
FSTR
When We Are Hooked on Speed

Text: Luke 19:1-10

The Friendly Demon

I want to reprise today some portions of a reflection I offered ten years ago 
now about a dimension of modern life that has only gotten more acute since 
the time I first ruminated on it. The genesis of my thinking about this was a 
book by award-winning author and researcher, James Gleick.  The title intrigued 
me because it was like one of those vanity plates you might see on the back of 
a sports car -- just four letters: “FSTR.”  FASTER!  Too fast to even use vowels.  
The subtitle of Gleick’s book was: “The Acceleration of Just About Everything.”  

On page after page, Gleick demonstrates how everything from travel to cooking 
to communications to commerce has gotten so much faster through the years 
and how even the rate of increase itself is also accelerating.  When people used 
to describe something really fast, they’d speak of time measured in 
nanoseconds?  Well, that is SO femtosecond ago!  Physicists are now 
measuring time in “femtoseconds” – a unit equivalent to the time it takes for a 
supersonic jet to travel a distance the width of an atom.  As many of you know, 
businesses today are constantly working to shrink advertising, bidding, 
ordering, manufacturing, and delivery times to this kind of scale and rate. 
Amazon, Uber, and Grubhub are racing each other to see who will be the 
fastest to get what you want to your door. Hitachi Corporation’s, David 
Hancock,  “Speed is God and Time is the Devil.”  

What has happened in science and industry has also happened in the domestic 
dimension as the pace of our lives has steadily ramped up to a level almost 
unheard of a generation ago.  For most of the people I know, the throttle is 
stuck on FAST and the RPM’s are in the red zone.  We constantly rush to cover 
the bases, to get to all the places, to keep up with the competition, to meet our 
obligations, to leverage all the opportunities that life today presents. As my 
colleague, Pete Stearns, recently observed, “It’s like we are living our lives on a 
treadmill whose speed is controlled by somebody else.” If we slow down, we 
will go down, and be swept off the mat. 

On certain days, this Faster phenomenon, strikes me as a “friendly demon,” at 
worst.  By that, I mean, I LIKE a lot about the increasing pace of things.  I like 
quick service, instant popcorn, fast lanes, and blazing internet speeds. Czech 
novelist, Milan Kundera, said that “Speed is the form of ecstasy the technical 
revolution has bestowed on man,” and there is a part of me that is hooked on 
speed – on the ecstatic adrenaline rush of a fast-paced life. Fast can be 
fabulous. Until it’s NOT. Until fast becomes foolish. 



The Great Enemy

In her book, Breathe, Keri Wyatt Kent makes this confession. Sometimes, “I feel 
like I’m on the teacup ride at Disney World.  At first, I’m turning the wheel and 
setting the pace.  The spinning is fun and somehow contained.  But then the 
momentum builds, and even if I let go of the wheel in the center of the teacup, 
we continue to spin faster and faster.  I feel… sick.”  This, I think, is the world 
in which we live today.  The flywheel is turning at greater and greater velocity.  
We show ourselves willing to move at this speed, and the machine goes faster.  
We keep moving at this pace and others around us say, oh, that must be 
normal; I just need to spin faster myself. It’s like we’re all enrolled in a 
perpetual spin class and don’t recognize that the Instructor is not actually all 
that concerned about our health.

How many of you know what it is to suffer from speed sickness?  We can get 
used to such a fast forward life that we actually burn out our nerves and 
bodies.  Maybe you don’t have a heart attack at 52 (as I did) or suffer a 
crippling stroke but, bit by bit, we lose the ability to feel the deep substance or 
joy of life anymore. Or maybe we start drinking too much, trying to slow down 
the engine after its been racing so hard.  In the name of all kinds of GOOD 
things, we can drive so quickly down life’s road that we actually miss the 
beauty of the people and the world around us. The glory was right there, but 
we were flashing by too fast on the highway to notice it, and when we go back 
and finally turn aside, it’s gone. We can get to living so pedal-to-the metal that 
those trying to keep pace with us are inadvertently destroyed because, even if 
we are comfortable with these RPMs, they were just not built for our velocity.  I 
know it sounds strange, but I think we can get moving faster than the speed of 
God.  We can fail to see or hear the moments of opportunity He presents to us, 
when they come. 

I have this awful vision in which my kids are standing up at my funeral.  
They’ve been asked to speak about their father.  And the dominant thought 
that comes to their mind is: “Well… he was a busy man. He went a lot of places 
and talked to a lot of people.  He attended an amazing number of meetings and 
answered tons of email.  His schedule was so full of activities.  He checked a lot 
of stuff off.  It was incredible the pace he was able to keep up.  Yeah, our dad 
sure was a busy man.”  How many times a day do you ask someone how they 
are and they answer “Oh, busy. Life sure is moving fast, very busy.”  How did 
busyness become the badge of honor it has?  Why do we all just laugh about 
the fact that many of us are driving around with our hair on fire?  At what point 
do we say: “This is kind of stupid.”

One of the most Jesus-like people I’ve ever met was Dallas Willard, a seminary 
professor of mine and a mentor to millions of Christians the world over. Dallas 
once said: “The great enemy of the spiritual life is hurry.” If you want to live a 



more soulful, satisfying existence, here’s the prescription for it: “Ruthlessly 
eliminate hurry from your life.”  To which John Ortberg says most of us reply, 
“Got it; and what else!”  

Stopping in Jericho

A friend of mine has been undergoing a pretty profound spiritual renewal after 
many years of moving dangerously, even destructively fast. “You know, I’ve 
noticed from reading the Bible that Jesus rarely seemed in a hurry,” he said.  
Jesus had the most significant work to do.  He got more done that has lasted 
over time than anyone else. Yet he did not move through life at anything like 
the breakneck speed we do. That’s fascinating to me. I need to go to school on 
Jesus, I think.

In Luke chapter 19, we see Jesus taking a spin along the streets of Jericho – 
one of the fastest-moving, commercially-oriented, and competitive cities of his 
time.  He is surrounded by a huge crowd of people, who rush along by his 
side, clamoring for his attention.  Jesus is now on his way to Jerusalem to 
complete his ultimate work. There had to be many voices urging him onward. 
The Voice of Efficiency might have said: “Move as quickly as you can through 
this city, Jesus. There’s a lot to be done in the next few days.” The Voice of 
Effectiveness might have said: “Oh, don’t stand still.  Keep talking to as many 
different people as you can, Jesus.  Networking is everything in this campaign.” 
The Voice of Energy might have said: “Keep on jamming. Your ratings are 
climbing. Let’s punch up that treadmill. You’re on such a roll!”  

But the Voice of God said, instead: “Go ahead and hit pause.” And so Jesus did 
something that made no sense to the crowd that was traveling with him, but 
made all the difference for the purposes of God.  He slowed his spin through 
Jericho and actually stopped. He looked up into a sycamore tree and spotted a 
little man named Zacchaeus.  Jesus struck up a conversation with him, and 
then left the clamoring crowd altogether to go have lunch with Zacchaeus. And 
that encounter became the turning point of this hard-bitten business guy’s life.  

With all that was swirling around him, how did Jesus ever spot that little man, 
just one among hundreds of others?  With all that Jesus still had on his 
schedule, the urgency and pressure of the Cross rising before him, how did 
Jesus manage to hit the brake pedal and do the profoundly significant thing 
that needed to be done in that man’s life that day?  For that matter, how was 
Jesus able to do this kind of thing not just once, but dozens and dozens of 
other times as recorded in the gospels?  More personally, how can WE learn 
when and how to hit the brake pedal ourselves, so that we’re sure to engage 
the most significant matters along the roadside of our lives?   



The Practice of Slowing & Seeing

Please remember what I am about to tell you, because it is the most important 
thing I’ll say today. The answer to this question is “practice.”  Jesus was able to 
do the significant deeds he did when he was under pressure in public, because 
of the spiritual disciplines he observed in private.  Even though there was 
tremendous public pressure upon him to keep charging ahead, Jesus was able 
to slow down and stop at a critical moment on that Jericho street, because he 
had practiced slowing down and stopping through a weekly discipline of 
Sabbath-keeping.  Even though there had to be so many dazzling and 
distracting concerns along that avenue in Jericho, Jesus was able to notice the 
moment of profound opportunity up in that tree, because he had practiced 
discerning the hand of God at work through a daily discipline of God-seeking.  
In other words, Jesus didn’t have to TRY extra hard not to go too fast.  He 
didn’t have to sweat bullets TRYING not to miss the God-moments around him.  
Jesus TRAINED for this capacity through the spiritual rhythms he consistently 
observed.  

What’s your approach to spiritual health?  What is your strategy for maintaining 
or restoring your soul in a world that moves around us and drives us forward at 
truly blinding speeds?  Do yourself a favor: GIVE UP trying to keep up. You 
weren’t designed for this velocity. Start training for a healthier life and let us 
help. Out in the Narthex, the Commons, and on our website, you’ll find some 
simple resources on how to practice the disciplines of Slowing, Seeking, or 
Sabbath-Keeping that are the Way of Jesus. Go home this afternoon, put your 
feet up. Read through one of those resource cards. Pick just ONE of the 
spiritual rhythms described there and start practicing it. You may not be able to 
change the speed of life around you. But you can do something to start 
moving at the speed of God within you. You can place yourself near to Jesus 
and open your life to the peace and perspective-giving power of His presence – 
and He will make the difference in you.

It’s like the Jesus comes to us and says, “Come on, I’ve made a weekly 
reservation for you at this Soul-Spa. The world has worn you down more than 
you know.  In a leap of trust, you walk dazed with him into a building.  You’re 
stripped at the door of your phone, your briefcase, your jam-packed activity 
schedule, your to-do list.  You hear the doors click shut behind you. The grind 
and whir of the world’s treadmill disappears, only to be replaced by the sound 
of rippling water. There in that place you begin to hear your heartbeat again. 
You feel your breathing. You remember your soul – that you are a human 
BEING not merely a human DOING. You stop achieving and start appreciating, 
start really recognizing and enjoying this LIFE that will all too soon disappear.  



This Spa is called Sabbath. The routines here involve rest and play and God-
seeking.  You realize that if you could go there at least once a week… It might 
begin to change you from the inside out, give you strength and wisdom with 
which to meet the madness out there. So, before you dash away, make the 
decision to start training yourself to GIVE UP the HURRY that runs and ruins our 
lives. Decide that you are going to start to ruthlessly eliminate it from your life 
by practicing one new discipline today and in days ahead. For Jesus says to you 
as he did to Zacchaeus: “Come, I must stay at your house today.”
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