2 Pentecost – June 6th 2010

The Reverend Christopher Craun

Loving God, grant that by your inspiration we may think those things that are right and by your merciful guiding may do them.  Amen.  


There is nothing like trying to put down your thoughts about the readings for Sunday while sitting in 100 degree heat in an upstairs room with no air.  And then trying to collect those thoughts and arrange them together in a cohesive sermon in middle of the food court at Mexico City’s International Airport.  So bear with me.  What made this process most interesting, however, was trying to put the Good News into the context I was in – living with a family in Cuernavaca, Mexico in Colonia Lagunilla.  


I’m not going to pretend that in two weeks I have even close to a complete picture of what it is like to live in Mexico, but I got closer to an understanding than I have ever been.  I was a student at a school called CETLALIC, a school focused on placing language studies in the context of the cultural realities of the people –a school dedicated to encouraging community service and social responsibility.  While I was there, I studied Spanish by learning about Ecclesiastical community organizations for the poor, watching documentaries about the last Zapatistas, attending Bible study at a local Catholic parish, 
going to an underground women’s meeting to discuss feminist theology, and of course, hours and hours of basic Spanish grammar.  While I walked away with a deep sense of gratitude and thanksgiving for all of the experiences I had – I also walked away with a deep sadness in my heart for the pain that affects the people I met.  


Los Ultimos Zapatistas was a documentary about people who fought along side Zapata.  Retelling the stories of what it was like to fight for justice brought a smile to their faces, an excitement in their tone and a glimmer of the hope that they once had.  When asked what their lives were like now, at nearly 90 to 100 years old, a solemness washes over them, an anger that they are too old to fight again, a sadness that what they fought for has not been realized in their lives.  They looked longingly at their youth and made a desperate plea to the young people today to pick up the fight and to claim what was so valiantly fought for – land, liberty and justice.  


The family I lived with consisted of a mother and father, Clara and Eusebio, and their three kids – Nancy, age 20, Omar, age 18, and Fernando, age 9.  Eusebio used to work as a businessman for a clothing company.  He made a decent salary, had vacation time with his family, and was able to come home every day and feel good about himself.  About 8 years ago the company found a country where they could pay workers less and Eusebio lost his job.  Since then he’s been working as a taxi driver with no financial security, no pride, no hope.  Yet he looks at his children with an adoring eye and a playful heart.  The only time he smiled was when he spoke about their future.  

So imagine what it was like for the widow at Zarephath – to be an outcast, experiencing pain, anger, resentment and frustration.  From society’s point of view, she was a nobody – her only lifeline, her son.  And that is where God sends Elijah.  There is a wonderful scene between Elijah and the widow where Elijah asks for something to eat – a great sermon about faith-based giving, maybe for another time, say in October! But it is the next scene that puts the Good News in context for me.  The son of the widow becomes so ill that no breath is left in him.  Elijah, in what feels like a desperate and fearful moment for him, takes the child upstairs and pleads to God, stretching himself upon the child three times, and crying out, "O LORD my God, let this child's life come into him again." What an incredible image.  An image that depicts someone trying to breathe their life into another - he stretched himself upon the child and asks that the child’s life comes back.  Protecting him, sustaining him, covering him with the unconditional love of God, and by such power, the child is brought back to life.  


From what I understand, a few folks from St. Michael’s had a chance to see what that might be like.  While I was gone, a protest took place at a local high school in an attempt to crush the spirit of our youth.  The supporters of Fred Phelps and his Westboro Baptist Church came with their signs to Grant High School.  This is a group of people who have picketed over 200 military funerals of mostly young men and women – who according to Fred Phelps – “God has killed in Iraq and Afghanistan in righteous judgment against an evil nation.” His reasoning for protesting at Grant High School, among other reasons, were again, quote “because today’s youth are violent brute beasts who are good for absolutely nothing.” And where is it that God calls us? To the places where there are nobodies with nothing to give - because God knows that that’s not true of anybody.  And it is our job to show up and remind people of that.  And that’s what we did.  By the incredible support that came to Grant High School, I believe that the picketers stayed for only a brief moment.  Hate and anger were not allowed in.  The students were raised up and the life that we want for our youth was restored.  


There are other groups of people in this world that need that kind of support.  There are voiceless groups everywhere that need to be shielded from unkindness and injustice – groups that are being beaten down with words and actions that are incongruent with the unconditional love of God that we know.  “En la comunión, Cristo – que es el que nos invita hoy a levantarnos – nos ofrece la fuerza que necesitamos para ello, porque nos da a comer su cuerpo, que vencio a la muerte en la resurrección, y con este alimento suyo podemos levantarnos de todas estas situactiones de muerte.” Christ invites us today to rise.  He offers us the strength that we need, by his body that he gave us to eat, by him overcoming death in the resurrection, with this nourishment, we are able to rise up from every situation of death.  
Elijah and Jesus both return the sons, risen from the dead, to their mothers – and it is as if there is a second resurrection - for the lives of the mothers are returned to them.  There is great and wonderful power in laying down the unconditional love of God on the youth of the world.  Not only are they revived, so are their mothers, so are their fathers, so are we. Amen. 

