow is a poor widow, so she can’t buy the judge. The only way that she can convince the judge is with her persistence. Persistence. The old preacher, Henry Ward Beecher, said, “Persistence is having a strong will.” Then he said, “The difference in being persistent and being stubborn is that being stubborn is having a strong won’t.” If you’re a parent of a strong-willed child, you’re really the parent of a “strong won’t” child. That child won’t do anything you want it to do. So, we have an unjust judge and a persistent widow. What an unlikely pair! 
There is one word, I believe, that might describe true faith better than any other. I love this word. It’s a better word that persistence. It is the word “tenacity.” Don’t you love that word? Tenacious. Jesus says that there is something about our faith that enables us to say that no matter what happens, WE WILL NOT LET GO. We will not lose heart. We will not give up hope. Tenacity. That’s a great word. 
Now let me say something else about tenacity. We need tenacity for those times when it seems God doesn’t care. And I said when it seems God doesn’t care, not if. I believe this is a human universal experience. We all have those times when it seems as if God doesn’t care. It is a part, I believe, of what it is to be sinful persons. Because we are sinful, we have a sense of separation from God. It is only a sense. We aren’t truly separated. Remember, Paul said “Nothing can separate us from the love of God. Neither death, nor life, nor angels, nor principalities, nor powers, nor height, nor depth nor anything else in all creation will be able to separate us from the love of God. It’s just a sense of separation because it seems God doesn’t care, but still it happens. 
The reason it seems God doesn’t care is because we live as though we do not care about God. I want to ask you a question. I don’t want to embarrass anyone, so you don’t have to answer the question out loud. If someone asked you how much time this last week you spent in prayer, would your answer be in hours? Would it be measured in minutes?  In seconds? If our love for God, the way we care about God is measured in the time that we come to God in prayer, how much do we care?
As parents, we all want our children to talk to us. I love it when my children call me on the phone and we can visit. I love it when we can be together. God is no different. God loves it when we come to him in prayer. When it seems that God doesn’t care about us, maybe all we need to do is look at our prayer journal and see how much time we spend coming to God in prayer.

There’s a wonderful story about a father and son who were walking down a narrow path in the country one day. As they were walking down this path, they came to a rock right in the middle of the path. The father said to his strong, teenage son, “I think you’re strong enough to move that rock out of the way.” Encouraged by his father’s words, this teenage boy knelt down and started to pick up the rock, but he couldn’t move it. The father said, “I don’t think you’re using all of your strength. I’m sure you can do this.” So the young man spit on his hands, rubbed them together, knelt down and tried again, but he couldn’t move the rock. He stood up and said, “Dad, you’re wrong. I’m not strong enough.” The father said to the son, “You’re not using all of the strength you have. You’re not asking me to help you.”

I once knew a woman who thought her husband didn’t have brains between his ears, but instead he had a rock. She was right. But when she prayed to God about it, she didn’t realize that her own heart had become so hard that it had become a stone. 
We all get that way at times, don’t we? Through this parable Christ is saying to us, “Are you using all the strength that you have? Are you asking God for help? 
On a personal note, and I say excuse me for this, because I don’t like to do this kind of thing, partly because I’m a private person but mainly because this isn’t the Kipp Wolfe story. This is Kipp Wolfe talking about the Jesus Christ story. Thirty-six years ago this day in October, I stepped into a pulpit for the first time in a little town in Western Oklahoma. I had been attending seminary for a couple of months. I didn’t know at first if I would want to tackle the load of seminary and of serving a student church also, but the Director of Field Education spoke to us once in the Chapel and said that this church needed a preacher. I thought, “That’s why I came here.” So, that’s what I decided to do. 
I bit the bullet and went out there and preached what was called a trial sermon. If they liked the sermon I would go back the next Sunday. If they didn’t, they’d say, “We’ll see you later, Jack.” They liked the sermon. We stayed there for two years while I was in school. I’ve been in many other pulpits since that time. One thing that is common to most pulpits is that they are raised somewhat. That is partly so I can see you better and you can see me better. But I think that some church designer one time had the idea that if we raise the pulpit the preacher will get a little bit closer to God, and heaven knows all preachers need to get closer to God!
These last 36 years I’ve seen all kinds of people in the church. I’ve seen people of devout faith--people who were there no matter what. Then I’ve seen people who, when the least little thing happened, were gone. There was no tenacity in their lives at all. I’ve also seen people such as you. At the first service and again in the second service, Bob Rorschach will be talking about our Stewardship campaign. Through the years, preachers come and go, but you folk are the ones who hang in there and keep the church going. 

After 36 years of ministry I’m convinced of this; we believe in a God who is greater than we can imagine. Jesus, in this parable, contrasted the unjust judge with a loving God. He was saying to us, “If this little widow can get what she wants from an unjust judge, just think what a loving God will do for you. Because of this, I am a prisoner of hope. In my faith there is no room for anything but hope--hope that is more than hope. Hope that literally is based on nothing less than Jesus’ blood and righteousness. 
In our anthem today the choir will sing about a promise. It’s one of my favorite hymns. A Hymn of Promise. There are words that go something like this:

In our end is our beginning, 

In our life infinity.

In our doubt is our believing,

In our life eternity.

In our death a resurrection,

At the last a victory.
Unrevealed until its season,
Something God alone can see.
After 36 years of ministry, I know there are things that only God can see. We see in a mirror dimly as Paul said, but there are some things that only God can see. I also know there is nothing that can separate us from the love of this God.
This parable is different from all of the other parables that Jesus told. We are included in this parable. Did you notice? It’s a question that Jesus poses to each of us. He said, “When the son of man comes, will he find faith on earth?”

Amen
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