Sermon preached 8 May 2011 @ Bethesda UMC/Baltimore

Third Sunday of Easter/Festival of the Christian Home/Mother’s Day/Native American Awareness Sunday

“What kind of country…?”


Without a doubt, this is among the hardest sermons I’ve ever preached.


Everything about bin Laden’s death has spelled darkness, to me.


Start with, “Thou shalt not kill.”   All our tradition starts with the Ten Commandments.


Go from there to what we’ve just been through:   Easter, where we said the guy who turned the other cheek, won; that  his risen Spirit enlivens us.


Go on from there to the secular idea of justice, where we say the law is nothing if it doesn’t give the worst criminal a fair trial, and that freedom of speech means nothing if it’s not for the guy whose ideas we absolutely can’t stand.


Then, look at our  national record of putting down the little guy, and propping up the crook, in Latin America, Haiti, Cambodia, Vietnam, on and on….


…and finally, just from a pragmatic standpoint, you don’t stop violence with more violence.   You don’t make a martyr.


It is a dark time.   We walk in darkness.


The Scriptures for today go on with their beautiful themes.   The songs and prayers are profound, and the focus: on home, love, and on the heritage of our own native peoples, is uplifting.


Life does that.   Christianity does that:   Gives us more than the moment to concentrate on, enlarges our viewpoint, shows us other scenes, shares other voices.


Thank God.


But we are not upbeat today.   I am absolutely convinced the church is not to lead in celebration in America at this moment.


Our task is to mourn;   to pray for the soul of bin Laden, and all others who differ with us;   to confess guilt for  our abuse of power; and to pray for the overcoming of commands and attitudes that carry out such acts and orders, including  those of our President.


We have a long tradition of such witness, stretching back at least to the prophet Jeremiah, and going straight through our Savior’s own career, where he wept over Jerusalem.


I think specifically of our own Protestant saint, Dietrich Bonhoeffer, who was hanged just a few days before Germany surrendered in World War II, for participating in the plot to assassinate Hitler.   In all his writings, he never claimed righteousness, only mercy, for doing what he felt was right.

None of us is innocent in this.   We all pay taxes.   Most of us vote.  We enjoy our cars, and food, and so much else that most of the world lacks.


God help us.


Let us pray.   (An extemporaneous prayer followed).


Amen.

Arthur Dan Gleckler, pastor
