Jan. 8, 2012

“The Road”

Genesis 1:1-5

| know this isn’t the first Sunday in January, bwanted to say a few words about
the new year anyway, it being my first trip to thidpit in 2012. What | read
moments ago from Genesis suggests that God begayilang by
moving...sweeping...brooding...hovering, speaking. Evang, it seems, was all
crazy. It said the earth was a formless void, sngrlbroiling. Darkness covered
the face of the deep. And then Godved!As wind and breath, Gaslveptover

and said something, and it all began. God creagetand set it off against the
darkness. Suddenly everything started to fall piewe. God began to set things in
order. God began to create the universe. God m@peate everything into place,
saw it all, and called good.| believe that God is still creating. All thisheaded
toward something good. And God will not be denithat God began God will
complete in God’s own time. But we live in the ndy question is, What part
will weplay in creation?

Back in the 1700s, some of our nation’s leaders—AidmJefferson, George
Washington, Benjamin Franklin—were “deists.” Deig&dieved that God, in
effect, wound up the universe like an alarm cloc#t then walked away. In effect,
God was no longer involved with its future. Deis&dieved people could work
things out logically and reasonably. But God wasamger in the building. Your
prayers went unanswered. So Deists believed.

| believe that God brooded over the face of theevgatand then God began to
create, but | believe Gatldn’'t walk away from it all. God is still with us, mogn
around us, working in us, through us, breathingi®rbrooding over us, hoping
that we will hear the voice of God crying out toarsl say, “Yes.” | believe God is
still moving and wants to know if we want to movaewe God is moving.

This is a fresh new year, filled with all kindspdssibilities. | am so excited. We
on aroad, so to speak. We're headed somewhergchitirch is also headed
somewhere. We cannot afford to stay in one plasd,vae’re holding on to
something we think we can securely control. Wetieagourney, we hope headed
the same way God is heading. There was a time Wheistianity wasn'’t called
“Christianity.” It was called “the Way.” Jesus aall himself “the Way.” Most of
his life was on the road, headed somewhere, motaighing people, healing
them, saving them. For us, too, Jesusvwagawe travel, he isn’'t a stop sign we sit
at with our engines running. Jesus is constantlyingg waiting for us, wanting to
know if we’re going hisavay.

| noticed last November that Advent was comingt. fd&e sped through November
and lo, it was December! We zipped through Christrall warm and fuzzy with
the smell of pine bows and peppermint. Now we'réhmgray of January. How



did we get here so fast? And where Jesus is mawvitigall this? Where aree
headed?

When Jesus died, some angels confronted the wdoldrthem to tell the men
that he’d be waiting for everybody, up ahead. Jaésssmarched ahead, into
Galilee, the places where real people live. Itstiienches, the workplaces, the
places of our recreation. Someone here—I can’t neloee who it was—reminded
us a few years ago that we should have a sigrheut bn Ellis Boulevard, the
words facing back into the parking lot, that S&Qu are now entering the mission
field.” The mission field is sometimes Haiti, but not ajgiaSometimes Mexico or
El Salvador, but not always. It isn’t always Afric@ometimes it’s in your own
home, or your work place, or in the neighborhoad aver there, 505 Ellis Blvd.,
the Broadmoor Apartments. Really, it's anywhere nglomeone hasn’t heard that
God is love, that Jesus died to set us free. ysvlaere where people haven't
heard the good news that, although we are morelshdn we dared believe, we
are also more loved than we dared hope. And tisatssJs about the healing of the
nations, the healing of our homes, the reclaiminipiogs lost, the saving of those
who thought there was no more hope left. It ismst jabout bringing people into
our pews. It's also about our taking hope out théne mission is...what? “Go
into the world and open the circle of God’s lovatioppeople™? Madeleine L’
Engle once said, “If you're going to care aboutfideof the sparrow, you can’t
pick and choose who’s going to be the sparrow elvasrybody.”

We can, in this church, no longer assume that pemyl there who don't have a
church are going to come looking for us. It doewrotk that way any more. We
can no longer assume that we can spread the ne@sdé love by waiting for
others to come to us! The world “out there” is soywdifferent from us. It's not
looking for us. It's looking for God. Jesus is tere waiting forusto follow him
out there. Jesus is moving, constantly travelihgags on the road, calling back to
us, asking if anyone wants to come, too. | keepdedng how on earth we're
going to keep up with him?

Yesterday we had our planning day. We have so muck to do. You'll be
hearing more of that from our church’s leaders.alV&now that we can’t go
everywhere, but we can gomewhereWe can’t do everything, but we can do
somethingWe can’t be everyone...but we candmmeoneAnd we need you all

in this new year. All of you! We need not just teax you who are always
working, organizing, giving, loving...but we need $siecof you who are new, or
who are wondering just where you might fit here. Wéed you all.

This is a new year. A new opportunity. We lace uprinning shoes, because
Jesus has just called to say he’s waiting for pghead, in the mission field.
There are so many people who have never hearde Hnerso many who have
heard...but who have forgotten. There are so manydemd know about the



powerful, the unconditional, the unrelenting lo¥e&Gmd, the same God who began
with a storm to turn on lights and create thingsingh that are “good.” Made us,
too, and called us good. All of us. All of us!

This table waits for us, too, in this new year. Thlgle reminds us that we, at least,
are beggars who know where bread may be foundr©Othay not know where to
look! We receive this bread not because of who neéat because of who God is.
We receive this cup—the cup of forgiveness—not beeaf what we’'ve
done...but because of what God has done in JesustChfiare welcome
here...everyone who is hungry enough to receive.
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