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Acts 15: 1-2, 22-29

Psalm 67

Revelation 21: 10-14, 22-23

John 14: 23-29

An American citizen of Pakistani origin

left a vehicle full of explosives smoking in Times Square.

An alert tee-shirt vendor alerted the cavalry;

the bomb was disarmed;  the would-be terrorist was apprehended;

catastrophe was averted.

A pocket of methane gas exploded on an oil rig

50 miles off the coast of Louisiana.

11 rig-workers were killed;  the rig collapsed and sank;

oil began leaking into the waters of the Gulf at a rate of 5000 barrels a day.

The leak is one mile deep.

Even while we gather here for the eucharist,

oil-industry experts are trying to cap the leak

before it destroys coastlines, fragile habitats, and the fishing industry.

Several days ago Nashville was pummeled by 12 inches of rain in 12 hours;

the stage of the Grand Old Opr’y was under water,

and a whole school-annex was caught on film, floating down the river.

On Thursday the Stock Market plunged 1000 points in a matter of minutes.

It was caused, either by the debt crisis in Greece, or, by a computer glitch;

the experts aren’t sure.

And this morning we learn

that that volcano in Iceland has started spewing ash again,

disrupting air travel on both sides of the Atlantic…

again.

That’s just the headlines.

And that’s just the past week.

Peace I leave with you;  my peace I give to you.

What in the world could Christ have been talking about?

Since Christ spoke those words,

empires have been born, and died.

Civilizations have disappeared, leaving hardly a trace.

Plagues and diseases have killed tens of millions.

Little of it has been peaceful.

Wars, genocide, torture,

Hitler, Stalin,

Armenia, Rwanda,

Hiroshima, Nagasaki.

Interpretations may vary about causes and effects,

but no one would look at the evidence

and claim that Christ ushered in

an era of peace.

It might improve our understanding

to remember that Christ spoke these words on the night before he died.

‘Peace’ was not in evidence

on the horizon for him, either.

Judas had already left the table.

The plot had already been set in motion.

The cross was waiting for him.

Looking at the evidence it would be easy to be cynical.

And one doesn’t have to resort

to the broad and ruthless patterns of world history to support one’s case.

In each of our own personal lives we could readily call to mind

evidence of life’s cruelty ---

losses suffered, indignities endured,

betrayals borne, at the price of innocence forever lost.

Like Thomas, we’re not inclined to fall for Christ’s promises again.

But this particular promise occurs

between the washing of feet, which happens before,

and Judas’ kiss in the Garden, which happens after.

Then comes the cross.

And then, the empty tomb.

So what’s it going to be?

Peace, or its absence?

Is creation benign, and life a blessing,

or is our existence nothing but a cruel joke?

Can Christ, in the end, be trusted?

Peace I leave with you;  my peace I give to you.

As I’ve pointed out before, too many times to count,

the word ‘eucharist’ means ‘to give thanks.’

In order to do it well, we ought to work

to perfect the skills of gratitude.

We should arrive on Sundays with litanies of blessings received,

before we start in on gifts still desired,

or even less, on complaints to be satisfied.

I recently came upon a favorite quotation from Dr. Martin Luther King

that I first heard long ago.

Dr. King, in the midst of the struggle for civil rights,

and with his own death already on the horizon,

insisted that ‘the arc of history is long, but it bends toward justice.’

He might just as easily have said,

‘the arc of history is long, but it bends toward peace.’

Either would express the Christian hope, the Christian’s trust,

that the washing of the disciples’ feet,

the blood that flowed from his wounded side,

the linen wrappings in the empty tomb,

and this enduring banquet of communion in his memory,

all vouch for his promise, his testament

that his peace will be ours

and that God’s reign is coming.

Consider the evidence.

Consult the Advocate who lives in your heart.

Judge for yourself.

Come to the altar.

Receive his pledge,

receive his flesh, his blood,

once again.

Then get busy

and wash some feet;

give someone

something

to be thankful for.

For as you’ll recall, like Christ,

we have all made some promises

too.
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