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I used to hate waiting. I still kind of do, depending on the context, but 

when I was a kid it would drive me up a wall. I don’t remember patience ever 
being a virtue of mine when I was a child. It’s that idea of instant gratification 
we all get programmed into us as infants: you cry, and immediately someone 
swoops in to sort out whatever it is; no lines, no waiting. Hungry à cry à fed. 
Messy à cry à baby powder à clean diaper. 

And don’t get me wrong—what a baby needs a baby gets, on the double. 
They’re incapable of caring for themselves; they need us to be on the job, all the 
time, because all they can do is wait. 

By the time we shift from infants to toddlers, this programming has kind 
of settled in. We still aren’t quite sure where our parents end and we begin, and 
we have no reason not to believe that we are the center of the universe. It takes 
years of experience and frontal lobe development to become self-aware enough 
to break free from it. 

And until then—and for many of us it follows into adulthood—it’s hard 
to wait. 

 
Boredom was one of my least favorite emotions as a kid. I wasn’t a fan of 

fear or humiliation or helplessness either, but I encountered boredom more often than 
those, and it was something that—eventually—I discovered I could take some 
control over. 

Going out as a kid, whether it was for a haircut, or a doctor’s 
appointment, or a family outing to go clothes shopping, every single one of 
those involved waiting… usually staring at a blank wall while it felt like ants 
were crawling around the inside of my skull… telling me to do something, 
anything, or the world will literally end of dullness. 

Doctors and hair salons do have nice little waiting rooms, but there’s 
only so much entertainment a kid can get out of Time Magazine… and the 
ingredient lists on the display bottles of hair conditioner aren’t much better. 
And don’t get me started on clothes shopping. The whole family takes a 
thousand years to try on outfit after outfit, meanwhile I was happy with the 



first pair of jeans I grabbed because it has the number right on the tag, so here I am 
sitting on a bench for an hour as a reward for my efficiency. 

So I started bringing a book everywhere. This was before the days of 
smartphones—gasp, yes, I am old enough to remember the ‘nineties—and we 
didn’t have a universe of knowledge and entertainment at our fingertips like 
now. But when I started taking books everywhere, my whole world opened up! 

I could sit in the waiting room during my brother’s doctor’s 
appointment—it wasn’t even my appointment—and it wouldn’t bother me in 
the slightest, because while the adults were sitting there thinking about 
porkbellies and soybean futures or whatever it is adults care about, I could be 
off in my own little world of fantasy or science fiction or adventure. 

It didn’t matter whether I was at home or outside a department store 
changing room; waiting suddenly wasn’t waiting at all. 

And when smartphones did come around, that was game over. Videos, 
games, answers to questions, books and audiobooks, all right there in your 
pocket. 

Waiting? Boredom? Child’s play. 
 But if you take all those away… what are we left with? If you’re like me, 

and you spent a lifetime deliberately not learning how to wait. Or if you never 
fully shook the programming of instant gratification. What are we left if we can’t 
be alone with our own thoughts? 

Notice I’ve made you wait for me to mention this morning’s Scripture. 
I’m talking about waiting today because that’s exactly what we heard Moses 
doing in our reading from Exodus. 

The Israelites had had to wait generations for their freedom from Egypt, 
and they will go on to wait forty years before they make it to the new home 
God promised them they would get to at some point in the future. And here, 
right in the middle of all that, Moses is called to meet face-to-face on a 
mountaintop with the God, so that God can tell him how to create the new 
society, the new civilization, the new way of life that God has prepared for 
Moses and his people. 

And on the eve of this history-changing revelation, when Moses is 
summoned to appear before God and learn what it takes to be the chosen 
ones… it was like Moses showed up on-time for an appointment, and the 



receptionist told him to take a number—a very high number with a lotta 
digits—to have a seat, and enjoy our truly engrossing selection of periodicals. 

Moses had to wait six days. Six days on top of a mountain… before 
paperback books, or smartphones, or even the “ninety-nine bottles of beer on 
the wall” song. He had to wait for God, without even knowing how long he 
would be waiting for God. 

Does that sound familiar to anyone? 
Have any of you ever had that experience? Are you having it right now, 

in your life? Waiting for God to show up, or do something—for you, or to you, 
or with you… without even knowing how long you’ll be waiting? 

 
It’s hard to wait. Especially when you don’t know how long you’ll be 

waiting. Especially… when we don’t know if what we’re waiting for is ever 
actually going to happen at all. 

What is it that you’re waiting for? What waiting is it that you’re doing 
everything you can to distract yourself from? What is it you’re waiting for that 
you just wish God would snap a celestial finger and skip past the whole waiting 
part? Because we all have something like that. A few somethings like that. 

 
You’ve heard about how butterflies work, right? Moths too. They hatch 

from an egg as a larva—a caterpillar, for instance. It crawls around, eating 
everything it can, and when it’s finally ready for a spectacular change in its life, it 
builds a chrysalis around itself where it lies dormant for a long time, until one 
day the chrysalis breaks open and a beautiful winged creature bursts forth that 
looks absolutely nothing like the larva it was to begin with. 

 
Well you know what actually happens inside the chrysalis that whole time? 

It isn’t just sitting there. All that time the caterpillar is waiting to transform into 
an adult, some really weird stuff is happening. The caterpillar basically digests 
itself, and sealed inside that chrysalis it turns into really what you’d call 
“caterpillar soup.” This solid, living being, spends its time waiting melting into 
an unrecognizable goo, before cell by cell rearranging and reforming into a wholly 
new and beautiful creature. 

But this isn’t really the birth of a new creature. It’s still the same 
caterpillar it’s always been… just transformed into new life by forces it doesn’t 



understand. Studies have shown that butterflies can remember their lives from 
before turning into soup, which is amazing to me. 

These butterflies—looking back on their lives as a caterpillar—had to 
wait to be transformed. It wasn’t something that happened overnight, and it 
wasn’t something that came easy. 

See when caterpillars turn into soup in their cocoons, there are actually 
microscopic little bits floating around in the soup. Parts of the caterpillar that 
didn’t melt, that they actually had within them all along. This bit will one day 
become an eye. This bit will one day become a wing. And once the caterpillar 
realizes that, all the soup can focus around these bits and start to transform into 
all the parts it takes to make a butterfly. 

And that’s the opportunity we have while we’re waiting for God to do 
God’s work in our lives. Or to… answer our prayers. Or to surprise us with 
something new. New life… new birth. There’s an opportunity for transformation 
in waiting, if we take part in it. 

 
Moses too, needed to wait to be transformed. He couldn’t just show up 

and God would solve all his problems with the snap of a finger. It was like 
Moses was a deep-sea diver and he needed to spend time adjusting in a 
decompression chamber before he could walk on dry land. Those six days of 
waiting allowed him to be ready for God. And it was all part of an ongoing 
process. Then he had to work with God for forty more days before he was ready 
to go down to the rest of the Israelites and help them transform too. 

A lot of waiting in that story. 
Because waiting is transformative. Buddhists have the concept of 

kshanti… that through waiting, one can develop patience with others, and 
oneness with the cosmic order, or reality itself. Christians might call that 
cosmic order God. 

See there’s something I missed by using the escape and distraction of books 
and smartphones to bypass the waiting stages of my life. It’s like cutting open a 
cocoon before the butterfly has gone through the work of metamorphosis. 

I don’t know what it was all that waiting would have transformed me into 
if I had just embraced it and let it… because I couldn’t push pass the boredom to 
be present and find out. Mindfulness in the face of waiting, and finding peace in 



waiting, can allow God to do the work in us that we’ve actually been waiting for, 
whether we knew it or not. 

 
Let’s let waiting become our spiritual practice. Not the kind of waiting 

where we stare at the wall and go numb… but the kind of waiting that a 
caterpillar does. Active waiting. Waiting where we look inward at the 
transformations happening to us every day. The kind of waiting where we don’t 
run away from it… we take hold of it. 

We wait with God, figure out what’s happening within ourselves and our 
lives as we wait… and before we know it, we and our lives will be transformed 
into something beautiful. 

Thanks be to God. Amen. 


