
Passionate 
Calmness



The story concerns a monastery that had 
fallen upon hard times. Once a great order, 
as a result of waves of persecution in the 
seventeenth and eighteenth centuries and 
the rise of secularism in the nineteenth, all 
its branch houses were lost and it had 
become decimated to the extent that there 
were only five monks left in the decaying 
mother house,
the abbot and four 
others, all over 
seventy in age. 
Clearly it was a 
dying order.



In the deep woods 
surrounding the monastery 
there was a little hut that a 
Rabbi from a nearby town 

occasionally used for a 
hermitage. Through their 
many years of prayer and 

contemplation the old monks 
had become a bit psychic, so 

they could always sense 
when the Rabbi was in his 
hermitage. "The Rabbi is in 

the woods, the Rabbi is in the 
woods again " they would 

whisper to each other. As he 
agonized over the imminent 

death of his order, it occurred 
to the abbot at one such time 
to visit the hermitage and ask 
the Rabbi if by some possible 

chance he could offer any 
advice that might save the 

monastery.



The Rabbi welcomed the abbot at his hut. But when the abbot 
explained the purpose of his visit,

 the Rabbi could only commiserate with him. 
"I know how it is," he exclaimed. "The spirit has gone out of

 the people. It is the same in my town. 
Almost no one comes to the synagogue anymore." 
So the old abbot and the old Rabbi wept together. 

Then they read parts of the Torah and quietly spoke of deep things. 



The time came when the 
abbot had to leave. They 
embraced each other.

"It has been a wonderful 
thing that we should meet 
after all these years,"
the abbot said, 
"but I have still failed in
my purpose for coming 
here. Is there nothing you 
can tell me, no piece of 
advice you can give me 
that would help me save 
my dying order?"



"No, I am sorry," the Rabbi responded. 
"I have no advice to give. 

The only thing
 I can tell you is that

the 
Messiah 

Is
one of you."



When the abbot returned to the monastery his fellow 
monks gathered around him to ask, "Well what did the Rabbi 
say?" "He couldn't help," the abbot answered. "We just wept 
and read the Torah together. The only thing he did say, just as 
I was leaving -- it was something cryptic-- was that the 
Messiah is one of us. I don't know what he meant."



In the days and weeks and months that followed, 
the old monks pondered this and wondered 
whether there was any possible significance to the 
Rabbi's words. The Messiah is one of us? Could 
he possibly have meant one of us monks here at 
the monastery? If that's the case, which one? 
    Do you suppose he meant the abbot? Yes, if he 
meant anyone, he probably meant Father Abbot. 
He has been our leader for more than a 
generation. 
    On the other hand, he might have meant Brother 
Thomas. Certainly Brother Thomas is a holy man. 
Everyone knows that Thomas is a man of light.
    Certainly he could not have meant Brother Elred! 
Elred gets crotchety at times. But come to think of 
it, even though he is a thorn in people's sides, 
when you look back on it, Elred is virtually always 
right. Often very right. 
    Maybe the Rabbi did mean Brother Elred. But 
surely not Brother Phillip. Phillip is so passive, a 
real nobody. But then, almost mysteriously, he has 
a gift for somehow always being there when you 
need him. He just magically appears by your side. 
Maybe Phillip is the Messiah. 



Of course the Rabbi didn't mean 
me. He couldn't possibly have 

meant me. 

I'm just an ordinary person. 
Yet supposing he did? 

Suppose I am the Messiah? 

O God, not me. 
I couldn't be that
 much for You,

could I?



As they contemplated in this 
manner, the old monks 

began to treat each other 
with extraordinary respect
 on the off chance that one 

among them
 might be the Messiah. 



And on the off off chance 
that each monk himself 
might be the Messiah, 

they each began to treat 
themselves with 

extraordinary respect.



Because the forest in which it was situated was beautiful, it so happened that people still 
occasionally came to visit the monastery to picnic on its tiny lawn, to wander along some of its 
paths, even now and then to go into the dilapidated chapel to meditate. As they did so, without 
even being conscious of it, they sensed the aura of extraordinary respect that now began to 
surround the five old monks and seemed to radiate out from them and permeate the atmosphere 
of the place. There was something strangely attractive, even compelling, about it. Hardly knowing 
why, they began to come back to the monastery more frequently to picnic, to play, to pray. They 
began to bring their friends to show them this special place. And their friends brought their friends.



Then it happened that some of the younger men who came to visit 
the monastery started to talk more and more with the old monks. After a 
while one asked if he could join them. Then another. And another. 

So within a few years the monastery had once again become a 
thriving order and, thanks to the Rabbi's gift, a vibrant center of light and 
spirituality in the realm.



Why 
does 
this 
work?

Hint: the Rabbi is 
left handed!
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Question: Why does this work?
Answer:  They became an effective

 community.

Peck’s definition of community: “community” is a 
group of two or more people who, regardless of the 
diversity of their backgrounds, have been able to 
accept and transcend their differences, enabling 
them to communicate openly and effectively, and to 
work together towards common goals, while having 
a sense of unusual safety with one another.

Peck’s Law: Community first, problem solving second.



We have invented 
countless strategies 

for destroying
 spiritual passion.

Christian A Schwarz, Color Your World with 
Natural Church Development, p.110

There is one discipline in which 
Christians have achieved a  depressing

 success: 

Many involve 
stirring up stress 

and conflict.



Decreasing
Stress

Anxiety
Conflict

Increases
Excitement

Enthusiasm
Passionate Spirituality



Excitement is NOT drama!



Is this the 
best way to wake up a sleeping church?



Passionate spirituality
 is not angry spirituality.

James 1:20
  for the anger of man

 does not work
 the righteousness of God.



Do you feel God has been 
unfair to you? That you have 
been treated unjustly?



How to recognize a son of God:

And Jesus said,
   "Father, forgive them;

 for they know not
 what they do.“

Luke 23:34



One Minute for God

Angry people can't listen



The main objection to
 following Jesus is that 

the road is usually
uphill.



4 Stages or Levels of Community  
Pseudocommunity   
Chaos 
Emptiness 
Community
  
Community: "In my defenselessness, 
my safety lies." In this stage, individuals accept 
others as they are, and are themselves accepted. 
Differences are no longer feared or ignored, but 
rather are celebrated. A deep sense of peace and joy 
characterizes the group.  People begin to treat each 
other with extraordinary respect. 

(Surrender, acceptance, community)

(



1. Life is difficult (Peck). The closeness of 
intimacy creates friction and anxiety 
increases the temptation to reduce anxiety by 
trying to force other people to change. 
Neither God nor the pastor can make 
everyone happy.

2. Conflict is a result of the attempt
 to control other people;

 people cannot
 be controlled.

 Ask Moses.



Differentiating an entire church:
defining yourself clearly and being 
faithful to who you are while remaining 
in touch with people. 

Great excitement and fulfillment occurs 
as a critical mass of people understand 

and utilize their spiritual gifts
 for the common good,

 each respecting
 the value

 of others. 



The walls that defends us

Confine the 
Spirit



Everett Rogers – The Diffusion of 
Innovations Adopter Framework

2.5%        13.5%             34%               34%                  16%

How successful change happens in cultural systems.



Everett Rogers – The Diffusion of 
Innovations Adopter Framework

2.5%        13.5%             34%               34%                  16%

Never vote on change – they’ll go back to Egypt!

16% 84%



Geoffrey Moore – Crossing the Chasm
Marketing And Selling High-Tech Products To Mainstream 

Customers

2.5%        13.5%             34%               34%                  16%

Let change spread like leaven – naturally multiplying

New wine containers
prototypes

84%
Old wine containers

tried and true

16%

Presentations             Conversations



A peace maker 
resolves the 
causes of hostility.

Turn the volume
down  (intensity, 
striving, tension)

s

Mat 5:9  "Blessed are the 
peacemakers, for they shall 
be called sons of God.



Passionate Calmness
“flow” or in the “zone”

High excitement, low anxiety
Allows organizations
to adapt and
change



Differentiation creates calmness
Diversity makes defensiveness
     unnecessary.
Respect – listen
Calm – be at peace
And spiritual passion will increase.

John 13:34  A new commandment 
I give to you, that you love one 
another; even as I have loved
you, that you also love one 
another.

John 13:35  By this all men will 
know that you are my disciples, if 
you have love for one
another."



Now apply this to lost people…
(the real potential of left handed disciple making)

2.5%        13.5%             34%               34%                  16%

Nothing needs to change in order to reach 84% of the lost.

Interested in change
84%

Are disinterested in change
16%

Presentations             Conversations
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