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Luke 10:38-42 

I belong to a book club with about a dozen other women. We agree on a book, get together about every six weeks to discuss the author and the story, talk about its effect on our lives, and relate personal anecdotes. We laugh, strengthen friendships, and exercise our minds. At the first meeting, we had pound cake with fresh berries and some lemonade and discussed the book for about an hour and a half. It was exhilarating!

Fast forward three years later...we now go to plays and movies, eat dinner at upscale restaurants, have gourmet meals and house tours, did a sleepover at a condo in Canaan Valley, and discuss the chosen book—for about 20 minutes. That is, if we bother to read it…

Don’t get me wrong—it’s still a great club, and I rarely miss a meeting because the women are so intelligent, humorous, and inspirational. But, some of us have threatened to secede and start another group with just a book and pound cake, like the old days, as we complain that the group has lost focus. 

We’re like Martha in today’s Gospel. She, too, has lost focus and is seconds away from going on strike. “Mary is a slacker,” she complains to her friend Jesus, not even saying a word to her sister. “Tell her to help me!” She has been serving her guests and was “burdened” by it. There are many theories as to why Martha was so frustrated—she was obsessing about the meal; she was a little jealous of her sister who was sitting at the Lord’s feet, taking in every word he said; she wanted Jesus to know she was overworked.

I’ve been in Martha’s place before. Haven’t you? You are overwhelmed with the minutiae of life; no one appreciates you; you have to do it all; nobody helps; if you didn't have a middle name, it could be “Martyr.” I have an obsessive personality anyway—I couldn’t sleep a couple of nights before the Fourth of July party because I cooked or baked every item on the menu at least ten times in my head. I was “anxious and worried about many things,” none of them worth worrying about in the first place. One time I asked Harry, “What are you thinking about?” “Nothing,” was his quick reply. “How can you think about ‘nothing’?” I asked, incredulous. He said it was easy. Just don't think about anything. I find that impossible. I try to turn off my mind, but the switch is broken.

You would think that having the name Mary that I would relate to the Mary who knew what “the better part” was, who knew how when to stop and listen. But, no. Martha and I still have much to learn. 

