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I Corinthians 7:29-31











Mark 1:14-20

“What if the mightiest word is love?

Love beyond marital, filial, national,
love that casts a widening pool of light,
love with no need to pre-empt grievance.”
There’s the sermon for today, from Elizabeth Alexander’s inaugural poem, “Praise Song for the Day.” That’s the sermon. What if the mightiest word is love?
Or maybe it is the whole Gospel all rolled up into one inescapable question: What if? We go about the business of our lives, our daily routines, until, every now and then, like the sun glinting off a distant window, something bright flashes by us, with a hint of hidden glory, with the whispered promise of a new beginning. Isn’t that what happened to Andrew and Simon Peter, to James and John? And like them we may not know who or what, we have no name for this sudden, fleeting interruption. That is perhaps the most disturbing of all. So we pause and listen. We pause and look to the horizons of our lives. That pause is the most important time of all, for within that pause is contained the fate of all Creation. What if the mightiest word is love? And once the question is asked we must decide. Can we live without discovering the answer to that question? Those four fishermen could not, and so they left to follow and find out. They learned a lesson they never expected: that love is a living word.
Or we can decide that it really is a silly question after all and not waste any more time on it. We have things to do and people to see and miles to go before we sleep. And thus through our wrk and words we create our world and serve the people in it. But I tell you, the Kingdom of God has come near! As we go about our business, God is hiding in plain sight, waiting for us to notice, waiting for us to get tired – fed up, sick and tired as my mother used to say – with this world and the way it works and who we have to be in order to fit into it. Fed up. Sick and tired.
What about Lance Cpl. Chad Gilliam, who at age 29 will never see Mayking, KY again? What about SSgt Tony Davis who will never walk on the sand of Daytona Beach? What about SSgt Justin Bauer, who’s only 24, but is lost to Loveland, CO? Fed up. Sick and tired. We can say nothing to them, but can we hear, will we hear, what they must be trying to tell us? I think it must be something like, “Only the mad expect new results from the same old behaviors.”

Our four fishermen would tell us there is time for a new beginning. The people of Nineveh would tell us there is time for a new beginning. Repent – that simply means to turn around. Stop for a moment. Pause and re-orient, reconsider. Repent and believe in the Gospel – What if the mightiest word is love? Here I think our poet trumps the theologian in recognizing that the Gospel is not so much a proclamation as an invitation. If the Gospel were the simple proclamation “Love is the mightiest word”, then it would be something we could, frankly, pretty easily ignore; and since that is exactly what we believe the Gospel to be, it is no mystery why so much of the world – including ourselves – does in fact ignore it.
If the Gospel is a proclamation, it has no claim upon us, no purchase in our lives. But the Gospel is an invitation – What if? Aren’t you just itching to find out?! Come and see!  The Kingdom of God has come near, are the words Jesus used. It means that the Kingdom comes to us. It means that no matter now hard we work, we cannot build that Kingdom. No matter how diligently we search, we will not find the Promised Land. No matter how tirelessly we strive, the Beloved Community is not ours to form. Instead we must stop all our doing, and let God carry us there. This is not a goal for us to achieve. It is a gift that God gives, as well as the power of God’s grace to discover the ways and means of living in that Kingdom, that Community today and forever more.
The Gospel is an invitation to discover a new world and a new way of living in the midst of the old, and thus a promise that a new beginning is possible. And that is the promise that our world is yearning to hear. For too long we have thought hate to be the mightiest word, and so we filled our hearts with hate. We thought violence was the mightiest word, and we filled our world with violence.  


“What if the mightiest word is love?

Love beyond marital, filial, national,
love that casts a widening pool of light,
love with no need to pre-empt grievance.”

Yes, there’s the question. And how can we not follow and find out the answer?

