The Park Road Pulpit
Sermons from Park Road Baptist Church
Russ and Amy Jacks Dean, Pastors

jBuen Caminol! +
Numbers 6.22-27 and | Peter 4.7-11 [ ) [ |

September 13, 2009
Amy Jacks Dean

At a meeting of our Very Special People senior agidup several years ago, | heard a
presentation by a couple who had walked all 50@$mf EI Camino de Santiago — an ancient
pilgrim route across northern Spain — and | retdrteemy office declaring that one day | was
going to do that. At the time, | never dreamed Ubigaget to experience it so soon. For almost 2
years now | have planned and looked forward to inglEEl Camino de Santiago — The Way of
St. James. My piece of our summer sabbatical weaktocare of all the arrangements for this
part of our summer’s journey. | did my interneteash and found a company called “Spanish
Steps” that led pilgrimages. And that was it. Mlg one! Well, there was the coordination with
the travel agent and working everything — | meandhtire summer schedule - around baseball.
There was booking hotels and lining up one traith 2ibbuses to get to the little town of Sarria
where we would begin our walking journey. So aéteerything was booked and paid for, the
worrying could begin. You know the kind of worryr’talking about — | wonder how much the
boys will really enjoy walking 15-17 miles a day todays straight; | wonder if we will get
along with our fellow pilgrims in our group — wille even speak the same language; | wonder if
our guide will be personable and engaging; | woriidee’ll like the food; what if one of us gets
sick; what if it turns out to be boring; what ifrdins the whole time; what if one of us has a heat
stroke; what if | can’t physically do it; what hal/gotten us into?!

And then the morning finally arrived. We had briaask, pulled our packs on our backs

and with hiking sticks in hand, we opened the lotdbgrs of the hotel and started walking. The



air was actually cool, and there was a fog thagHow. We walked through the small town of
Sarria, up a bunch of steps, and onto a small peoaadithat led up a hill alongside a cemetery
and out of town, and in less than one mile intoX&#mile day, we were on a dirt path in the
middle of a somewhat wooded cow pasture. We crossedall creek. The air was just right.
The smell was earthy and fresh. The beauty of thwtcyside was something to behold. The
company couldn’t be beat. And, we had already weceand spoken the greeting that would be a
source of energy and connection for the next 5 d@ggen CaminoGood Way. Good Route.
Good Journey. And in those two words that | hacenéeard or spoken before, | literally was
changed. | could feel it welling up within me as walked that second mile. Those two words
were like a breath of fresh air. You'd hear théttd bell ring behind you and then you’d step to
the side of the path for the biker to come flyingylelling ;Buen CaminoAnd everyone would
return the greetingduen CaminoEach person you met on the trail offered and reckthe

same blessing Buen CaminoWho knows what language they spoke as their fursgliage?
Who cared? In two simple words we spoke the sangukge jBuen Caminolt was a spoken
blessing.

Words matter. What we say and how we say it. Doffier blessing or curse? Do we
speak hope or disappointment? Do we say what mehmaan what we say? | know there are
S0 many times that we speak and wish that we qmuilcbur words back in, erase them, but how
often are there words that need to be spoken wiglkeep silent? Words hold power, and the
guestion for us today is - are you using your powisely and gently? Do your words include or
exclude? Do your words tear down or build up? Dorywords promote peace or spread gossip?

Now I've stepped on some toes and done gone tolmghdven’t 1?



Within that subculture of The Camino, | discovetledt our larger culture is missing
something: a simple greeting of goodwill and blegsNot — “How you doin? Fine. How you?”
In that kind of greeting we aren’t really askingthsomeone is doing because we don’t want to
know how most folks are realljoing. And they don’t reallyant to tell us either. We often
don’t even make eye contact or wave a hand - ssurned in our own lives that we miss all
kinds of opportunities to offer a spoken blessiWg certainly can’t look to our government
leaders to speak words of blessing. It is an eraBament to me — from both sides of the
political aisle — how citizens of our country apeaking to one another these days. And listen to
how family members speak to each other sometimenwhbu are in a place to eavesdrop. For
some families you don’t have to eavesdrop to haegrmis shouting at their children and young
people being disrespectful to their parents andmgarspeaking hatefully to one another. And
then we certainly know of scores of people whoarger go to any church because of words of
condemnation and hypocrisy that have come fromathle@aders.

“Philo of Alexandria, an ancient Jewish philosopigreputed to have said, Be
compassionate, for everyone you meet is fightiggeat battle.” . . . How can we maintain such
a mindset? On the Camino, as matters grew hardeo@nenergy depleted, people became more
inclined to help one another. As conditions worskemempassion increased as well. We were all
fighting a great battle, taking on a huge challerge we reminded each other that none of us
was alone. Most of us live privately and individeatally, isolated and cut off from one
another. Instead of front porches for visiting wisighbors and passerby, our backyard decks
are sheltered behind privacy fences. We no longeilt sn sidewalks, with opportunity to chat
with pedestrians, homeowners and shopkeepersy e move directly into and out of garages

with automatic doors. As we drive, we keep wind@lesed . . . and in the meantime we grow



impatient with folks who drive slowly or hesitats@cond too long at stoplights. Then we do not
wish aBuen Caminobut honk horns . . . instead . . . If small thitige a shared meal [and help
in carrying a backpack] and an encouraging phraseersuch a difference for pilgrims [on the
Camino], what monumental things could be accometish the twenty-first century if

Christians found simple ways to greet, encouragehamor [the people that we pass on our own

everyday journeys]?” (The Way is Made By Walkipages 115-117)

I'll tell you what the world needs today. The wbrieeds for us tepeak . . . as one
speaking the very words of Gothe writer of | Peter sets lofty goals for anyonkould read his
letter —be hospitable without complaining, use your giftsérve one another, serve with the
strength of God and speak the very words of ®@éelare in dire need of hearing words of
blessing. We have the words of criticism down pét’ve got words of sarcasm and cynicism on
the tips of our tongue. We know words of compléypheart. But do we know words of
blessingBuen Camindilled me to overflowing, and | am determined tttadse words — and
other words like them - will be the words that htiaue to utter to people that travel the path
with me. The world is desperate for our Good WartdBlessing and our Good Words of Hope
and our Good Words of Peace and our Good Wordewé & desperate - | tell you. For our
Good Words are not our own — they #re very words of God.

It occurred to me that since Michael baptized @reasd Rob today, that there was a
missed opportunity for me to speak a word of bleg$d them — as their pastor and their friend.
Russ spoke words in his prayer of blessing, biatd, had some words to say, because words
matter.

Dear Chase,



The first words in our church’s covenant with yagin “we share in your excitement today.” It
is true. Chase, | am truly excited for you todaguYhave taken that bold step to say to the world
what you have heard all of your life and what yawdnknown to be true your whole life long —
that you belong to God and that Jesus is the Om#hpatterning your life after and following in
his Way. | feel a special kinship with all thingsmiel since your family is the first family that
we got to know. I still have the pictures of ousfiHalloween in Charlotte. We hadn’t moved
into our house yet, so Jackson and Bennett triekemted with you and Copelyn and Ala in your
neighborhood since we didn’t have a neighborhoad¥e@u were our boys’ first friend, and |
love the way you have been friends ever since A 8waugh you are older than they are. I'm
actually almost surprised that you aren’t sicknaf thurch by now given the amount of time and
energy and commitment that your parents — bothtbhegend individually — have given to
PRBC. Your mother spent hours upon hours upon hgetteng us to be your pastors, often at
the expense of your family time. Your father spgemiirs upon hours upon hours using his
expertise on committees that finally led to our t@@mmunity Center — again, often at the
expense of your family. And those two things arly dwo of the many ways that your parents
have given their lives to this church. But todagsigt have anything to do with your parents
except that they have been a part of Raising yghtRChase, you have been prayed for by this
very congregation since you before you were bohis Thurch has been your family when you
were in the hospital and this church has rockedigots nursery and this church been there to
rejoice in your growing up — and | do mean growilpg- how can it be that you are taller than |
am when it still seems like yesterday that you werdndergarten grade? But today isn’'t about
how much this church loves you. They’'ve simply bagyart of Raising you Right. Today is a

day of great celebration - we share in your exaieimioday - for you have chosen to profess



your faith in front of all of us, and that is atdifat | treasure. Chase, | pray that today is laoth
continuation of all you have known to be true angeginning of a new level of commitment to
the God that you claim as your own through JesussClit’s as if the heavens have opened up
again this day and God has said, “Chase, you areatoyed son, in you | am well pleased.”
Chase, | share in your excitement todéBuen Camino! +wish you Good Journey, my friend.
Love, Amy

Dear Rob,

My first memories of you are you sitting front acehter with your mother in this sanctuary.
Eleven o’clock worship was your only time here. Bore we suggested and invited/nudged and
encouraged you to come to the children’s Sundap@diiass or to the Faith Talk classes that
Russ and | led, but Sunday at 11:00 am was yoyrtonk here — always front and center - right
beside your mom. And then you hit the youth grong there has hardly been a time when the
church doors have been open and you havée®t here. You have become one of those
foundation pieces of the youth group and of ourchuEven though you don't like to sing —
there you are with the youth choir. When you devént to act in a musical — there you are as
stage hand. You go on all the trips. You come &rgWednesday night supper and every
Sunday night Forum. But this is what is so greatualyou — you are a worker and no one knows
it. It's too bad for you that your mother has cbdithe Membership Care committee for more
years than is reasonable and has been the chegfti@a giver and party thrower around here.
Too bad for you - because you have been her rigghd Iman in all of it. | laughed and laughed
when your mother told me that when the old kitches recently renovated and turned into a
conference room and the new storage supply clbaeybu said, “This is great. This room is so

much more convenient than the storage room upstaiosi may be about the only youth in the



church that can truly appreciate the new locatioim® storage closet! It simply goes to show
that you have invested your life here and it haderall the difference. But all the trips and all
the worship services and all the party preparatasesiot what it’s all about. Today, Rob, you
went through the water and that’s really whatatllsabout — claiming faith as your own and
giving your life to the Way of Jesus. What you ditl said in baptism today is what the rest of it
is all about. So welcome home, Rob, and thank goydur witness today. | wish you Godspeed

—Buen Camino! -6ood Journey, my friend. Love, Amy

Buen CaminoEveryone. What we say matters, so Good Journey!iMag/ so.



