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You will die. St. Paul is blunt. If you live according to the flesh, you will die. Hardly pastoral.

We weren't so shocked when 'the flesh' was narrowly defined as those who were catching unmentionable
sexually transmitted diseases, sclorosis of the liver or lung cancer. But the contrast between life according to
the flesh and life in the spirit goes much further than booze, sex and the occasional bending of the truth. Life
in the flesh he characterizes in Romans by the words, slavery and fear. Life in the spirit is not a list of what
one can't do, but rather being adopted, claimed by God as God's child. The Spirit connects us by the cry,
Abba, which is not a reference to a favorite Swedish rock group, but Aramaic for Dad.

Dads are one of the problems according to Richard Rohr, a priest from New Mexico. He lectured on male
spirituality when I was in Germany. His analysis began with the deep wound between fathers and sons. Many
young men spend their lives looking for approval because they never received it from their own father. In
Western societies young males are increasingly trapped in longer and longer periods of adolescence. They
have few markers by which they can cross over from being a 'guy' to becoming a 'man.' According to Rohr
many men remain trapped in the issues he calls 'the survival dance' without ever finding their way to the
deeper questions of the spirit, identity and meaning, 'the sacred dance.' Father Rohr suggested that this
survival dance is akin to St. Paul's life in the flesh: the fight to gain approval, the struggles to get ahead,
whatever getting ahead means, the fear, the nagging fear, that we are not good enough, the slaveries that
control us, whether an overstretched credit card or a demanding sense of inferiority which can only be quelled
by dominating others.

This wounded patriarchy stirs conflict, because survival needs power. Fear is the main motivation along with
its cousin greed. The world gets viewed as if it were a football match and to the victors belong the spoils.
Never mind that in the process everything gets spoiled. To live according to the flesh is death.

Another reader (this needs to be a young woman:)
A witness: Omer Goldman, a 19-year-old from Tel Aviv and member of the Shministim, Israeli high school
students imprisoned for refusing to serve in an army that occupies Palestinian territory..

I first went to prison on September 23rd, 2008, and served 35 days. I am lucky: after two times in jail,I got a
medical discharge.

I grew up with the army. My father was deputy head of Mossad, the Israeli Intelligence Agency.

But earlier this year, I went to a peace demonstration in Palestine. During that demonstration Israeli soldiers
opened fire on me and my friends with rubber bullets and tear-gas grenades. I was shocked and scared. I saw
for the first time that the most dangerous thing in Palestine is the Israeli soldiers, the very people who are
supposed to be on my side.

When I came back to Israel, I knew I had changed. And so, I have joined with a number of other young people
who are refusing to serve - they call us the Shministim. Many have asked me about what it was like for me
during this time. Of course I got scared while in prison. But also, it's frightening that my country is the way
that it is, locking up young people who are against violence and war. And I worry that what I am doing may
damage my future. It's hard to go from being a free girl who can decide things for herself â�� what to wear,
who to see, what to eat â�� and then go back to having every minute of the day time-tabled.
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Last time I was out of prison, I went to see my dad. We tried not to talk politics. He cares about me as his
daughter, that I am suffering, but he doesn't want to hear my views. He never came to visit me in prison. I
think it was too hard for him to see me in there. He is an army man. I suppose, actually, we have similar
characters. We both fight for what we believe in".

"He never came to visit me in prison." Do you hear the swallowed cry, Abba? Does a similar cry sit in your
stomach? Abba? Dad? When can the fight stop?

Nicodemus phrased the cry in another way. "I am old, how can I be born anew? Jesus doesn't really answer.
"What is born of the flesh is flesh and what is born of the spirit is spirit." Nicodemus presses, but Jesus offers
no practical advice. Life in the Spirit is something God does. God adopts us. God reaches towards us and says,
I love you. It is not our doing. The Spirit blows. On the breeze it whispers old words, familiar words, 'God so
loved the world.' Do you hear? God so loved you that God sent God's only Beloved. God waits for the cry,
Abba.

Many times it takes a crisis to get us to the point where we are willing to listen to the Spirit: the pink slip
announcing the end of the job, the diagnosis which isn't benign, the crumpling of a valued relationship, the
unexpected downing of a plane through which death stares at our world, capricious and unexplained. But
sometimes there comes a dawning realization of our slavery to the flesh. Our work doesn't satisfy anymore.
Our routines are dull and deadening. The next job application is probably not going to get an answer, just like
the last thirty didn't. The fear nags us. We are missing out. Burdens of many kinds keep us from starting over.
How will we survive?

It's time to feel the updraft of the Spirit, to breathe in love and breathe out fear, to float on the prayer, Abba.
It's time to hear that we are God's sons and God's daughters. It's time to whisper, "God loves me and love
changes things."

Sometimes we are helped by those who speak of new possibilities into our deadened world. Did you hear
these words this week?

And I want to particularly say this to young people of every faith, in every country - you, more than anyone,
have the ability to remake this world. It is easier to start wars than to end them. It is easier to blame others
than to look inward; to see what is different about someone than to find the things we share. We have the
power to make the world we seek, but only if we have the courage to make a new beginning." Obama points
beyond the survival dance.

We can cry, Abba. It is that Spirit of adoption bearing witness with our spirit that we are children of God.

My family was not noted for displays of affection or emotion. We had to learn how to hug. But my three
brothers and I always knew that we mattered to our parents, that they loved us unselfishly and unstintingly.
After I moved to Geneva, someone was stirring up trouble, telling me my parents were having a difficult time
with me. Although my father was recovering from surgery, I called him up. I told my Dad the rumor. My Dad
replied, "Terry, your mother and I have never stopped loving you. Nothing could ever get in the way of our
love."

My family was not used to such words, but they remain a strong gift. They affirmed what I knew deep inside
me without the words having been said. They were the last words from my father because two days later my
father died of a sudden heart attack.

As I get older, I realize how many people, even in church, can't say that their parents loved them, never were
able to rest in that most basic security. I am aware that a few of you were abused by your father. The cry
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Abba, is not so easy for some. It evokes pain rather than solace. When the love from parents is missing or
broken, the wound is difficult to heal.

That is why we need each other, and why we come week after week. Many, many people around us don't
know love. Many men cannot be vulnerable enough to receive love and never learn to give it. We come
together because we need each others' assurance. We come together to sing love, and speak love because love
changes things. It changes us. We can start again. In the midst of the fear, we repeat until we can believe, God
so loved the world.

In a few moments we will meet as a community. Mostly we will do church business. But along the way, we
need to ask how God's love is visible in our midst. Does the wind whisper with the bells of St. Pierre to
everyone here, You are adopted as a child of God? Can we support parents to move from the question, What
is my child going to be when she grows up towards, how can I make sure she knows I love her? And when
parental love fails, will she know that she is God's child so that God's love can carry her free? The Spirit keeps
on adopting us. Even if we become strangers to our own mothers and fathers, God keeps inviting us home.

We need each other to wrestle with the Spirit, so somehow, someway we do not let go until we know the most
profound love. In the hymn we are about to sing Charles Wesley writes using the backdrop of Jacob wrestling
with the angel. Yield to me now for I am weak, he writes, but confident in self-despair. Isn't that unusual. He
is not confident because he is talented, or intelligent or even religious. He is confident in self-despair.
In our weakness we learn to cry, Abba.
And Wesley holds on tight to what he does not know, but what is revealed. The unknown traveler is named
love. Love for you. Love for me. Love for Palestinian. Love for Arab and Jew. For God so loved the world.
Amen.
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