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“Ask, Seek, Knock” 

 

I find that much like some of us still struggle with math anxiety, people have 

prayer anxiety. 

 

People with prayer anxiety are worried about doing prayer right. 

 

Somewhere along their lives they have been taught that there is only one way 

to pray and somehow, they missed that day of Sunday school so since they 

don’t know how to pray perfectly they feel like probably they shouldn’t pray at 

all, lest they offend God. 

 

Oh my. 

 

Let’s unlearn that one, shall we? 

 

Today’s scripture lessons teach us about prayer. 

 

David, who has just heard that God will never withdraw God’s blessing. David 

turns to God with a prayer that is all about naming God as power in his life, 

praising God as power in his life, and asking God for the blessing that David is 

desperate to maintain throughout his life. 

 

It’s an eloquent prayer, prayed by a king, pictured above us in the Christ 

window as the person with the harp. That is David, the forebear of Jesus. 

Through David we learn that God promises, God blesses, and God will not smite 

us if we ask God for that which we desire. 

 

The disciples have asked Jesus how it is they should pray. They have seen Jesus 

in communion with God and seeing the Holy shine of his being they want to 

know how he converses with the Holy, so he tells them that God is always there, 

God is always ready to hear, and that they are to trust God’s good intentions 

for them so deeply that they can refer to God as their Father - the giver of all 

good gifts and the guarantor of inheritance. 

 



God, who will never turn them away. 

 

God, who longs for God’s beloveds to be in relationship in such a way that we 

each seek an awareness of God’s presence and ask God for what it is our 

hearts long to speak and live and that we would continue seek and continue 

to ask, knowing even as we do the asking that we cannot know what the 

outcome will be. 

 

There is so much we cannot know. 

 

Barbara Brown Taylor is an Episcopal priest and a writer who tells about a friend 

of hers who was doing everything in his power to ease the pain of his partner, 

who was dying.  One afternoon near the end, Barbara was listening to him pray 

- the prayers were raw, and he was pleading with God to do something, to 

work a miracle that would save his beloved’s life. He poured the stew of 

heartbreak and need out into the air and into the ear of God’s heart. 

 

After a time, when he had finished praying and they had time to talk with each 

other, Barbara Brown Taylor asked her friend to tell her about those prayers. 

 

He answered her in this way: 

 

“You want to know whether I really believe that God will intervene like that? 

You wonder if I am really that naive? 

 

“Honestly”, he said, “I don’t think it through, not now. I tell God what I want. I’m 

not smart enough or strong enough to do anything else, and besides, there is 

no time. 

 

So, I tell God what I want, and I trust God to sort it out.” 

 

Maybe, Barbara Brown Taylor reflects, maybe that is what Jesus meant about 

coming to God like a child. 

 

The PhD in prayer is optional.” (As told in An Altar in the World pg. 182) 

 

Jesus taught us how to pray by trusting that God’s whole being leans into our 

own. 

 

What we say and how we say it is not the point. We don’t need a PhD in 

prayer. 

 

The point is: Do we trust God’s invitation enough to name our heart’s desire? 



 

Do we believe God’s promises that in the company of the Holy all things are 

possible? 

 

All things? 

 

Here is an image I share with you this day. 

 

I can’t shake it since I heard it. 

 

I was in Duluth on Friday because it was time, nineteen months after my 

mother’s death, to commit her body to this amazing earth. 

 

Why it took so long is a story that has not yet been discerned. 

 

Anyway. 

 

My siblings are amazing people and their partners are amazing people. 

 

After the committal in three places - the great lake, her church, and the 

cemetery, we went to my brother’s house for a feast. 

 

Malcolm’s wife is a walking St. Francis. 

 

She runs the animal husbandry and garden program at Woodland Hills in 

Duluth. Woodland Hills is a residential treatment center for juveniles who are 

remanded by the state. 

 

Anne has a reverence for the earth and for the ways animals and the earth 

can heal wounded souls. 

 

She was telling us about the teaching ministry of Momma Sheep. Momma 

Sheep is an old ewe who is nearing death. After years of interacting with youth 

who are far from home and learning to trust life again, after years of producing 

lambs and life, she can’t get up any more. 

 

She lies in the center of the barn floor, mostly refusing to eat or drink. 

 

And here is what Anne is experiencing. 

 

She is seeing the youth with whom she works surrounding Momma Sheep with 

tender love. They get blankets for her. They report the good news when she 



eats a bit. These youth who have lived such challenging lives. These youth sit 

with Momma Sheep’s head on their laps stroking her. 

 

They are learning what it is to love this warm animal as she leaves this life. And 

Anne is respecting their need and their courage and their hearts as they do the 

work of loving. 

 

Now to me, that is prayer: 

 

Those young people are bowing before the mystery of the Holy. 

 

They are responding with praise and gratitude. 

 

And, they are asking God to do and be present through their own willingness to 

be present as they bear witness to the honest pain of their hearts. 

 

Holy, holy, holy. 

 

Anne’s tabernacle is a barn. 

 

Ours is this church, presided over by Jesus and David and loved into action by 

our God and faithful disciples for 160 years. 

 

On the night I was introduced to your SPRC as your new Lead Pastor, I left the 

committee room to give them time to discern if God was truly in the midst of 

the match. 

 

I was asked where it was I wanted to wait. 

 

The sanctuary! Was my reply. 

 

The lights were not on. It was dark in this space. I was alone. 

 

But as I entered the sanctuary I noticed two things. 

 

One, there was color and light shining through the immense witness of the 

Christ Window. It was light enough. 

 

And two, my whole body felt the power of this prayed-in space. 

 

There is a prayed-in-space detector in me and it felt strongly that this church is 

prayed in space. 

 



People come here in order to encounter the mystery of the ever-present God. 

 

People come here in order to make meaning and name deep grief and 

celebrate amazing grace. 

 

I felt that. I was able to do some singing in the dark and the sound of the space 

and the prayed-in feel of the space took me in. 

 

And I knew I was home. 

 

The Transform! Campaign is about extending prayer out into the world, as Jesus 

taught us we must. 

 

Prayer is utterance, to be sure. 

 

And, prayer is love in action. 

 

And so gracious God, we pray on this day: 

 

Make us instruments of your peace, your welcome, your tender heart. 

 

Help us to trust your promises and your assurances that with you all things are 

possible and that you are in the midst of making all things new - including our 

church and our sense of ministry through this place. 

 

Give us the hunger to cradle the vulnerable and weary in the lap of our care. 

 

May we know the power of our call to work with all that we are and all that we 

have to create with you in this church building a tabernacle called home. 

 

We pray with our whole lives. 

 

Amen 


