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Wasn’t life great before the Internet? 
I mean really, wouldn’t you like to go back? 
 
Back to the days  
when your car’s navigation system  
was a folded-up map  
and someone sitting in the passenger seat  
to tell you when to turn?  
Wasn’t that great?  
It encouraged teamwork, you know.  
And you didn’t always have to worry about  
your car being smarter than you.  
 
Wouldn’t you like to go back to the days  
when you got to go to the library  
when you needed to look something up?  
Because libraries were always really cool places.  
I can’t tell you the last time I was in a library.  
Darn that Internet! 
 
Wouldn’t you like to go back to the days  
when we had telephone books,  
and when we actually knew  
other people’s phone numbers by heart? 
 If I ever lose my phone and have to call someone,  
I’m in trouble  
because I never actually dial anyone anymore,  
I just tap their name.  
 
In fact, wasn’t it great back then  
when we NEVER lost our phones,  
because our phones were always attached to the wall or to the desk? 
 I lose a lot of time these days just trying to remember  
where I had my phone last.  



 
I want to go back to the days  
when you couldn’t wait  
for the Friday Rocky Mountain News  
to land on your doorstep  
so you could see what new movies were opening that weekend.  
I really just wish I lived in a world  
where the Rocky Mountain News still existed.  
I’d give almost anything for that.  
 
Yeah, those were the days, weren’t they?  
I’d sure like to go back.  
Who’s with me? 
Wouldn’t you like to go back  
to the way things were in 1987? 
Though, I don’t know.  
Maybe I’m misremembering just how great it was. 
 
It’s just that, the future seems so scary sometimes.  
What are we gonna do  
when there are NO MORE newspapers,  
no more books,  
when our cars drive themselves,  
and our phones keep track of US  
rather than the other way around?  
 
I don’t want to think about that time.  
The future is too scary to imagine,  
and the present is just so uncertain.  
So really, I’d rather just think about the past,  
even if my memories of it are getting unreliable.  
 
Anyone here feel the same way at times?  
Feel like the past we think we remember  
is preferable to the present we now find ourselves in,  
or the future we fear is coming?  
 
If so, that makes us just like the Israelites  
who followed Moses out of Egypt, doesn’t it?  
 



 
Here they are, just two and a half months after leaving Egypt,  
and things are already starting to go south.  
They’re getting hungry.  
And like us when WE get hungry,  
they’re getting cranky.  
Yes, God brought them out of slavery in Egypt,  
then led them through the desert, 
then protected them from Pharaoh’s soldiers  
and parted the Red Sea for them.  
But that was then.  
What’s God done for us lately? 
 
“If only we had died in Egypt,  
when we sat by the fleshpots and ate our fill,” they complained.  
“Instead, Moses, you’ve brought us out into this wretched wilderness  
to slowly kill us all by starvation.” 
 
Maybe they were misremembering  
just how much fun slavery was. 
They seem to have forgotten how hard they had to work  
to gather all that straw 
and make all those bricks 
that Pharaoh insisted they make.  
They seem to have forgotten how  
Pharaoh just kept making life harder and harder for them.  
How, at one point, he even ordered that all their male children be killed.  
 
Somehow, the combination of their hunger and exhaustion  
and the sun beating down on them day after day  
helped them to forget all that,  
and instead they were remembered slavery   
as a kind of Club Med,  
where they sat around with their feet up,  
eating and drinking all they wanted.  
But now?  
Now all they had to look forward to  
was sun, sun, and more sun,  
walking around an endless desert,  
slowly starving.  



 
It’s easy for us to judge them harshly,  
because we know how the story ends.  
We know what God is about to do.  
WE know God will feed them.  
We know God won’t let them starve.  
We know that eventually God will lead them to the Promised Land.  
So really, they should just quit their whining 
and put their trust in God, shouldn’t they? 
 
But hindsight, as they say, is always 20/20.  
And at that moment, all they had to go on was a promise.  
A promise won’t fill your stomach.  
 
Because of their hunger  
and their uncertainty about what was ahead of them,  
the Israelites found themselves looking backward at slavery, 
and thinking maybe Pharaoh wasn’t so bad after all. 
Pharaoh got inside their heads again. 
 
And Pharaoh isn’t just some long-dead historical king. 
In truth, Pharaoh represents everything  
that traps us and keeps us down, 
and draws us into a system 
that distorts and mangles  
what God intends for us. 
And the people of God aren’t called to look backward. 
God is always calling us forward.  
 
Just like the ancient Israelites, 
I think sometimes we, too, need to ask ourselves:  
Are we people of God 
or are we people of Pharaoh?  
 
People of Pharaoh grumble and complain, 
and lose sight of their ultimate goal. 
People of God look forward,  
letting go of what was before,  
and imagining with creativity what might be.  
 



 
People of Pharaoh live in a constant state of lack, 
always fearful that they won’t have enough, 
fearful that they need to work harder and harder, 
gather more straw, 
make more bricks, 
in order to meet Pharaoh’s constant demands. 
 
People of God know when enough is enough, 
and trust that God will provide enough.   
And People of God trust that tomorrow’s needs  
will also somehow be provided for, 
just today’s were. 
 
People of Pharaoh resent what others are given, 
resent it when those who show up for work early 
receive only as much as those who show up for work late, 
whether they have need of more or not. 
People of God trust in God’s ongoing generosity, 
and don’t fret about others’ unearned abundance. 
People of God know God’s grace is freely abundant to ALL, 
the hard-working and the indolent, 
the rich and the poor, 
those whose needs are great and those whose needs are few.  
 
People of Pharaoh look back longingly on a past  
that never really was, 
while hesitating to fully embrace the present.  
 
People of God live contentedly in the here and now, 
knowing that they inhabit a Kingdom 
that is now, but also not yet, 
a Kingdom that has come, 
but is not yet fully here, 
a Kingdom that truly is, and one day fully will be, present for all.  
 
The People of God know  
that everything we have is a gift from God.  
We know that today’s manna 
is but a foretaste of the glorious banquet that awaits us.  



Awaits us all. 
The people of Pharaoh have to dwell in the past 
because they can tweak their memories and beliefs 
to make them more tolerable, 
but they feel powerless to be active agents 
for the betterment of the world  
in the here and now.  
 
The People of God, on the other hand, 
 don't have time 
to sit around misremembering the fleshpots of the past.  
They know there is too much to be done in the present. 
And with God’s help, 
they will do it.  
 
Amen. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


