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Wouldn’t you agree that sometimes worship is exciting, enlivening, uplifting.  And then, maybe you’d 

also agree that sometimes worship is routine, mundane, and, yes, boring.  Or that parts of it are boring, such as 

the sermon. 

 When I was a teenager, I went through a phase when I found worship a little boring.  Not all of it was 

boring.  The church I grew up in had an organ, and I liked that.  I enjoyed the hymns, and the choir, we had a 

choir.   And the communion services held a certain mystery and fascination.  And the offering--I enjoyed the 

offering in my church, because it was very dramatic.  The organist would suddenly transition from nice quiet 

music while the plates were being passed to the stirring opening chords of the doxology—the traditional 

version--Praise God from Whom all Blessings Flow—and the congregation would rise and sing heartily while the 

ushers marched smartly down the aisle bearing the plates.  That was very exciting. 

 But the sermons, I tended to find boring.  Our pastor was a nice man, but his sermons were just not very 

captivating. And they would kind of just go on and on.  So once I asked my parents whether I could take my 

Hardy Boys mystery novel along to read during the sermon.  They didn’t think that would be a very good idea.  

But the thing is, my parents also found the sermons a little boring.  So sometimes we’d skip out.  My father sang 

in the choir, so occasionally, when the choir had finished its anthem, and before the pastor stood up to preach, 

he would duck out the side door of the choir section, and my mother, sister and I would slip out the back of the 

church.  And we’d scamper down the basement hallway and exit by the back door so that no one would see us.  

And that was really exciting, the kind of thrill a young adolescent feels when they break some stodgy rule. 

 Today more and more people are finding not only sermons, but worship, and church in general to be 

boring.  And they also are slipping out the back door—or, kind of like this young man Eutychus, they are falling 

out of the church window. 

 Eutychus had come to listen to the apostle Paul.  Paul, as we meet him in our story, is on his way to 

Jerusalem, and is passing through Greece and Turkey.   And one Saturday night, he’s with the church in Troas. 

And as he meets with them in an upstairs room, he has lots of things to say, because he’s leaving the next 

morning.   And he keeps on talking and talking until midnight, which is way past everybody’s bedtime.  And the 

room is hot and stuffy, partly because of all the people crowded in there, but also because of all these oil lamps 

burning.  And there’s a teenager by the name of Eutychus, who is sitting in the window sill, because he wants to 

get some air.  But Paul keeps talking on and on, and Eutychus is getting more and more tired, and more and 

more bored, and he can’t keep his eyes open, and he falls asleep, and then he falls out the window.  Three 

stories.  Everybody rushes to the window.  He’s not moving.  They all rush down the stairs, they all rush outside, 

and it looks like he’s dead.  Paul, though, goes up to him and throws himself on the young man, and he pulls him 

up and presses him against his own body, and he says, “It’s OK, he’s still alive.”  And then, they all go back up 

stairs again, and they have communion, and Paul keeps on talking until daylight.   

 I like this story for a couple of reasons.  I like it because it is humorous in a real-life way, it pokes gentle 

fun at Paul.  Paul has his foibles, and one of those is that he likes to talk, and sometimes he doesn’t know when 

to stop.  And sometimes he can be pretty tedious and pretty boring.   I also like this story because I think it is a 

kind of parable about the church today.  There are lots of people who are like Eutychus, who are falling out the 

church window.   



 Why do people fall out of the church window?  There are lots of reasons.  Our society doesn’t protect 

Sunday morning anymore.  People have to work on Sundays.  There are school activities, sports events, more 

people are traveling on weekends.  Some fall out of the window because they don’t like the way we worship, or 

the songs we sing.  Some fall out because they are annoyed, or feel excluded, or have felt burned by the church 

or its leaders.  And some fall out because they are just bored.   

 Of course, lots of churches today are trying new things to keep their Eutychuses at least seated on the 

window sill, if not in the pews.  Some are changing the kind of music they sing, using more modern tunes and 

styles.  In some churches the pastor is throwing his notes away and sauntering around the podium, in the hope, I 

guess, that his animated body will perk up his sermons.  Not long ago I attended the College Mennonite Church 

in Goshen, IN, a large traditional congregation.  The pastor delivered his sermon from in front of the pulpit, 

without notes, pacing around. 

Some churches have alternate meeting times and formats, in hopes of keeping Eutychus engaged.  

There is a small church in Altona, Manitoba, that has tried meeting on Thursday evenings in the summer, so that 

families can have the whole weekend free and still make it to church.  In some churches you worship sitting 

around tables, having discussions, while drinking coffee.  Clinton Frame Mennonite Church, another very large 

very traditional rural congregation near Goshen, even has a coffee drive-thru.  It’s free.  You don’t even have to 

sit on their window sill, you can just drive through their parking lot and get a free coffee.   I heard of Methodist 

church that has service they call “wiki worship.” It meets in a bar that is called Hell’s Kitchen.  Each week people 

send in their questions about religion, ethics, life, death, God to the pastor, who picks out one question, and 

devotes his talk to it at the bar and they have a discussion.    

But even with all these innovations, lots of people still fall out of the church window.  And when they do, 

what happens to them?  Is the fall fatal?  Or can they return to life, like our Eutychus?  When the Troas 

congregation finally gets to Eutychus, he looks pretty dead, because he is.   Our text says, “He was picked up 

dead.”  But Paul is not put off by a little thing like death.  He picks Eutychus up, and bends over him a moment.  

And then he says, “Don’t be alarmed, his life is in him.  He’s not lost to God, he’s not lost to the church, his life is 

in him.”  Like Jesus, who brings back to life a widow’s dead son, Paul brings life back to Eutychus.   

 So what do we do with Eutychus?  When I was going through my mild Eutychus phase, it might have 

been helpful to me if had just told my pastor that I found parts of church boring, such as the sermon, and if he 

had given me some advice, maybe advice like this. “Well, Phil, you like the hymns, so sing them loudly, with 

gusto.  You like the choir?  Join it—I’ll talk to the director.  You like the offering?  How about becoming an usher, 

and you could march up to the front too.  And yes, the sermons, you find them boring.  Alright, here’s what you 

should do.  Take a piece of paper, and listen as carefully as you can, and write down the main point that you 

think I’m trying to make.  And then send it to me, and I’ll tell you how close you are.” 

 That might have been good advice because I needed to learn that the church, when it worships 

together, is engaged in series of spiritual practices, some of which may not always be immediately gratifying.  In 

worship we sing together, we pray together, we listen to a sermon, we have communion, we do other things. 

These are special practices, in-house rituals, that make the church different from other groups and clubs.  And 

like all disciplines—exercising, dieting, learning a language or a skill—there are stretches that can feel routine 

and boring.  But as we practice them, as we get to know and enter them, these spiritual practices open up a 

whole new world of meaning.  

 But there still will be Eutychuses, who fall out the window. And when that happens, maybe what’s 

needed, if they are to have any hope of finding their way back to life, is what it took for the Eutychus of our 

story to find his way back to life.  At that evening service, Eutychus passes from death to life through a 



community of people who cared about him, through people who offer him life-giving, flesh and blood 

connections.  When Eutychus tumbles out the window, the crowd notes his fall, runs downstairs, gathers around 

him, picks him up.  Likely some are praying.  Paul rushes to him, holds him, and finally life returns to his inert 

body and spirit.  And then the worship service, including Paul’s long sermon, continues.  Eutychus’s life returns 

to him when he finds healing connections amidst a worshipping community.  

 From my conversations with many of you, my sense is that The First Mennonite Church has been a life-

giving place for Eutychus over the years.  This congregation seems to have a “charism,” a grace-gift, for 

extending acceptance, and hospitality, and healing, to people who, for one reason or another, have fallen out of 

the church window.  This church has helped others to discover that their life is still in them.  In this time of 

pastoral transition, it might be worth thinking more carefully about how this congregation might be more 

intentional in using its gift of helping Eutychus discover that their life is still in them. 

 The early church grew because it helped people discover a new life within them--the life of Jesus.  As 

they worshiped, and fellowshipped, and meditated on scripture, and listened to sermons, even when they were 

too long…and as they fellowshipped and shared communion and helped each other economically…as they cared 

for each other, even when there were conflicts and personality clashes —they extended the healing power of 

God, and the church was built up and grew. 

 We can experiment with a different meeting time, such as whether an evening like this is better than 

Sunday morning.  We add contemporary songs, and rearrange our chairs, and sit around tables, and have a 

coffee bar.  We can start having power point sermons, and dancing preachers, and whatever else might seem to 

be more relevant to our modern culture.  But those things were not what brought Eutychus back to life.  What 

returned him to life was life-giving relationships. 

 In Greek the name Eutychus means “Lucky.  He was lucky, because God was doing healing work through 

the church he attended that evening.  He was lucky, because his church was there for him, and he may not have 

even realized that.  He was lucky because he was part of a church that offered life-giving, flesh and blood 

connections.    It was a church where there was love, and faith, and healing, and where Jesus was present.   It 

was a church that did not let Eutychus stay dead, when he fell out the window.  


