Sermon preached 8  November 2009 @ Bethesda UMC/Baltimore, Md.

23rd Sunday after Pentecost

"Dreaming"


Maybe it's the time of year:  Autumn, when living things are dying, or going into hybernation;


Maybe it's last Sunday's celebration of those who have died, on All Saints Sunday;


Perhaps it's the final days of the liturgical calendar:   In a few weeks, we will begin the season of Advent and a new cycle of lectionary readings focusing on the Gospel of Luke.


In any case, Shakespeare's quote from his play, The Tempest, is in my head as I confront today's scriptures:   "We are such stuff as dreams are made on, and our little life is rounded with a sleep."


We scarcely know Ruth, since last week --- the only other Sunday Ruth is read in the 3-year lectionary --- All Saints readings replaced the ordinary lessons.  Let us, simply say this lovely, earthy story shows the Bible going beyond human boundaries.    "...your daughter-in-law who loves you, who is more to you than seven sons..."


The product of this love between Ruth and Naomi --- between a non-Jew and a Jew --- was worked right into the fundamental story of Israel, for "they named him" (Ruth's son by Naomi's kinsman, Boaz)  "Obed;   he became the father of Jesse, the father of David."


God is constant, and will work good out of anything that has love in it.   Ruth's love for Naomi leads  to places she couldn't dream of going; and because it is an honorable, respectful love, the story of God's people moves forward through her.


There are three widows in today's lessons.   Besides Ruth and Naomi, whose story has a happy ending, there is the poor widow Jesus spotted as he sat outside the treasury, who, he said, "Gave all she had."


Perhaps that is the message we want to take home:   "Give everything to God, and God will supply all your wants."


What makes me hesitate, in this interpretation, is the helplessness it implies.


Over the years, I have learned  the satisfaction of giving:  Of being generous; of tithing; of learning, indeed, as much from children as grown-ups.   For all their selfishness, kids can bowl you over with their moments of total unselfishness, their sense "we're all in this together," their community spirit.


Still, wise as I am at this advanced age, I walk a tight-rope between "letting go," and "managing well with what I have."


The parts of the day that are most significant are those moments when I sort of "lose it."    "Anxious about many things," like Martha, I suddenly realize whatever I'm worried about just doesn't matter .   It's all gift, anyway.  


Time and again, I gulp, take a deep breath, and do whatever it is that's most important at that moment.   By the time the experience passes, my perspective is a little bit larger; I make more sense;  and life goes on.


It's dream-like, trance-like, in a way, this Christianity thing.   It grows on you.   It's catching.   Other people, in company, or in books, or even on the internet, point me along the way.  All kinds of things help.


So, the poor widow who gave everything she had, actually, for Mark, and Jesus as Mark described him, has taken control of her life.


I don't understand.


All I can do is testify, bear witness.


It's like a dream....


...through Jesus Christ.



Amen.

Arthur Dan Gleckler, pastor  

