
“Hope” is the thing with feathers
That perches in the soul
And sings the tune without the words
And never stops at all,

     Emily Dickinson

HOPE.....   One must be brave to hope...hope is an offering, a daring to 
speak of  something that is not yet...but is possible...something longed for. 

To hope is to agree to disappointment ...  and yet to hope and hope again.

My Grandmother often quoted to me from Ecclesiastes 11:1,               
telling me that hope is bread on the waters, offered bravely with an open 
heart.....  

She said it was like freeing that  gift of  hope, an offering, to find its way in 
the world without our holding it back with our fear or needing   
guarantees.....no feedback, just offering.

Our work in life is to offer hope  and not allow  fear to swallow our 
longings...  “Bread on the waters” 

Advent is the season of  hope!

All of  our readings this morning are about hope. 
Messages written to different communities at different times in history, 
messages of  hope for something better, dreams of  a kinder, more 
compassionate world.

Isaiah is hoping  for the reintegration of  the dispersed people of  Israel.
They have been scattered and he longs for them to be reunited.
Isaiah hopes for the spirit of  knowledge and awe and wonderment of  
God to infuse the Israelites..for them to re-member themselves.
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He paints a picture of  a time   when wolfs and lambs and leopards and 
calfs and lions shall lie down peacefully together....when children will not 
be hurt or destroyed by asp or adder...the earth will be filled with the 
knowledge of  God as the waters cover the sea.

 Paul, in the letter to the Romans, wants the community to live in 
harmony with one another...Welcome one another...Paul hopes that the 
Jews and the Gentiles will, with one voice, glorify God.

And then we have John the Baptist, the wild honey locust eating, slightly 
wild man who preaches from the dry dust of  the desert.  
Well he also is bringing a message of  hope but he footnotes it with a very 
sharp ax.
When he sees the Pharisees and the Sadducees he blasts them with the 
accusation that they are self  satisfied and unless they change, bear good 
fruit, they will be cut off  at their roots and roasted in the fires of  
damnation.
His message of  hope includes a very big stick and a very hot fire.
I guess he was charismatic, lots of  folks came out to see and hear him...he 
also lived a short life losing his head at the behest of  Herod Antipas only 2 
or 3 years after this Jordan River event in our Gospel.

This dry and dusty man hoped for a new thing...fire that cleanses and Spirt 
that was Holy.
He had a little trouble just letting his message flow out there....he needed to 
add a few threats for good measure.
I don’t know if  that was a reflection of  his own lack of  trust in the coming 
of  this man Jesus....or just his theology of  a punishing God.  

BUT Jesus did come, and he changed everything.

Jesus cast bread on the waters over and over again.....Jesus gave himself  
away over and over until his giving became a new beginning.
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In it’s purest form, hope is never an anxious thing, it is a willing 
participation in the ongoing incoming of  the realm of  God...It was for 
Jesus and it is for us.
Hope is more like the coming and going of  the tides than an end place.

Hope, realistic hope, demands the capacity to hold the coming and going 
of  goodness...the terrifying mix of  events that are of  Divine goodness and 
also accompanied by the impulse toward evil.

The peaceable Kingdom seems always to co-exist with its partner war and 
destruction.

If  we are waiting for a utopia that exists exclusive of  the human capacity 
for hate and destruction, life without illness of  mind and soul, we will find 
ourselves in the valley of  disappointments and despair.

In waiting for the perfect  we will lose our energy and our vision of  the 
possible....
We are talking about  a package called life.
Our work is to build our soul strength so that we can live in this sometime 
terrifying mix of  goodness and evil and not be overcome.

Hope is the instinct for the possible....the vision, the expectation.... 

Hope is the God place that allows us to hold the reality of  the horrendous 
and the Blessed.
 
The babe in the manger is the hope that allows us to stand at the foot of  
the cross and know it is not the end.

Held up beside each other, this Babe and the man nailed to a cross,  ...  
speak the truth of  life....the darkest days are held by the newest born 
moment...together they say  healing, renewal, resurrection, new life. 
 ..the manger and the cross announce the possible in the midst of  the 
continual interacting of   the awful with the most sacred.
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I have just finished reading   “The Book Thief ”  I know the movie is out 
but I have not seen that.
The book, set in Germany at the time of  the 2nd world war,  tells a story 
of  the great mixing of  the terrible things that humans are capable of  doing 
to one another as well as the heart breaking beauty that is possible between 
persons.  
Death is the narrator and he observes the human race with a strange kind 
of  dispassionate despair as he collects the souls of  the dead and takes 
them....well off....into some kind of  better dimension.
At the end of  the book when all the dying, all the cruelty all the loving and 
all the kindness is done, he says this .....
“All I was able to do was to turn to Liesel, (the book thief) and tell her the 
only truth I truly know. I said it to the Book thief  and I say it now to you. 

‘I am haunted by humans.’  

There is something so poignant about this that it is comforting ..
not a pretend false gaiety about life, not unrealistic utopian expectations....
...just the very real observation that life, real life is full of  the contrasting, 
competing energies of  the awful and the truly good. 
AND that by embracing this reality we will find ourselves awake, aware, 
and strong enough to be part of  this amazing journey called life. 

Don’t ever close the door on hope. 
Don’t decide, out of  your human limitations, what the outcome will be.

Life, real life,  is an endless weaving whose threads are spun from the gold 
of  the possible.

As Paula D’arcy says “God Comes disguised as your life”
and I add, 
...not as a fairy tale. 

“Wake up” is the clarion call of  the season, attend the event called life....
Invite others into your circle, you will need them.
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To quote my favorite poet..Mary Oliver:..You may have noticed, I rarely 
preach a sermon without her ... 

Don't call this world adorable, or useful, that's not it.
It's frisky, and a theater for more than fair winds.
The eyelash of  lightning is neither good nor evil.
The struck tree burns like a pillar of  gold.

So I invite you to give into the untamed waters of  hope.... abandon all 
resistance.

“Hope is the thing with feathers
That perches in the soul.”

 Have a soul filled Advent

Amen

The Rev Rosanna Case Kazanjian  Dec. 8, 2013, Grace St. Paul, Tucson
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