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May 21, 2016 Florida Hospital Seventh-day Adventist Church 
1 Corinthians 10:23-24; 8:9;  Philippians 2:3  Consideration, 
(Thoughtful and Sympathetic Regard) by Andy McDonald 
 
This month we are talking about the challenge of change, and 
specifically the change of determining what will be the culture of our 
worship services.  Culture can be fluid and less about right and wrong 
but really about who we choose to be with one another.   Our Mission 
is loving people into a lifelong friendship with God, and how we are 
with one another, how we practice civility with each other, This is 
important to our health as a congregation and to our mission as God’s 
people in this place.  Hopefully today’s message will help us 
understand how our civility, how our consideration of others can 
make a difference for God’s kingdom. 
 
Jesus was a master story teller. I don’t think we want to take Matthew 
and Mark’s words absolutely literally but they speak to Jesus’ style, 
his habit.  They both write about Jesus, “he did not say anything to 
them without using a parable.” Matthew 13:34 and Mark 4:34 
 
And so cashing in on the wisdom of Jesus let me share with you a 
parable: it’s a story, and while all the facts may not exactly match any 
one person’s story, they all do match someone’s story and are 
gathered now into this one story to teach us and train us in kingdom 
life. 
 
It had been years since she had been inside a building called a 
“church”.  It had been even longer, and in her head she wondered if 
she had ever really been an insider when it came to the Body of 
Christ. 
 
She’d always felt a little out of sync with “those” people just a little 
like a fish out of water. Sure there had been moments, brief and 
fleeting cases when she connected but they were rare, and short lived. 
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Ever since she was a very little girl, actually from her earliest 
memories, she’d always had a tender spot for the down and outer, the 
weak, the hurting.  Those who knew her were aware that she loved the 
stray, the lost dog, the cat that showed up at her door, the wounded 
bird, the damaged person. 
 
She didn’t give it much thought, but had she considered her life, if she 
stopped living life for a moment to examine the life she lived, it might 
have dawned on her that in many ways she was attracted to those in 
need because of her own needs.   
 
In many ways though, her life had been good.  A decent home, 
parents who loved her, siblings that had been supportive, even if from 
a distance. 
 
She had been and still was the best mom she knew to be.  She thought 
the same about being a wife, but when he left she knew it wasn’t all 
just him—she’d made some marriage eroding decisions along the 
way. 
 
The source of her pain, the spot ached in her life wasn’t so much 
anything anyone had done to her, but more what they didn’t do.  And 
what they didn’t do started when she was really small.   Just like her 
siblings,  just like every small child she remembered doing some 
amazing feat like jumping really high, or jumping on one foot, or 
jumping rope really fast, and competing with her brothers and sisters 
to be seen. 
 
Her little voice would call out, “Watch me, Watch me.”  “Mom, 
watch this.  Daddy, look, watch me do this.  And when attention 
focused on her, in her memory it was brief at best and dismissive at 
worst. 
 
The feeling that haunted that memory, the very feeling that has 
haunted her whole life, is the feeling of being invisible, and the 



3 
 
craving of her heart and soul has always been to  just be visible—to 
count—to be part of the equation—to not be left out.   
 
She doesn’t impugn the motives of people. She has been through 
enough therapy—she holds no active animosity towards anyone: 
parents, siblings, teachers, ex-husband, kids, friends.  But while 
there’s no grudge,  no wish to get even or to show them a thing or 
two—still, deep in her soul, anchored to who she is, there is this 
perennial hunger to just not be invisible.  
 
She tells herself, “its not a huge deal”, but sometimes she fanaticizes 
that her opinion will be sought.  Someone will not just notice she’s 
shown up, but will acknowledge her and ask, “What do you think?” 
 
She can’t put her finger on what sparked it, but this sense...this feeling 
is very real.  It showed up a few weeks ago.  Maybe it was sparked by 
something she heard on the radio on the way to work.  Maybe it was a 
story she read in the paper. Maybe it was something one of her kids 
said.  Whatever sparked it she has this sense that she to visit a church.  
Crazy! It seems a little strange that the impression she felt would be 
so compelling for something she has, for so long, felt no compulsion 
whatsoever. 
 
She has tried to shake this feeling, this notion, but it keeps coming 
back so she decides this weekend to visit a church.  It’s been a long 
time but she still knows right where there’s a church of the Christian 
tribe she knew as a kid.  
 
She pulls up the church’s website to check service times.  As she 
explores the church web pages she thinks the church talks a pretty 
good game—the pictures and text look friendly and it seems up to 
date. This is important to her, she hates websites where all the posted 
info is for things that have already happened! 
 
When she clicks off the church website for a moment she considers 
abandoning this whole “visit a church” impression.   
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But what makes her think of abandoning her visit, in the end causes 
her to ask “What’s the risk?”  She knows the risk, the fear is real. It is 
the fear is another moment of feeling invisible.  She imagines 
attending and it being like she’s taken a mysterious invisible pill and 
no one can see her.   
 
It is at that moment that all the memories of not being included, not 
having her opinion sought, and in that rare moment when she opens 
her mouth to make a contribution, its like they are not only blind to 
her presence but also deaf to her input.  
 
Its not that she craves the spotlight, but just longs for some validation 
that she is real and not some figment of her own imagination! 
 
Of course the flipside of being invisible is that there’s no real risk. 
She can attend church, honoring this impression or feeling, and 
according to her history she should be able to come and go and no one 
will even notice! 
 
The weekend comes and the hounding impression can only be put to 
rest by just getting up and heading to the church service.  
 
If the church she arrives at is Florida Hospital Church what will be 
her experience?  What consideration will we give her?  Will we 
consider her at all or will we be so self absorbed only adding another 
invisible experience to her long list of disappointments? 
 
As she approaches the facility and looks for parking this will be her 
first opportunity to sense if we have thought about her, considered her  
at all.  What will communicate to her that we have “seen” her, that 
even though we haven’t literally laid eyes on her we’ve seen her, 
we’ve considered her. What will tell her that she has been given 
thoughtful and sympathetic regard even without knowing her?                                      
 
When we come here we don’t need signs or directions as to where to 
park. We know all of Florida Hospital’s non-reserved parking is open 
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to us. We know which lots are “open” to us right around our facility.  
We love to grab the closest most convenient parking spot.  But what if 
when we were choosing our spot to park we gave her thoughtful and 
sympathetic regard?   What if we gave her consideration? 
 
She may well sense that she is more visible than she thought when 
there is good signage that she’s arrived at 2800 N Orange Ave.  If 
there are directional parking signs this may be her first hint that she’s 
not invisible. 
 
Finding a parking spot she pulls in and turns off her car and just sits. 
She wrestles with whether or not she’ really going to go inside.  But 
she’s come this far and the impression has been strong and so she 
locks the car and heads for the church doors. 
 
As she approaches the church entrance she can see activity in the 
lobby. She hesitates for just a moment.  She knows no one inside 
those doors.  Why’s she doing this? Is this a smart move or just 
another opportunity to not be noticed?  But all the while these 
thoughts rush through her mind her feet keep move toward the door. 
Just before she reaches it the door opens to her.  Someone has seen 
her.  And she is greeted, she hears words, “We’re so glad you’ve 
come to join us for worship.” And the greeter looks her in the eye and 
smiles as a bulletin is offered. 
 
Now what? Which way does she turn? Is it okay to just go in and have 
a seat?  The greeter picks up on her hesitancy, brief as it is, and 
catches the eye of one of the connectors standing in the lobby and 
motions for some attention.  
 
The connector has a brief friendly visit and offers to answer any 
questions. It is becoming more evident that some thought and 
sympathetic regard has been exercised in her direction.  She finds her 
seat in the Worship Center and as she waits for service to begin she 
notices conversation in a normal volume level happening right behind 
her.  She assumes, of course, that this chat will end as service begins.  
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But in just a moment the light’s change and the service begins but the 
conversation doesn’t end. Maybe the volume level drops a tad but she 
can still hear every word. 
 
The two sitting behind her aren’t bad people, they just are a little 
delusional.  They think they are in somekind of cone of silence, and 
that others can’t hear them.  They even imagine that talking softly is 
the same as whispering!  They aren’t trying to do anything 
inappropriate.  They are under the illusion that they are being quiet 
and not disturbing anyone.  Truth is their continued conversation 
starts to bring back those invisible feelings.  She thinks, they must not 
be able to see me. Certainly if they could see me they wouldn’t keep 
talking!  Maybe I’m invisible. 
 
All of a sudden she hears the host talking about getting up and 
greeting people and she’s a little freaked, but she stands up and her 
visibility is reconfirmed as people shake her hand and welcome her. 
 
Back at her seat she’s starting to relax just  a little and then a phone 
buzzes behind her (at least the ringer was off) but she can still hear it 
buzz in vibration several times before, to her shock one of the chatty 
pair behind her starts having a “quiet” conversation on the phone, 
right in the service. She’s not upset. She already recognizes that the 
two behind her are blind to her presence, she’s invisible to them.  
Fortunately the conversation on the phone is short but now she has to 
try and re-engage with the service and what is going on. 
 
She recognizes that the host is calling for the offering and announcing 
a special offertory  that will be played on the piano.  Music is one of 
her loves and so once the plate has past s 
he she sinks into the music.  It is beautiful, well rehearsed, well 
played, well selected, and she’s really enjoying it when a group of 5 
latecomers enter and need to get past her to find their seats.  Oops!  
Here it comes that feeling of invisibility, because there’s no “Excuse 
me” or “I’m so sorry.” They just muscle past her to the available 
seats.  
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In their minds they must imagine they are invisible. That bending 
over a little bit somehow makes the unnoticeable! Their assumption 
of their invisibility (which isn’t real at all) reinforces her sense of 
being dismissed, of being invisible. 
 
When the singing starts and she’s invited to stand and sing she’s 
enthralled.  The music is well done.  She finds the unfamiliar songs 
easy to pick up and sing along.  She loves to sing. She sings around 
her apartment. She sings in the shower. She even sings in her car.  But 
this is the first time in a long long time that’s she’s sung with other 
people, and it feels good.  She feels a connection.  Even if she’s not 
sure she’s in full agreement with all the words she loves the singing. 
 
As the message begins she gets hooked in right away.  She’s 
following the message and in her mind it seems it was written just for 
her.  The pastor is talking about how every human being is divine 
orginal, one of a kind masterpiece, created in the image of God, 
fearfully and wonderfully made.  Then just as he’s quoting Jesus’ 
words about how God sees each sparrow that falls, and that if God 
cares for ½ cent sparrows, he certainly sees us.  The thought is just 
sinking in when she is pulled away by the cry of a child.  The first cry 
she sort of uses to think about her crying out to God, but then it 
continues.  Parent’s trying to quiet the child, assuming that somehow 
they can be invisible for a moment. But the child isn’t comforted and 
their voice becomes the most distinct ongoing audio input in the 
room, and finally the parent takes the child out to care for their needs. 
 
She feels for both the child and the parent.   And then she re-engages 
with the final moments in the message.  She hears that our Father in 
heaven is like  the most observant parent.  That when we say watch 
me he attends to us, he gives us his thoughtful and sympathetic 
regard, and we can live in joy knowing we are safe in his care. 
 
She thinks, maybe, just maybe I’m not invisible.  God sees. God 
wants me, these people seem to see me in the best sense. 
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And then the band begins to play a new cover of the old song “His 
Eye Is On the Sparrow, and I Know He Watches Me.”  Tear well up 
in her eyes,  God see her.  She isn’t invisible and as the second refrain 
is just about to begin the person in front of her holds up their Ipad to 
take a picture or record part of the song. 
 
They just imagine they are being subtle.  They think they can be 
invisible but now her view and others view is blocked and the 
distraction is a horrific moment.  Can she get past it?  Does it undo all 
she’s heard and experienced that day? Or does this block her?  Is this 
the last straw of lack of thought and sympathetic regard?  The 
photographer isn’t trying to block God’s work.  They aren’t wanting 
to get in the way, they may imagine they are so carefully doing their 
thing that no one can see them, they are invisible—but they aren’t 
And where does she land? 
 
Does she go home anchored in the assurance that God is for her and 
sees her and wants her.  Or will she slump back into assumed 
invisibility? 
 
As the postlude is playing the person who had been seated next to her 
just casually turned and said, “During the singing I couldn’t help but 
notice how nicely you sang, you have a really good voice.” 
 
Maybe that simple word brought her back, opened her world,   
 
Our actions have consequences, intended and unintended.  
 
Maybe that’s why Paul wrote, “Be humble, thinking of others as 
better than yourself.  Don’t’ think only about your own affairs but be 
interested in others, too and what they are doing.” 
 
And show consideration: thoughtful and sympathetic regard.  That’s 
what Jesus has done for us and it is what he commissions us to. 
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