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Amos 6:1a, 4-7, Psalm 146
1 Timothy 6:6-9, Luke 16:19-31

Debie Thomas’ blog in Journey with Jesus, 9-22-19, The Great Chasm, quotes and ideas.
https://www.pewresearch.org/fact-tank/2019/09/27/key-facts-about-refugees-to-the-u-s/.
Emails about refugee situation from the Minnesota Council of Churches, 9-27-19.
Quote from Laree Pourier, Oglala Lakota Nation, on
#HonorNativeLandhttps://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ETOhNzBsiKA&feature=youtu.be&fbclid=IwAR2tbtH41i6SQt9You2D94jdLaqBlk_hN8b0bMAdWsVi9xSUmNNwXBDtp8.

Grace and peace, beloved ones of Christ Jesus. Amen.
There is an urgency in the air these days. An intensity.
Young people are walking out of school, clear that what earlier generations haven’t done, they must do, and
now.
Words like impeachment have been mentioned for years, but with the start of impeachment proceedings,
the urgency changed, and now we’re listening to hours of testimony, a volley of debate.
Then came news that the administration will reduce the number of refugees we’ll welcome next year to a 40
year low, just 18,000 people.
Not so long ago we had welcomed 97,000, and this year 30,000 people, these are dramatic drops.
There’s an urgency in the air.
A friend was musing about the urgency, the buzz, of life, the constancy of it, the way she feels it in her
body, in her heart, in her jaw, in her head, and it doesn’t feel good.
She wasn’t talking about this week particularly: but more generally the constant drone of grief and fear and
utter exhaustion.
So much that we’re tempted to close our eyes,
tempted to look away,
tempted to squelch the urgency, or at least ignore it.
I imagine that’s what the rich man did each time he passed through his gate, he ignored it.
The rich man, his purples flamboyant, his linens flowing, his belly full—again—from sumptuous feasting.
There, right there, under foot—again, was Lazarus, poor Lazarus.
And the rich man ignored him, averted his eyes, sidestepped around his very body.
That is, the rich man ignores him until one day they’ve both died and across the great chasm the rich man
has the audacity to call out to Lazarus, urgently:
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Can’t you bring me a drink of water?
Couldn’t you go to warn my brothers?
This is an urgent story.
As one commentator writes, “It doesn’t mince words about what’s at stake.
It doesn’t pretend that our years are limitless and our options infinite.
This is a story about time running out. About alternatives closing down. This is a story for us.”
This parable is nestled in a section of Luke where Jesus has much to say about the dangers of wealth.
Wealth that acts as an idol, enticing us from God.
Wealth that doesn’t always, but often drives our oppression of others, our dehumanization, our squandering
of the gifts of the earth and the responsibilities placed in our hands.
As much, this story is about “moral apathy” in the face of urgency.
What happens when we can no longer see the suffering of the beloved one before us?
What happens when the groans of creation and the cries of communities are just crickets in our ears?
What do we do when our exhaustion overwhelms the urgency?
When we’d rather shield our eyes to deny another’s God-given human dignity?
What do we do, friends, what do we do?
You know, I suspect that the rich man is aware of Lazarus, right at his gate.
Aware enough to not step on him, to walk around.
Maybe he’s given him a coin. Maybe he prays.
Maybe he’s wondered about his plight, what happened and why.
Maybe, like many of us, he’s quietly stewing about how best to help? Maybe.
That’s a nice beginning, but Jesus calls us to a new kind of seeing.
This seeing: it’s risky, it’s vulnerable.
It tugs and pulls us into relationship when maybe we’d rather ponder from a distance, or debate in theory.
But today, in this story, Jesus does it again, he opens us up, bares our souls.
Much as we’d like to resist the urgency, much as we’d want to do our own version of the sidestep,
Jesus holds up the mirror.
If relationship is real, then we can’t see Lazarus and not recognize him as a brother.
If solidarity is real, then we can’t see Lazarus and not be about reimagining the systems that oppress him.
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If we are honest, really seeing, then we can’t see Lazarus and not also face our own hunger, our own
mortality, our own need.
This is big, no wonder we’d like to ignore the urgency.
No wonder our exhaustion and fear sometimes take over.
Even after they’ve both died, the rich man still cannot seem to see Lazarus.

He’s talking out of both sides of his mouth: “Warn my brothers, tell them to change their behavior,”
and at once, as though to a servant, “Lazarus, can’t you bring me some water?”
Debie Thomas writes, “No wonder Abraham tells him that the ‘chasm’ separating the two realms is too great
to cross. … God is not the one who builds the chasm. We do that all by ourselves.”
Last Sunday in worship our racial justice team invited us to keep living into the racial justice statement
that our congregation created and affirmed more than a year and a half ago.
We named the lie of white supremacy, the fear and hatred that destroy community, the systems that we
sometimes use to shield ourselves from change.
There was some tension, I know; it’s hard to talk about things, it would be easier to ignore them.
Yet we know that seeing one another as the beloved of God, fearfully and wonderfully made, this is what
Jesus calls us to do—again.
By avoiding the urgency, by closing our eyes, we only widen the chasm.
Last week we used a land acknowledgment at the start of the service.
Maybe you’ve experienced these acknowledgments at the begining of meetings and events.
We acknowledged that this land on which we worship is Dakota land, sacred land.
The words are a work in progress.
You can see an edited version at the start of the service in today’s bulletin.
I listened recently as a woman of the Oglala Lakota Nation reflected on these land acknowledgments.
“They ask us,” she said, “to sit with what it means that our settlement is occupying this space.”
To ask, Given this legacy, how am I responsible for these current struggles?
Finally she mused, “How do I stop distancing myself from” from the tension?
Distancing myself…I couldn’t help thinking about that chasm, that great chasm.
Dear people of Christ, the first step is recognizing both the great urgency of this pain,
and our great temptation to ignore how God calls us to meet it.
The urgency in the air, it’s real.

September 29, 2019, page

4

And our temptation to ignore it, that’s real too.
Many of us are tired, and fear and sin, they are real.
God knows that struggle, God gets it.
Jesus Christ in his life, in his death, in his resurrection, bridges the chasm and walks with us into a new way
of loving, a new way of seeing, a new way of being the body of Christ.
As we close today, we take time to remember one from our community who died last weekend.
Iona xxxxxxx was 86 and died peacefully (and comfortably) in her new custom fitted wheelchair.
She was born at home on the farm in North Dakota.
From birth Iona lived with the use of just one of her hands.
As a young adult she learned to type one handed and met her husband while clerking at the courthouse.
They moved to Minneapolis early on and raised 5 children.
Her kids tell of how she adapted, teaching the babies not to squirm so she could pin the diapers!
Iona worked many years at the Star Tribune.
She and her husband Vxxxxxxx were active in church, especially a young couples group.
Pastor Barbara reminded me that each time we’d visit, we’d greet Iona and remind her who we are, to which
she’d say, “Oh, I know you.”
When members of this congregation die,
we remember how the same waters that first washed over them in baptism, hold them in death.
In her death, like in her life, God is holding Iona, saying, “Oh, Beloved Iona, I know you.”
We pray at the baptismal font, linking ourselves to God’s powerful waters of promise.
Let us pray…Holy God, holy and powerful, we remember before you today our sister Iona. We thank
you for giving her to us to know and to love as a companion in our pilgrimage on earth. At these
waters of baptism, you welcomed her into your love. At these waters, you comforted her in times
of trouble and encouraged her in delight. At these waters, you now enfold her into Jesus’ death
and resurrection and the promise of life everlasting. Console us who mourn and bring us
together to feast with all the saints of God. In Jesus’ name we pray. Amen.

