Sermon from Sept. 27, 2009, Pastor David Kehret
Chapel of the Resurrection, Valparaiso IN
In the name of the Father and of the Son and of the Holy Spirit. Amen. 
That story [Numbers 11:4-6, 10-16, 24-29] was not in A Child’s Garden of Bible Stories, which was how I first accessed the word at a tender age, nor do I remember Eldad or Medad puppets in Vacation Bible School, though any child could understand that story which we read in our Old Testament reading of those two fellas who were not in the right place at the right time to be properly credentialed as Moses’ assistants. And yet the Spirit of God came upon them out there somewhere, much to the consternation and jealousy of others, who then in turn receive Moses’ rebuke. O, that all God’s people were filled with the Spirit. Nor do I recall growing up learning in detail from Mark’s gospel this morning [Mark 9:38-50] about the guy through whom the powers of darkness were being dissembled in the name of Jesus, even though he has not been hanging around with the rest of the disciples, much to their consternation and jealousy, earning them this time another rebuke but from Jesus. 
Those two readings are appointed to be read on this day, regardless of this local celebration of ours, but they are good readings to hear on this day, when we must hear about a God who does not fit into our boxes, on this day when we celebrate, … well, a box! And a glorious box it is! But it is a good time to be reminded that the God whom we hope to encounter within these walls does not fit within any walls. And of course we know that. I’m certain that that kind of sentiment was expressed fifty years ago when the Chapel of the Resurrection was dedicated. Yes, within these walls, we do have eyes open to see the presence and power of God. Yes, here, we do proclaim with clarity the Gospel of God’s unconditional love. Yes, here hearts and lives are stirred, but it is so that our eyes may be opened to the presence of God out there, and that we may live out and proclaim the Gospel out there and be ready to perceive God stirring things up out there. That is what the ministry of the Chapel of the Resurrection is about, always more about out there than in here. It’s about the presence of God in the domains of all the arts and all of the sciences, about the presence of God within the sectors of business and commerce, about the movement of God in the world of engineering and technology, about God ruling over education and health sciences and civil life.  
And it’s not simply about those academic sectors, but about the “real world” we always like to talk about, out there. Nor is it the ministry of the chapel about the few short years, four or five years, that students may spend passing through this place, transient bunch that they are. The minute we got them shaped up, I always complained, the ingrates would graduate and leave. Most of them. Our ministry is one of raising up leaders for church and world, for the years ahead, the decades ahead, the half-centuries ahead. And one of my joys being engaged in ministry elsewhere these days is constantly running into people whose lives now are still shaped by their experiences here back when. 
That is what the ministry of the Chapel is all about, but we must always also acknowledge the counter-pressure that can draw our focus inward. Varied and magnificent things take place within these walls, things that take planning and preparation, that take practice before performance. Here, hearts and minds are stirred. Here, the Gospel of the God who frees and liberates us and brings life into our lives is proclaimed and our bondages and our tombs named. And all of that takes energy and concentration, and results in satisfaction and delight, but can also draw that focus away from out there, into what’s going on here. And when that happens we begin to become less familiar with that world out there and begin to compartmentalize Creation into a sacred here and a secular out there. And that’s why it’s so essential that all of those who participate in this ministry, faculty, staff, and students, are constantly helping to build the bridges between this place and the worlds you inhabit out there – in constant dialogue asking, “What does this have to do with life out there?” and helping that understanding evolve and flow. For when that fails to happen, we run the danger of being infected with what so often can plague the entire church of fear, of the people, the plans, the purposes, the programs, and the desires of the world out there. We begin to fumble in our perception of God’s presence out there. We begin talking about worlds where God is not, or where God has been excluded -- as if that were ever possible -- and we fumble our proclamation of God’s unconditional love for the whole world, and then often are surprised, as we should be, when God does an end-run on us to stir things up out there. But most of all, when that happens among us here, we fail in our responsibility to those who pass through. And the longer relieves them to delight in God’s presence in the world and hold their breath, waiting for God’s surprises in the world, and, yes, to have the courage to engage in the groaning and travail of the world out there, which sounds a lot like Saint Paul, because it is. 

And we might as well use that as a transition to this other reading from the letter to the Ephesians [Ephesians 2:13-22]. Like a number of us, here on this day, that reading from the Ephesians is an echo from the past, having been read at the dedication of the Chapel fifty years ago. But it fits hand-in-glove with those other readings this morning, with the Eldad and Medad stuff, with the story of the guy in Mark’s gospel, this Ephesians passage also talks about the insiders and the outsiders, and leaves no doubt in our mind that the God who breaks through our boxes is good news for us. For we are the ones -- the verses leading up to that reading especially make this point -- we are the ones who were afar off. We are the ones who were strangers and aliens, and the God who breaks out of boxes embraced us into God’s plans and purposes. And all of that under the auspices of the cross, the cross which is always heart and core, center and foundation of this ministry; the cross which is not an accident, or some unfortunate historical incident, but is integral to the very nature of the eternal God. God in eternity is cross-shaped. That is our Trinitarian faith, that what you see is what you get. And the vulnerability and the weakness revealed there in the cross of Christ is somehow also at the heart and core of the eternal God who we cannot fathom, but who reveals God’s self to us as infinite, unquestionable, reliable love. 
And when we come to see now that kind of God here, within these walls, then our eyes are opened to perceive God out there in different ways as well, this cross-shaped God. We begin looking for God’s presence and power not in power and prestige, or sovereignty and supremacy, but in weakness, in the marginalized, in the disabled, in the discarded, in the helpless, in the needy, in the refugee, in the alien (and there doesn’t seem to be any distinction made here between legal and illegal ones). And finding God out there, thusly, we are also heartened to know God’s presence within us, more in our weakness than in our strength. More in our frailty than in our success. More in our service than in any clout we might have. 
This God, who seems to keep busy turning everything upside down and breaking through all our boxes. Oh, the boxes we craft, not to be boxes of stone and mortar and steel, but boxes of our presuppositions, our expectations, our preconditions, our ideologies, our disciplines. Boxes all that, sooner or later, crumble before the cross. Some of those boxes we inherit. We may treasure them or may rebel against them. Many more of those boxes we craft ourselves and cherish, even though, like all boxes, they eventually are prisons, though we may deny that, and tombs that we get comfy in. But between the provisionalness of all things and God’s final purposes, that all deconstructs, including our securities, our confidences, our certainties, our established order. All finally fails.  

Well, this box seems to have all the limitations of a box, but it is a box with a difference. A box that, to the extent architecturally possible, bursts open into light and color, and hope and resurrected life, and it is a wordless witness to all who pass through here, of the God that not only bursts out of all of our boxes, but is busy bursting our own boxes, whether we are plotting life after 25 or life after 65, until finally it may seem that everything dissembles, and we are left with nothing. Nothing, except what we were given at our baptism:  an identity, a family, an inheritance that will not be taken away. Something we spend our whole lives running to catch up with, and trusting, finally, that as everything crumbles, that ultimate box, that inescapable box that awaits all flesh, it, too, will be burst asunder by life and joy and resurrection hope. 
In the name of the Father and of the Son and of the Holy Spirit. Amen. 
