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Sermon description: “Enough is as good as a feast,” as the proverb says. But 
what if we have lost the notion of enough -- and not just in food, but in all 
categories of life? What happens then?

Opening words by Denise Levertov
As swimmers dare
to lie face to the sky
and water bears them,
as hawks rest upon air
and air sustains them,
so would I learn to attain 
freefall, and float
into Creator Spirit's deep embrace,
knowing no effort earns 
that all-surrounding grace.  

Readings:  “Enough…” by David Whyte

Enough. These few words are enough.
If not these words, this breath.
If not this breath, this sitting here.

This opening to the life
we have refused
again and again
until now.
Until now
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Prayer: 
So much undone.
So much to do.
So much to heal
in us and the world.
So much to acquire:
a meal
a healthy body —
a fit one —
a lover
a job
a better job
proof we have and are enough 
just around the corner of now.

And up against it the reality of all that falls short and the limits of today.
We honor the limits:
If your body won’t do what it used to, for right now let it be enough.
If your mind won’t stop racing or can’t think of the word, let it be enough.
If you are here utterly alone and in despair, be all that here with us. 
If today you cannot sing because your throat hurts or you don’t have the heart 
for music, be silent.  
When the offering plate goes around if you don’t have money to give or the 
heart to give, let it pass.

The world won’t stop spinning on her axis if you don’t rise to all occasions 
today.
Love won’t cease to flow in your direction,
your heart won’t stop beating,
all hope won’t be lost.

You are part of the plan for this world’s salvation,
of that I have no doubt.
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The world needs its oceans of people striving to be good
to carry us to the shores of hope and wash fear from the beach heads,
and cleanse all wounds so they can heal.  
But oceans are big and I am sure there are parts that don’t feel up to the task 
of the whole some days.
Rest, if you must, then, like the swimmer lying on her back who floats,
or the hawk carried on cushions of air.
Rest in pews made to hold weary lives in space carved out for the doing of 
nothing much 
but being.

Perhaps then you will feel in your bones,
in your weary heart,
the aching, healing sense that
this is enough —
even this.

That we are enough.
You are enough.
Enough.

For these and all the meditations of our hearts unspoken in this hour, I say, 
“Amen.” 

— Vanessa Southern
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Sermon: “Enough?”

“Enough. These few words are enough.
If not these words, this breath.
If not this breath, this sitting here.

This opening to the life
we have refused
again and again
until now.
Until now”

Lovely words by David Whyte, but hard to live.  So much easier to doubt 
them.  To worry, that we, that this, that everything is no quite enough. 

We are probably hard wired to be concerned with “not enough”.  It is, after 
all, evolutionarily advantageous to ask whether there is enough food to fuel 
the body for today, and enough stored for the winter.  Enough available water 
to get us between rainstorms or through droughts.  Enough fuel to keep us 
warm.  Enough shelter to protect us from the elements and tools of war to 
protect against your enemies and predators.

And maybe it is deeply enough wired into our brains that we find it hard to 
turn that switch off.  If “not enough” is a concern, “too much” must be better 
— like a belt and suspenders.  So, in enter the sins of gluttony and greed and 
warmongering — all the sins of excess.  

“What is enough?” is an age-old question and not knowing keeps us busy, 
worried and sometimes leads us dangerously astray.  Moreover, if knowing 
what is enough has always been hard, the forces around us right now conspire 
to make it even harder.  
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There was an old proverb, “Enough is as good as a feast.”  But now so many 
things seem instead bent on convincing us life should be like that Monte 
Python banquet, where the man eats until he is sick. He keeps going course 
after course, eats even the “wafer thin mint” offered to him at the end, and 
then calls out for a bucket.  Everything that used to be adequate, now 
somehow isn’t quite so.   

Here’s one example, one that seems to underline the issue and one that made 
me laugh: Recently I thought I’d re-start some basic care for my body.  I 
thought I’d sign up for a class to help get me started. I wanted, you know, a 
decent workout — a little cardio, some weights or isometrics like push ups to 
strengthen my muscles, I generally wanted to feel connected to my body, and 
get those feel-good endorphins pumping to help with stress.  

Well, it turns out there is a gym one block away.  Which is great so I look at 
the web site to book my class. First of all, the gym says it offers something 
called, “transformational fitness.”  They said they would see those of us who 
came through what they call our “fitness journey,” and also “celebrating you 
as you achieve improvement in every aspect of your life.” Wow, who knew 
what role gym could play in one’s life! 

Then I turned to the testimonials.  One person writes: “Within ONE 
MINUTE of using this machine I was breathing heavily. Within FIVE 
MINUTES I was shaking. Within TEN MINUTES I wanted to quit ….The 
only thing that kept me going (and not crying) —“ at that point I stopped 
reading.  Was this Guantanamo Bay or a gym?! 

Apparently, it is not enough to sweat a little and feel the burn of lactic acid a 
little.  Now you and I have to be transformed by our workout, in a deeply 
personal way that is quasi-religious and also, as it turns out, includes being 
tortured to the point of tears or surrender.  
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My friends, that is what qualifies for “enough” in the world of SF workouts 
these days! 

You could name your own examples of this kind of escalation.  Coffee has to 
be artisanal and so does cheese.  Every time I read a newspaper article online 
a banner add flashes to get my attention reminding me of things I have looked 
at buy not bought so that it is hard to be at peace with what you have left 
behind in the shopping cart.  Your smart phone loads your emails from work, 
raising the question of whether a committed professional wouldn’t check and 
respond and how often and at what time of the day and night. The turn around 
time for everything is shorter so the record of life that used to be played at 45 
is now played at 78 — if that reference makes any sense.  Oh, which reminds 
me, the speed at which technologies are changing is also increasing so that 
mastery of one platform has a short half-life, before you are expected to 
migrate to another. Yelp tells you that the restaurant you are considering only 
has three stars, which is good to know, but it does either add to your 
dissatisfaction with that meal to know that, or push you to walk the half mile 
to the next place.  

To my eyes, the new normal is a normal of not enough, never quite enough.  
The number of the variables of areas we are supposed to cover in a life has 
grown, and then the expectations is that you maximize on each of those 
variables, the absolute values of which keep getting inflated (like my gym) — 
all of which makes for an impossible equation to solve for.  Particularly in a 
world that still has real and human limits, and up against a day whose hours 
have not expanded with the demands.  It is an extreme sport vision of a life. 

It was always impossible to maximize across all dimensions in life.  Madeline 
Albright once said you can have it all, just not all at the same time.  But 
maybe what’s more true is that you just cannot ever have all of this life as 
laid out, even staged out in chapters as she was suggesting. 

Trying to do so, however, keeps us grasping.   
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Wayne Muller is a therapist, minister and author of “A Life of Being, Having, 
and Doing Enough.”  In it he writes, “We live in a world seduced by its own 
unlimited potential.”  The price of that seduction, he rightly points out, is that 
nothing we do or have ever feels like enough for long.  In this race you and I 
are always finding ourselves falling short of an ever-receding finish line.  

I am in recovery from such a life.  Trying to stay sober, you might say from 
this addiction and its carnage.  So I think about it a lot.  

For my part, I spent years thinking I could figure out some magic formula for 
doing all that felt expected. I did all I could do to master what was in front of 
me. I threw resources at the challenge that included, over ten years: Two 
nationally renown professional coaches, one therapist, Franklin-Covey 
trainings on efficiency, Alan Deal’s book on “Getting Things Done” and 
dozens of other efficiency gurus.  I spent ten years  tinkering with staffing 
changes and passed countless nights puzzling out in the dark of missed sleep 
all that was still undone and how to get to it.  

Far harder than all of that puzzling and striving, though, was the long-term 
corrosive sense of failure.  Every year, every month, every day I fell short of 
what I thought I should be able to do. I was failing myself, sure, but far worse 
failing my people, my family, my God, even. Despite all our successes in the 
congregation — and their were many — it was failure who was my most 
familiar companion. 

There is so much wrong with that picture I now see.  How much of my reality 
I wasn’t seeing.  How much of enough there was and is in my life.  I had 
enough food, water, shelter, love in my life — More than most human beings 
have had access to for millennia, and more than many still have today.  

And I was doing enough, by any human standard.  
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But what’s more I also was enough, and so are you.  What is with all this 
underlying inadequacy we carry around. I resonate with Levertov on this one. 
I know, but forgot, that there is a grace that holds us.  The Universalists called 
it love and said it was at the center of the universe, the unshakable, pre-
existing ground of our being.  The Buddhists might say it is the quiet center 
we know when we still our minds with breath.  Perhaps the humanists would 
say it is the force of life itself, in the natural world, abundant and always 
urging more life forward.  Even it is cheering for us.

But so often, I think, you and I can be like the cowardly lion on some 
pilgrimage to find what, in truth, is already there; that we have had what we 
needed with us all along.  The trick then is to break the spell of not enough.  
And to fend off the forces, internal and external, that want to pull us back 
under its sway.

To do that, we cannot look to wildly ambitious gym ads or carefully curated 
lives on Facebook.  The commercial world is bent on making us believe we 
are one more purchase or one more motivational guru away from satiation 
and nirvana, but you know that just when you get there their job is to pull the 
tape another mile down the track to keep you running.  So you and I have to 
shut out those voices.  Even family and friends cannot provide the answer 
although their insight and partnership in living this life is important.  

Enough, as Wayne Muller says, “is an inside job.” And he is right.  

You and I must decide what will be enough.  We decide what 
accomplishments will speak to what is important to us, map you how we will 
bear our gifts into the world, and what we can honestly offer given the real 
and human limits of time and ability.  Only we can choose the trade-offs that 
make one reality possible and leave another as the road untaken.  And in the 
end, too, it is most us who will live with the consequences of our choices.  
That is the mature spiritual work of authoring a life with intention.  
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When I was writing that ‘enough was an inside job’ the spell check wrote, 
“enough is an inside joy.” But that is also true. Because in deciding we are 
also liberated for joy and satisfaction.  We will also be deciding when to drop 
the mic and take a bow.  We choose when we can declare a day done to the 
best of our abilities, and when we can lay our head on the pillow and sleep 
peacefully.  We decide the enough that, in reality, is a feast worthy of 
celebration.

Against the messages inside and outside of “not enough” we have to stake 
our claim to a place we will know as enough.  There is huge liberation in all 
that deciding, and also some armor to protect against so many false assaults 
and distracting messages of our inadequacy. 

Forrest Church, by the end of his life, came up with this formula for living, 
that was simple and clear.  He said:  “Want what you have. Do what you can. 
Be who you are.”

That, I’m pretty sure he believed, was his recipe for enough. 

We have to find our own — define a life that is doable, a feast of 
accomplishments that speaks to the things that are important to us, that brings 
our gifts to the world, and is honest about the limits of time.  

May grace always, always attend our living, and celebration and satisfied rest 
attend each day’s end.

In this life of enough.  
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