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St. David’s Episcopal Church
Bean Blossom, Indiana
Tenth Sunday after Pentecost, July 28, 2024
Sermon by the Rev. Kate Wilson

2 Samuel 11:1-15    Psalm 14       Ephesians 3:14-21       John 6: 1-21
Good morning. Did you watch the opening of the Olympics?  What do you think? Did you make it to the end, with Celine Dion? What a miracle. There she was with a progressive neurological illness, singing from her heart and soul. God bless her and thank her for blessing the world with her strength and willingness to take such a huge risk to bring so much love to so many. 

Last week during my sermon I had a God shot, a Holy Spirit strike; I’ve been dwelling on it ever since. Trying to figure it out, trying to understand what it means for me and for us.  
I’ve re-read the sermon several times and can’t find where that Holy Spirit Strike occurred. 

Here’s the context. Last week, I said that Bishop Jennifer’s sermon on the 14th was still resonating loud within me. It struck me with such joy and hope. Joy because Bishop Jennifer named and held up St. David’s hard-earned gifts of reconciliation and generosity. Hope because our nation needs those gifts so desperately right now. Joy because St. David’s is already so deeply rooted in sharing time and energy in this community; hope because we might be able to share this specific gift of reconciliation in love in this community as well. That is, we might be a healing presence, as Christ was to the Ephesians and Jews in Paul’s care. In our epistle last week, Paul wrote to the Ephesians that they, pagans, and Jews were held as one in Christ through their common belief in Jesus and his work and love for them. This is the same love and healing Bishop Jennifer spoke about the week before.  

I ask you to mull that over. To pray over how that might happen moving forward: How St. David’s may become a healing presence in concrete, active, inviting ways. It may involve other congregations. It may involve food, a movie, I don’t know. Please pray for inspiration of right actions toward healing where our national divisions are concerned, where our national divisions arise right here and right now. 

That healing is so very important, but it was not the Holy Spirit Strike. I realized that Jesus holds the angry parties in our nation as one, even if we work hard to maintain our angry differences despite Jesus’ will and call. 

The strike happened when I said something like “we speak in anger, not realizing that the angry words are coming from pain. They are coming from fear.”  It was realizing that our anger at people “on the other side”, our discontent and disrespect is coming not from hate but from fear and pain.

Our very families are split. Neighbors we have shared our lives with for years and years are distant.  If those people would just act the way we want them to; to see reality the way we see it – you know, the right way – if they would just admit they are wrong and believe as we believe, everything would be great!  Want a good definition of impossible?  Convincing other people to think what we think, to do what we want, to admit their opinions are wrong and gratefully start to espouse what we believe. Impossible.

Rather than encouraging wishful thinking, how might we embrace and heal our mutual pain and fear? 

Jesus performed a powerful miracle. He had his disciples feed five thousand on a verdant hillside. And what was their reaction? It was to capture him to make him their king. They grabbed onto this miracle to erase not just their hunger but I’m guessing ALL their pain and fear. They grabbed onto this miracle, and wanted to grab onto the miracle worker, to assure themselves that all their pain and fear would be erased, forever. He would be theirs and he would take care of him. 
So what happened? 
Jesus climbed higher on the mountain to escape them and to pray. Is this why Mark constantly has Jesus warning people not to reveal what he has done, who he is? Did he realize that people would want to kidnap him to force him to provide for all their physical needs?  Jesus was not here for worldly power and to take on all responsibility for their or our earthly lives, but to change our minds and hearts and turn them toward God and in love to one another.  The people on that hillside were confusing the cart and the horse. 
Psalm 14 says: 
2 The LORD looks down from heaven upon us all, *
to see if there is any who is wise,
if there is one who seeks after God.

God is not looking down for one who seeks after a magical being for their own comfort, but one who seeks after God purely to live in God’s will and direction. Or in Jesus’ case, in love for God and for one another. 

Later in our Gospel, the disciples have rowed out about four miles into the sea when another storm arises and they are, as the Gospel says, terrified.  What happens? Another miracle, they see Jesus walking toward them. Between the storm and this eerie vision, they are still terrified. 
But he said to them, “It is I; do not be afraid.”

It is I; do not be afraid. Do not be afraid of the overpowering waves. Do not be afraid of the voices of hate. Do not be afraid of the threats to our safety, our way of life. You don’t need to capture me; you need to love one another. You need to use your creativity and your good hearts and your love to reach out to one another. And I am with you. 

The pain of difference is real. The way to reconciliation is hard and it, too, is painful. As you know, my sister was with me for a week. As much as we love one another, we can usually overlook our differences for three days at the most. And our differences are real. Each of us has searched our souls and has worked toward separating our wills from God’s will. Yet the differences of opinion remain and they are hurtful. On the fourth day we generally attempt to talk them through, and that occurred this visit as well. We each saw growth in the other. We each saw respect in the other. We each felt love for and from one another. And yet the pain remains, if surrounded more fully with hope and more outwardly with love. 

Progress. We are human. We are grateful for what we have, which is so precious that throwing it away in self-righteousness just won’t do, it just won’t help, it will be far, far worse, it will be an intolerable loss. Intolerable loss is just an even greater pain, not a solution for pain.

During my hip replacement, it occurred to me that we do what we have to do to do what we want to do. And that new motto of mine makes sense even in these times and places of division: We approach one another in love and respect so that we continue to live together in better understanding, love and respect. Not perfectly, but always buoyed by hope for greater healing. 

The well-fed people on the hillside wanted to capture Jesus to give up their own responsibility for their lives and well-being. Providing magically for our every need is not Jesus’ job. Providing his presence and love and support to us is Jesus’ very being, so much more than a simple job. Accepting that presence beside and within us, embracing it, and passing it forward is our responsibility and it generates love. How often have your said or heard “I get so much more out of doing this than the recipients do?”  On a massive scale? Massive love. Massive joy. Figuring out how to accept the presence of Jesus, embrace it, and pass it on in this time of division may require a congregational-level Spirit Strike. Let us open our hearts and our minds and our souls to recognize it when it comes and embrace and use it. 
 
As usual, Paul explains the “how to” to the Ephesians and to us, by pointing us to Jesus and his wondrous love: 

Now to him who by [his] power at work within us is able to accomplish abundantly far more than all we can ask or imagine, to him be glory in the church and in Christ Jesus to all generations, forever and ever. 

Standing with us and in us to gentle our fears and our pain, Jesus now commissions us by his power at work within us to accomplish abundantly more than we can ask or imagine. 
Might we do this? We will, with God’s help. 
Thanks be to God. 
