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From the Bible:  Romans 12: 9-18 and 21 

Love should be shown without pretending. Hate evil, and hold on to what is good.  Love each other 
like the members of your family. Be the best at showing honor to each other. Don’t hesitate to be 
enthusiastic—be on fire in the Spirit as you serve the Lord! Be happy in your hope, stand your 
ground when you’re in trouble, and devote yourselves to prayer. Contribute to the needs of God’s 
people, and welcome strangers into your home. Bless people who harass you—bless and don’t 
curse them. Be happy with those who are happy, and cry with those who are crying. Consider 
everyone as equal, and don’t think that you’re better than anyone else. Instead associate with 
people who have no status. Don’t think that you’re so smart. Don’t pay back anyone for their evil 
actions with evil actions, but show respect for what everyone else believes is good.   
If possible, to the best of your ability, live at peace with all people. Don’t be defeated by evil, but 
defeat evil with good. 
 
Sermon : 

The throw away quip among pastors is that sermons are to be three points and a poem. 
Getting it wrong again, this morning the sermon is two points and no poem. 
And, hopefully, the points might even connect. 
So, here we go… 

Point One. 
It is hard teaching old dogs new tricks. 
By “old dogs” I don’t mean the old dog we have at home, but me. 
Locked into my heart, mind and soul are the remembered patterns from my childhood church. 
And the words and images that meant so much as my faith moved from what I knew as a child to 
the journey I have been on as an adult. 
And then, in seminary as I did my best to merge knowledge and experience, there were the 
seemingly important, debates as I tried to figure out what it meant to be a parish pastor and Sunday 
morning preacher. 
The familiarity of old hymns still stirs something deep within me even though the words no longer 
make sense.  And, without looking down or even really thinking about what I am saying, the words 
of the Lord’s Prayer and the Gloria Patri and, even the Apostles Creed which I haven’t said with any 
regularity in years, easily find their way to the tip of my tongue. 

So, where is all this nostalgia leading? 
To this: 
You see, one of the “important debates” we had in seminary centered around the proper form for 
worship and the correct liturgy for a Sunday morning. 
How many scripture lessons to include – two or three, never just one.   
What creed to use.   
What prayer to say.   
The central place of the sermon. 
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What my heart already knows and my head is beginning to catch up with is this: 
It doesn’t really matter. 
It doesn’t matter whether the music is Beethoven or Brahms or Bach or whether it is Pettigrew and 
Di Minno and Cobert.  It doesn’t matter if the sermon comes before the offering or the offering 
comes before the sermon.  Or if children help with the offering making it all just a bit more chaotic.  
Yes, it is important that what we do and say and share in these moments together is thoughtful and 
makes sense and holds together.  But what is more important is that what we do and what we sing 
and what we say creates space amidst the busyness and complexity and the challenges of our lives 
for us to bump up against God for a moment, and to bump up against each other. 

What matters is that we are here. 
Together. 
Doing our best to be a community of faith. 
Doing our best to remind each other of values which we cling to for dear life. 
Doing our best to care for one another and for those whom God names as our neighbors. 
Doing our best to create hope and to make room for compassion. 
Doing our best to have our eyes opened just a bit wider so we can catch a glimpse of that towards 
which God calls us. 
All the rest is merely a means to an end. 

A couple of weeks ago, on a Saturday morning, about 20 people who, in some way, serve in 
leadership positions for our congregation gathered to hear ideas and to dream about the future.  
But when asked about what this congregation means to them, the answer was this: community, 
community, a safe place for my family, community, community, compassion and caring, community.  
No one mentioned liturgy or order of worship or doing it all decently and in order.  The hard part for 
this “old dog” is that somewhere along the way I picked up impression that doing it the “right way” 
was what mattered most – right sequence, right sermon, right prayers, right music – and that, as 
pastor, I was largely responsible for making sure we did it the right way. 
What I am learning is this: Doing it “the right way” matters far less than community we create. 

Point Two: 
The Lord’s Supper. 
Mystery…yes, but not magic. 
Here is the mystery. 
In the touch of bread and the taste of wine 
Somehow you and I, ordinary as we are… 
And somehow, the community we create here, as functional or dysfunctional as we sometimes are… 
We are reminded, again, that we are to embody (and I think sometimes we do)… 
That we are to embody the hope and the vision and the Dream of God embodied by Jesus. 
Not just as a nice idea or a theological concept. 
But as everyday real as flesh and blood is real. 
Bread becomes substance and substantive and substantial. 
Wine is transformed into essence and into that which is most important. 
First in Jesus and now in us. 

So, bread broken once again. 
Cup shared once again. 
And, a reminder, once again, of who we are called to be. 
 


