Sermon preached Easter Sunday 4 April 2010 @ Bethesda UMC/Baltimore

"Hope"

We talk too much of victory at Easter.


It's smug, triumphalist, and not true to the biblical witness.


Our texts for today all speak of astonishment;  being taken totally off guard.


Even the supremely confident psalm is more an act of faith than a self-evident proclamation.    "The Lord has punished me severely, but he did not give me over to death."


Of course, it's good to have a party, and the church is as entitled to celebrate as anyone else.   Family life, after all, has its joys as well as its sorrows and its ordinary times.   The child learns from seeing happy lines in beloved faces as well as other expressions.


But today is not about conclusion, but about hope.


God is good;  but for that statement to mean anything, I --- we --- must demonstrate it by the way I act, how we treat you ---"you" being the least likely person to show up here today, all decked out and prosperous;   "you" being the terrorist at war with my country, and the mother dying of AIDS in Darfur.


That's the only way we're going to get any respect.   Unless we are dramatically opposite to what our enemies expect of us, we're a sham, an insult to the name of "Christian."


This is the day, in other words, when we take the ball and run with it.   It is not the day to feel good and sit back.


A loving God has a lot to answer for.


It's not the laziness of moaning over what other people have done to me, that I'm talking about.   It's the battlefield within my own conscience I'm directing our attention to:   The fact that I'm stepping over bodies all the time:   This regret;  that fear;   conformity;  theft of my friend's self-respect...


It's the arrogance of the Israeli 17-year-old, brandishing a machine gun at a Palestinian farmer, asking "What are you doing on our land?";  and, when the farmer says, "This land has belonged in my family for generations.  I have papers to prove it," the boy sneers back, "We have papers from God!" 


There is absolutely no way to avoid politics and preach Gospel.   Try it, and you pervert the Message; you stay in the wading pool, when you can swim in the ocean.


Hope finds a peace movement among Israelis, and contributes to it.   Hope climbs over those inner rocks, and TREASURES my gifts, and idiosyncracies.   "If you knew where I came from ...if you knew what a mess I've been ... you'd celebrate the marvel of God in my life.   You'd see the sun.   You'd sit still THIS DAY and soak up THESE GLORIES right in front of us both....."


Today is just the tip of the iceberg.   Today is the beginning, the hint, of a little respect;   a challenge not to be so darned critical, but to get to work and do some good ---- some good for somebody not like me, someone who believes differently than I, somebody trying to steal what I came by honestly.


How else are things going to improve?


What are you after, anyway:   Holding onto what you've got?   Isn't that pathetic, like the dog who saw the steak in the reflection of the water under the bridge, and opened his mouth to get it, and dropped what he had?


There's victory, all right;   but it's around the corner.   It's the very ground we stand on.   It's not our doing, except in imitating of what's already obvious everywhere ...except it ISN"T obvious, it has to be hunted down, demonstrated, BELIEVED IN actively, like the Good Samaritan believed in neighborliness.


It's the hope that matters.   You've got to lean into the truth;  do your part to make it happen.


Victory is Someone else's job, through Jesus Christ.


I hope I'm right.


Arthur Dan Gleckler, pastor

