
April 18, 2021 

 

 
  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

Well, spring seems to finally be here. The tulips are blooming out in the medians on Woodward.  

With a little rain this past week, the grass is greening up. The hydrangeas from last year have 

been trimmed back. And our neighbors are out walking and enjoying the beautifully sunny days. 

 

It’s mid-April and in our more normal calendars, it would traditionally be time for the spring 

rummage sale. While the spring rummage sale has been postponed until the fall, if you’ve been 

saving up your rummage, hang in there. Our rummage sale team is putting together an amazing 

plan for the fall. All of us are eager to get back to our biggest endeavor for supporting life-

changing missions. 

 

Could it be that our rummage sale gives us all the opportunity to be thinking about our spring 

cleaning as we get ready for it each year? What do we keep? What do we need to share with 

others? What do we need to get rid of altogether? I have a place in my basement where we put 

the boxes that are coming over for the sale. The pile is a little bigger than usual, but it will wait. 

 

Spring cleaning in our homes isn’t just about washing our walls, cleaning our windows, and 

sweeping out the garage. Rather, it’s also about evaluating what we have and where we’re 

heading in the next season as summer comes upon us. 

 

Growing up, my mother had an amazing spring cleaning schedule. My brother and I shared the 

second story bedroom in our two-story family homes. When something needed to be returned to 

our rooms, Mom would simply place it on the steps for us to take upstairs. We’d bring down the 

laundry and it would go on the steps for us to take back up. We’d bring down our toys and they’d 

go on the steps for us to take back up. 

 

There was only one small problem, which sometimes became a big problem. From time to time, 

the steps would get a little out of hand. Mom would say, “Hey boys, do you see the stuff piling 

up on the steps? It’s really easy. Just take it with you the next time you go up.” And as any great 

kids that seem to lose their sight, their hearing, and their memory, we’d walk right by.  

Sometimes, we’d even step right over it as if it wasn’t even there. I honestly don’t know how my 

mother survived those years. 
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Eventually, Mom had enough. When the steps were too full or our room was too messy, Mom 

would simply grab a trash bag and open it up. That was all it took. “No, Mom, don’t. We’ve got 

it.” Some of you had boys, didn’t you? Suddenly we would spring into action as if given some 

energy booster. If Mom was spring cleaning and had a garbage bag in hand, it was all going out.  

While I’m not sure that it was really going to be that way, as with God, we didn’t want to put 

Mom to the test. 

 

My brother and I always wanted to finish our work quickly so we would just throw our things 

under the bed, in a drawer, or shove it into the closet. That kind of defeats the purpose, doesn’t 

it? Mom knew that side of us, too. So we still had to pass her inspection. 

 

Sometimes, you have to do the hard work of examining what you have and what you need to let 

go so that you can make room for better things in your life. Last week, Deacon Sarah referenced 

Marie Kondo’s work on this. 

 

There are times throughout our faith journey where God invites us to do some spring cleaning 

and evaluate where we are and where God might be leading us. In those moments, we look at 

what we’ve had and what we might need to let go so that we can make room for growth for 

ourselves and for the world around us. That type of spiritual change in our lives can cause just as 

much fear as my mother standing there with the trash bag did all those years ago. 

 

In those moments, we wonder what’s essential. When is it time to work to make room for 

something new? And who might we be if our room, our world, or our faith changes? Will we 

lose our identity? On the other hand, might we discover all the more what it means to live as 

“children of God”? 

 

As we’ve journeyed through this past year, our world seems to have provided many 

opportunities for each of us to do some spring cleaning in our spiritual homes. This week, we 

once again can feel the tension in our society as we watch the Derek Chauvin trial of the police 

officer who has been charged in the death of George Floyd. We have so much pain and angst that 

injustice raises for us. How will people respond in the face of either verdict? How should we 

respond as people of faith? 

 

As many experience the pain and frustration of systems that don’t seem to change, another 

African-American man, Daunte Wright, was killed when an officer discharged her firearm while 

calling out that she had a taser in her hand. In Chicago, a 13 year old, Adam Toledo, lost his life 

in another fatal police shooting. We come together and our hearts are heavy; heavy for a world 

that seems to be stuck; heavy for African-American siblings who must continue to have the 

conversation with their children about the risks of being black; and heavy because we can’t seem 

to find our way into a new day. My parents never had to have that conversation with me. I don’t 

know what that’s like. 

 

In this same week, eight people were killed in Indianapolis during a mass shooting at a FedEx 

facility. In a Nebraska mall, one person was killed and another injured by another shooter. Will 

there be a day when we don’t have to see these stories of brutal violence yet again? 
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In moments like these, it becomes easy for us to want to avoid it all and push it far under the bed.  

The conversations are hard and they cause us to be anxious. Really cleaning up, seeking to create 

a new space, and making room to see and hear the experiences of others is so difficult, especially 

when we feel vulnerable ourselves. How might our lives need to change to bring in a new day for 

everyone, for all? 

 

As followers of Jesus, we might be able to admit that racism and violence are evils that exist in 

our world today, but when we are not personally impacted on a daily basis, it becomes easy for 

us to leave the cleanup to someone else. We step around it like the things that my mother placed 

on the steps that I must have thought were for some other child to take upstairs until we could no 

longer avoid what was in front of us. 

 

Spring cleaning isn’t always easy. When we’re cleaning up, what treasures might we lose if the 

garbage bags come out? Who gets to hold the bag? Might our treasures go into the bag along 

with what we really know needs to change? Moreover, who will see what’s under the bed, in the 

drawers, or shoved behind the dresser that we don’t want to be exposed? 

 

LaTasha Morrison, in her book Be the Bridge: Pursuing God’s Heart for Racial Reconciliation, 

suggests that shame and guilt are powerful forces that cause us to overlook the pain of the past, 

our own actions in the present, and even avoid the difficult conversations that could lead to 

healing and reconciliation. We move too quickly beyond the uncomfortable moment of 

recognizing and addressing the harms. Morrison says that part of our struggle to address shame 

or guilt is that we have individualized it. In so doing, we gloss over it, ready to move on. 

 

She reminds us that in the Bible, however, shame and guilt are “communal” and call for a 

repentance of the community. The way to a new day can only be found in our corporate 

confession and repentance. Repentance is turning in a new direction, acting differently. 

 

While some would prefer that we avoid such conversations in the family of faith so as to keep 

the peace, the Church itself has the very capacity to address the most difficult topics of our day.  

Yet, will we be brave enough to be honest with ourselves, with one another, and with the world 

around us? Confession and repentance is built into the core of our faith, but will we address the 

pile on the stairwell or simply walk around it? Or more importantly, will we continue to deny the 

impact on the rest of the household? 

 

Phillip was a faithful Jewish man who also happened to be a follower of Jesus Christ. One day, at 

the Spirit’s direction, he happened to come upon an Ethiopian eunuch who was just returning 

home from Jerusalem. The man was clearly God-fearing and inquisitive about the faith. But his 

ethnic and differentiated status would have left him on the outside when he arrived in Jerusalem.  

He was a Gentile whose very identity in several ways cut him off from the God of Israel. While 

he was intrigued by the scriptures, and perhaps because he could identify with one who suffered, 

he was unable to convert because he wasn’t worthy. 

 

Phillip, a faithful Jewish man, should have walked on by for fear of becoming less righteous by 

an encounter with this eunuch. But instead, he reaches out to hear his story during a chariot ride.  
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Phillip risks his own righteous standing, and at the end of the ride, brings healing to one who was 

kept outside in Jerusalem. The eunuch is baptized and healing begins. 

 

Yet, I don’t think it was just the Ethiopian that was healed that day. Phillip, too, gained a new 

understanding of how God worked in the life of someone whose experience was so different 

from his own. 

 

The Church is poised to be an agent of healing in our world. Reconciliation is not ours to 

demand, but it is a way to offer our world that begins when we recognize our stuff that lies in the 

path and prevents others from entering and experiencing the fullness of life that God intends.  

When we do the hard work of examining it, we can be those who build bridges of understanding 

not only for one another, but also to God. We can truly make space for all. 

 


