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Resisting Amnesia

Tonight we take pains to remember some of the greatest stories of God acting in human history. We take pains in the sense that it is actually a bit painful to sit still listening to these ancient, and not exactly brief stories of our faith. It may have even crossed your mind why we do this strange, long service at all? For heaven’s sake, or in this case for our sake, can’t we just skip to the resurrection?--it’s what we are all waiting for anyway?  

But here I humbly submit that our Christian forebears may have known what they were doing when they took time--precious time and care, bringing both their hearts and their minds to the table, to listen again and remember.

The Old Testament scholar Walter Brueggeman asserts that we live in a culture rife with the affliction of amnesia--that forgetfulness is the order of the day. We assume we are the ones and the only ones, none before us, none to come after us, only us. It feels good for awhile, even makes us feel powerful, to go at it alone. But before we know it we really do feel alone, isolated from others and lonely. Without memory you feel lost, wondering who you are and where you came from. Without knowing where to turn, we are like the orphaned baby bird in that children’s story, desperately hopping from one animal to the next, and asking each one, “Are you my mother?”

Tonight we dare to resist the temptation of amnesia, and to remember. Remember that you were once strangers, aliens living in a foreign land--so respect the alien living in this land. Remember that the Lord loves the orphans and widows, and so should you. Remember that your life was not earned, but given--so treat it like the gift it is. Remember that Christ died for you, for your neighbor, for your enemy, for every person you meet, and feed on Christ in your hearts by faith, with thanksgiving. Remember, and feed his sheep. Remember, and care for the least among you. 

There is one other important part of tonight when we remember God. And here I borrow from my favorite story, the story of those dry bones in the desert. The whole Christian community, as it gathers in prayer vigil across the world, remembers something that lies at the very heart of the faith we share. By God, we remember our limits: the limit to our energy, the limit to our patience, the limit to our capacity to love and forgive, the limit to our purity of heart, the limit to our faith and hope, the limit of death that one day will hit each one of us like a wall. And like all our limits, this wall will stop us dead in our tracks. As dead as those dry bones: without the ability to help ourselves, save ourselves, change ourselves. Dead dead dead. 

But right here is what we come to remember tonight.  We are not able--never have been, but the Lord is able. The Lord is able to make those dry bones take on flesh and blood and skin and hair, to take on life again with all its tears and laughter, in all the fullness of joy; the Lord is able to take your limits and extend them, stretch them out; the Lord is able to give you energy where you have none, to give you patience where it’s run out, to make you love and forgive where you cannot; the Lord is able to make a way where there was no way. The Lord is able to open the tomb for you. 

Alleluia. Christ is risen. 

The Lord is risen indeed. Alleluia. 

Christ is risen from the dead, trampling down death by death, and on those in the tombs bestowing life.

PAGE  
1

