
“Seeking” 
John 1:29-39 
 
To fall in love with God is the greatest of romances, to seek Him the greatest 
adventure, to find Him the greatest human achievement. (St. Augustine?) 
	  
	  
“Thou hast made us for Thyself, O Lord, and our heart is restless until 
it finds its rest in Thee.”  St. Augustine 
 
I’m wondering if you saw this? 
 
The ad banner says, “Across the USA by Train for Just $213” 
 
Above the banner is a photo of a shiny train, the California Zephyr snaking 
through a Colorado canyon.   
 
“The American railroads are reminiscent of a bygone era,” the ad opines.  
“These were the trains that tamed the Wild West, fueled the Gold Rush, 
and served and the backbone of the Industrial Revolution.  Arguably, the 
most scenic and historic of all the train routes in America is the cross-
country journey from San Francisco to New York.  As you climb through the 
snow-capped Sierra Nevadas, and further east through the heart of the 
Rockies, you may find it hard to disagree!” 
 
You scroll down and there’s a map of the journey across the US from San 
Francisco to New York. 
 
That was great….I’m a map guy….most guys are map guys, I think. 
 
The source of the ad is Derek Low, who looks to be all of 16.  
He chronicles his trip in pictures. 
 
The fog rolling in in San Fran. 
The slab of baby back ribs in the dining car, the Donner Pass complete 
with lecture by an expert…I love history.. 
 
The all glass sightseeing car, that looked like a rolling 
greenhouse….people stretched out in Lazy Boy’s smiling, pointing. 
 
I scrolled slowly down , and somewhere inside of me eyes of imagination 
opened wide, and a heart quickened. 
 
I could hear the clickity clack of wheels on track  



 
I could see my bride and me holding hands as we stretched out in those 
sight-seeing club chairs, feet propped up, OOOOhhWEEE lookie THERE! 
 
GOOOLLLYYY….and other appropriate commentary. 
 
And when we got tired of looking, well there would be book to 
read…maybe history of places we’d pass on the way. 
 
Imagine how thrilled Sally would be to hear you narrating the journey by 
calling out random facts. 
 
When Derek wrote that he lost cell phone service in the desert, I was 
REALLY hooked and ready to sign on the dotted line. 
 
Which is why Derek Low was sharing his journey, because when you scroll 
down to the very end, there is his offer to book the trip for you for a small 
service fee of $49. 
 
The awakened adventurer inside me whispered, “Oh, that’s not 
much…..what a great getaway and no hassles of driving and booking 
train tickets…just give Derrek Low a little dough and let the good times 
flow!” 
 
I was ready to dig out my Master Card when another voice cleared his 
throat….it was the opposing voice 
 
“Really?  Really?  Haven’t you learned anything in six decades? 
 
Did you see how long the trip takes?” 
 
Well, four days…. 
 
“That’s if you don’t get off the train….YOU REALLY WANT TO BE ON THE 
TRAIN FOR FOUR DAYS? 
 
Did Derrek show you a picture of the train bathroom, by any chance?” 
 
Well…no…. 
 
“And where are you going to sleep?” 
 
Well, they have sleepers… 
“That’s not included in the $213…. 



 
For that price you get to lean against the window at night, trying to sleep 
with your head bouncing a crick into your neck, and to wake up at 2….if 
you’ve been to sleep at all…with the sudden realization that the 
difference between traveling across the country on a smelly Greyhound 
bus and a train is….actually nothing…nada…cero. 
 
And where did you say the trip originates?” 
 
San Francisco. 
 
“And how are you going to get there?” 
 
Well…I guess we could fly…. 
 
“Yep, and now you’re up to $213. times 10. 
 
But maybe you don’t have to fly out there…you could begin your 
adventure from Wilson…..and wouldn’t that be great….Derreck have any 
pictures there of the stunning beauty of Wide Awake Wilson?” 
 
I didn’t think so.   
 
“And you really think Sally’s going to be all blissful and beatific?   
One observation…..does it say anything about there being a Marshalls or 
a TJ MAXX on the train….” 
 
No… 
 
I rest my case. 
 
 
 
 
 
You know what I know? 
 
See if you know this…. 
 
I know that we could go on that trip…..and it would be fun…..we’d have 
a good time, even if the trip was a bummer…we’ve done that before…. 
 
But even if it were a perfect trip, it would never be quite as good as we 
wide-eyed dreamers imagined it. 



 
We’d plan for the trip, anticipate it, then it would come and be 
over….and we’d feel a little empty….the trip is over….a little let down. 
 
There’d be a voice….”What are you going to look forward to now?” 
 
I know that the hungry yearning for what…..adventure?  newness?  life? 
wouldn’t be satiated by a cross country train journey anymore than it is by 
a new car, a new house, new job, new baby, new shoes, new 
anything….. 
 
There is a reason why the Rolling Stones “I Can’t Get No Satisfaction” has 
been labeled the top rock song of all time. 
 
Because we know full well what it is to try and to try and to try and to try 
and get “no Satisfaction… hey hey hey, that’s what I say.” 
 
Bono cries out the same truth…..”I’ve climbed the highest 
mountains….but I still haven’t found what I’ve been looking for.” 
 
That’s why Jesus’ question to the two would be followers and to you and 
me today…. is so right on… 
“Ti zeteite…..What are you seeking? 
What are you looking for?  What do you want? 
 
How would you answer him? 
 
What would you say? 
 
I just want to be happy? 
 
I want to be worry free? 
 
Is it something like that? 
 
When I was in college, I got a job doing maintenance at the swinging 
singles apartment complex in Raleigh…where yuppies lived before they 
were called yuppies…..young, moving, shaking, running, running on 
empty, running into the sun….people on their way to making it. 
 
It’s amazing how much you can discern about people when you clean 
their carpets and unclog their drains change their furnace filters and paint 
their apartments and cut their grass. 
 



You can’t help overhearing how many people live lonely lives of quiet 
desperation and deep restlessness with accompanying anxiety that 
poured out of their eyes and their conversations. 
 
You know the great irony? 
 
Actually there are two ironies. 
 
The first is that the swanky apartments were called “San Souci”   
In French, it is “without worry.” 
 
And the second irony is that what was the happening happiness haven of 
the 1970s long ago fell to the bite of a bulldozer in favor of another 
Triangle high rise of hope and hipness. 
 
“What are you looking for?” Jesus asks. 
The crashing sounds of demolition are a parable for those who have ears 
to hear. 
 
Jesus turns and looks at the two behind him. 
 
They are restless and searching, too. 
 
They have followed John the Baptizer, and who knows who they have 
hoped in before John. 
 
Herod will soon demolish that hope as a favor to his saucy dancing 
daughter. 
 
Before his beheading, John points to Jesus and calls him “Lamb of God.” 
 
But what does this mean? 
 
He’s a carpenter’s son from upcountry? 
 
How can he answer the yearning restlessness within them? 
 
Not knowing, they seek him, and when he asks them why, they have no 
good answer for him. 
 
Did you notice that? 
 
They can’t articulate their hopes, their desires, their deepest longing any 
more than you or I can. 



 
What comes out is a stumbling question. 
 
“Teacher, where are you staying?” 
 
Jesus smiles at them…..I know he must have. 
 
They’re like a beauty pageant contestant put on the spot by her big 
question before the judges, and she stammers and stutters and winds up 
talking cringingly of world peace. 
 
Jesus is kind. 
 
“Come and see,” he says. 
 
In my mind’s eye, I can see them there. 
 
The busy world rushes on around them. 
 
A bride and groom head off to marry….a man polishes his car…a scholar 
pulls at his beard as he pours over weighty texts….a king is in the counting 
house, counting all his money, a woman scrolls and scrolls down a 
Facebook road, another squirms in a seminar,  
 
But these two….these two drop what they’re doing to spend the day with 
the teacher….. 
 
You look at that busy tableau, and  who could have guessed that these 
two simple, stuttering men would be the first to discover the transformative 
truth of the good news…the very best news humankind has ever heard. 
 
Don’t you wish you could have been there with them to hear him, to see 
the dimming sunlight on his face, to feel his hand laid on your shoulder, to 
find in him what cannot be found in anyone or anything else. 
 
And, praise God, because he lives, you can. 
 
“Thou hast made us for thyself,” is the truth that the greatest theologian to 
ever live, Augustine, once prayed.  “Our hearts are restless until they find 
their rest in thee.” 
 
“Can’t get no satisfaction?” 
Oh yes you can. 
“Still haven’t found what you’ve been looking for?” 



 
Some of you have….you have found that rest, your satisfaction, the 
journey of a lifetime of all eternity in the living Jesus Christ. 
 
But some of you still haven’t found what you are looking for…..and some 
of you have stopped looking altogether. 
 
But here’s the truth…..the one you are searching for, without knowing it’s 
him you’re searching for…..he’s searching for you. 
 
And he’s searching for you, even if you’ve stopped searching, stopped 
yearning, stopped seeking.  And he will not stop searching. 
 
He is, after all the Good Shepherd who will go through hell and death itself 
to find the sheep so lost he doesn’t know he’s lost. 
 
Well….that’s enough for today.. 
 
More about finding and being found next week…. 
 
But let me ask you, do you think I should sign up for the California Zephyr 
cross country train trip? 
 
Should I listen to the voice of the yearning heart or to the other one, the 
rational logical, naysaying, nattering nabob of negativism? 
 
Would the train trip across America be a delight or a disaster, a blessing or 
a bust? 
 
There’s only one way to know that for sure, isn’t there? 
 
And that’s to buy two tickets and get on board. 
 
“Come and see for yourselves,” Jesus says to the two seekers….and that’s 
what we’ll talk about next week…about finding him and being found by 
him…but for today, hear him inviting you. 
 
“You coming?  Come on, you’ve got to get on board if you’re going to 
see. 
The old spiritual has it right…. 
 
The gospel train is coming, 
I hear it just at hand, 
I hear the car wheels moving, 



And rumbling thro' the land. 
Get on board, children, 
Get on board, children, 
Get on board, children, 
For there's room for many a more. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
	  


