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2 Corinthians 4:5-18 The Message
Remember, our Message is not about ourselves; we’re proclaiming Jesus Christ, the Master. All
we are is messengers, errand runners from Jesus for you. It started when God said, “Light up
the darkness!” and our lives filled up with light as we saw and understood God in the face of
Christ, all bright and beautiful.
If you only look at us, you might well miss the brightness. We carry this precious Message
around in the unadorned clay pots of our ordinary lives. That’s to prevent anyone from confusing
God’s incomparable power with us. As it is, there’s not much chance of that. You know for
yourselves that we’re not much to look at. We’ve been surrounded and battered by troubles, but
we’re not demoralized; we’re not sure what to do, but we know that God knows what to do;
we’ve been spiritually terrorized, but God hasn’t left our side; we’ve been thrown down, but we
haven’t broken. What they did to Jesus, they do to us—trial and torture, mockery and murder;
what Jesus did among them, he does in us—he lives! Our lives are at constant risk for Jesus’
sake, which makes Jesus’ life all the more evident in us. While we’re going through the worst,
you’re getting in on the best!
We’re not keeping this quiet, not on your life. Just like the psalmist who wrote, “I believed it, so I
said it,” we say what we believe. And what we believe is that the One who raised up the Master
Jesus will just as certainly raise us up with you, alive. Every detail works to your advantage and
to God’s glory: more and more grace, more and more people, more and more praise!
So we’re not giving up. How could we! Even though on the outside it often looks like things are
falling apart on us, on the inside, where God is making new life, not a day goes by without his
unfolding grace. These hard times are small potatoes compared to the coming good times, the
lavish celebration prepared for us. There’s far more here than meets the eye. The things we see
now are here today, gone tomorrow. But the things we can’t see now will last forever.

I’ve been getting Facebook memories of my sabbatical 8 years ago, and
the memories recently popped up of our trip to visit family in Norway. We
took our family to a park that had been a favourite of Edvard Munch – you
know the artist who painted the ‘The Scream’? In addition to beautiful
gardens there were some of his paintings throughout the park – not the
originals but mounted reproductions with explanations that we couldn’t
read. Anyway, the kids were running around the park and playing games.
At one point Maisie and I were walking along a path when out of the corner
of my eye I saw my son, Stanley, dressed in black, sneaking quietly up
behind us. I knew he was going to try to scare us and I thought about
turning around so that his gig would be up; but I decided it would be way
more fun to scare him instead. Isn’t that what all good nurturing mothers
would decide to do?? So I let him get really close to me and then at the
last second I jumped around with my hands in the claws-out-pounce
position and yelled: “ROAR!!” Only... It wasn’t Stanley! It was a sweet,
small Norwegian jogger dressed in black. She screamed in horror and ran
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faster than any Olympic 100-meter sprinter. I called after her “I’m sorry!!”
but she was gone too fast for me to explain my outburst. Oh my, she’s
probably still recovering from the trauma I inflicted.
There are definitely times when we are not exactly our best selves or great
ambassadors towards other nations. I hope she thought we were
American, but my yelling out ‘sorry!’ probably gave us away! I can’t help but
think of that on Pride Sunday. This is a Sunday when we celebrate the
wonderful diversity of God’s creation and proclaim that God loves ALL, and
that nothing can separate you from the love of God in Christ Jesus.
But I can’t help but think about how often the Church has done the
opposite, and rejected diversity. I use the term ‘the Church’ with a capital
‘C’. There are many, many churches of many different flavours, but there is
also ‘the Church’ of Jesus – the whole Christian Church. Sometimes the
Church has played it safe and just sort of quietly, maybe even
subconsciously, behaved as though you need to be a certain way — as
though you need to look like a white middle-class person and be part of a
traditional and functional family in order to be a Christian. Sometimes the
Church has quietly been more like a club where you have to be like the
others, and sometimes the church has out and out rejected differences and
been incredibly hurtful and hateful to anyone different.
It’s not just the LGBTQ2+ community who have been hurt by the church,
but they are a community that continues to be excluded and scared away
from community in the church and relationship with God. I’d be willing to
guess that some of you have been hurt by the church, maybe even most of
you.
Maybe you were not welcomed in another church because, for whatever
reason, you didn’t fit in. Maybe it was because of being divorced, or
because of your sexual orientation or gender expression or having too
many questions about faith. Perhaps you’ve been hurt through politics. If
you’ve been hurt by the church, I’m sorry. I pray healing for that wound. It’s
so important to be aware of where we have fallen short and to
acknowledge that and apologize. Truth comes before reconciliation.
The Pride Parade has its roots in a march organized in 1970 in New York
City. The march was to mark the one-year anniversary of the Stonewall
Resistance in June of 1969, the year before. Stonewall was that LGBTQ
community’s first resistance to police brutality, oppression, and human
rights violations. Up until that time police raids on gay bars, harassment
and arrests for no other reason than being gay were common. The
Stonewall resistance was the first time that there was a marked resistance
to police by activists and residents of the community. It is considered a
watershed moment in the history of the LGBTQ2 community.
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Since that time this liberation movement has morphed into the Pride
movement and spread across the U.S. and the world. Parades, festivities,
and celebrations are held to mark improved rights for this marginalized
community, supported by allies of all walks of life, as well as lesbian, gay,
bisexual, transgender, queer and 2 spirit people.
We’ve come a long way since those days. Same sex marriage has been
legal in our country since 2005 and as some of you remember the United
Church of Canada has been ordaining openly gay and lesbian ministers
since 1988 – that’s 34 years ago. Some might wonder why do we still need
a pride parade or a special worship service celebrating pride?
I had a visit this week from Pastor Dave Steele who used to be a minister
here at Wall Street. He was telling me that Bermuda (where he is currently
a minister – rough life!) has the claim to fame of being the first country in
the world to repeal their same sex marriage act. His congregation is the
only Affirming congregation on the island. I also know that while the United
Church of Canada has been celebrating diversity for more than three
decades, other denominations are going through debates about where and
how the LGBTQ2+ community fit into their church right now.
At the community ministerial meeting this week one of the ministers asked
me to pray for their denomination because they are going through debates
around the theology of sexuality and gender diversity, and it is ugly.
I was reading on FaceBook on a ministerial site of a clergy who was
meeting with a funeral family. An elderly man was there — and the funeral
was for his departed wife. The man’s son who was in his 50’s was also
there for the meeting. Throughout the meeting the son sat stone-faced, not
looking at the minister. The minister thought this was very strange but just
kept talking to the widower about his wife and the service wishes. Finally,
the son cut his father off mid-sentence and blurted out that he wanted to
know why a male minister would wear earrings. The minister was taken
aback and just said something about his rebellious teen years and
something about the earrings matching his personality. The son didn’t
respond and continued to sit in stony silence through the rest of the
meeting. The minister guessed that the son assumed he was gay. He
asked us all to pray for him as he prepared to conduct a funeral he really
wished he didn’t have to do.
In some ways that is a pretty light example of the kind of regular aggression
and oppression that people from the LGBTQ community regularly face.
Why have Pride Week and even a service for Pride? When you are told
over and over that you don’t belong, then the repair to undo that damage
has to be repeated. And it needs to be bold and explicit. The message that
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says you do belong, that you were created in God’s image, has to be just
as loud – louder in fact—and shine brighter than all the darkness.
So, one reason to celebrate Pride Week is to undo the damage we’ve
done. The other is to stand with a marginalized group of people — because
it’s not just the church that has subtly and overtly discriminated against the
LGBTQ2+ community. It is also our call to stand with those who are
struggling and hurting — to be like Jesus and cross the boundaries of what
is deemed ‘acceptable’ in order to share the love of God. Like when Jesus
deliberately went through despised Samaria and went out of his way to
have a conversation with a woman who had had 5 husbands, and offered
her living water. Even his disciples thought he was off his rocker for that
one.
The early church experienced a lot of persecution because they went
against the grain. If the church people had been exactly like the world
around them, nobody would have minded them. But their message
disrupted values and systems. They took care of the people nobody
wanted. They welcomed and included in the church people from all sectors
and strata of society. They proclaimed the radical (for the time) idea that
“There is neither Jew nor Greek, there is neither slave nor free, and there is
neither male nor female, for you are all one in Christ Jesus.” (Gal. 3:28).
But these radical ideas got them into trouble.
Paul talked about being persecuted. “We are afflicted in every way, but not
crushed; perplexed, but not driven to despair; persecuted, but not forsaken,
struck down, but not destroyed.” Paul knew about being harassed and
oppressed. Last week we looked at the time Paul and Silas were thrown
into prison for setting someone free and disrupting a system. The
LGBTQ2+ community knows more than most about being persecuted —
but they have also shown great courage and resilience to fight the good
fight to bring the fabulous light of diversity and love to the world.
Why were Paul and the early church not discouraged? Because the
hardship was nothing compared to the life-changing, vibrant love they had
and were experiencing.
“All we are is messengers, errand runners from Jesus for you. It started
when God said, “Light up the darkness!” and our lives filled up with light as
we saw and understood God in the face of Christ, all bright and beautiful. If
you only look at us, you might well miss the brightness. We carry this
precious Message around in the unadorned clay pots of our ordinary lives.”
(1 Corinthians 4:5-7)
I don’t like my imperfections. I swear there are more and more every year. I
wish I was more effective, did more, loved more, stood up more against the
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garbage and hate of this world. Maybe I’m just more aware of my
imperfections, and that’s not a bad thing. But God has reminded me that
I’m an imperfect container.
I have a favorite coffee mug at home. It’s robin’s egg blue and it’s been
through the dishwasher so many times that you can no longer see the
image and words ‘Salty Dog Café’. The mug has seen better days since we
bought it on Hilton Head Island, but I love it. Its purpose is not just to be a
mug in the cupboard but to hold some Kick Ass coffee! (that’s the brand of
coffee I drink. Lol)
I don’t like the imperfections in me and I don’t like the imperfections in the
Church. Sometimes I’m disappointed by the Church, sometimes I’m
embarrassed by the Church and sometimes it’s downright scary and I just
want to run away from the Church.
But I am just a container for the light of life, the light of Jesus. Like that
coffee cup, I’m a very imperfect container. When we are together as the
church, we can be an even bigger container for the light of the World.
“Bigger container” isn’t quite right, because there is something mystical that
happens when followers come together. It’s not just one plus one, it’s
exponential — the power of us as a group — no, not a group, the body of
Jesus, the Church — to bring light, life and healing and reconciliation, is
beyond imagination. I’ve been saying ‘the Church’, but within the Church
are many churches and some churches seem to be better containers. I
don’t think they have fewer cracks and imperfections, but maybe they are
just more aware of them. Broken vessels seem to bring more healing to
broken people. Maybe that’s because the one we follow was broken on a
cross for us.
For we have this treasure in ordinary jars of clay to show that the
surpassing power belongs to God and not to us.
The Church is an imperfect container for God’s love. You are an imperfect
container for God’s love -- but in relationship with each other and with the
One who created us, love can be shared, vibrant light can be felt and seen.
That brightness and that light is inside every single one of us. You were
created in the image of God. But when you enter into a relationship with the
one who created you, the light in you has the potential to go technicolour!
The light of Jesus inside us has more richness and hues than the most
breathtaking sunset. The light of Jesus in us is a greater display than a
once-in-a-lifetime show of shooting stars. It has more hope than the rising
sun and more promise than a full rainbow after the rain.
Thanks be to God. Amen
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