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Mark 6:14-29         
Well, that was quite a story that I just read! Very enlightening! This little story from Mark is really just a popular legend inserted to fill the gap between the disciples’ departure on their first mission trip (which we heard last week) and their return (which we will hear next week). It is, in fact, the only story in Mark’s gospel which has nothing to do with Jesus! I can’t imagine why it was chosen for our gospel reading this morning.  I do know that our reading from 2 Samuel was chosen to go along with it. We have Salome dancing. We have David dancing. I guess we’re supposed to talk about dancing.
So okay, let’s talk about dancing. Episcopalians can dance, which is more than some churches will allow. We can dance, but we rarely do. When I was in high school, I dated a girl who went to the Mormon church, and they would have dances at their church, but they kept a pretty close eye on how we danced. Because we were teenagers. And teenagers have bodies. And things happen when those bodies start moving around. A body in motion is a powerful thing. Just ask King Herod. Yes, there is that whole sexual dimension to dancing, which is probably why dancing is so important to us when we’re young. Important and terrifying! I remember those school dances, wanting to ask a girl to dance and afraid to ask all at the same time. Which was worse – if she said no, or if she said yes? I suppose the girls were afraid, too, but it sure didn’t seem that way. It’s such a risky thing! You’re putting yourself on display for everybody to see, and especially that one special somebody. Will she like what she sees? Will he? What if it’s a slow dance?
Remember the agony and ecstasy of our youth! As we discovered the terrible and thrilling power of our bodies, as we found our new-born strength caged in on every side, and as we struggled to find our way in this world suddenly filled with women and men, no longer boys and girls. It’s no wonder every generation goes just a little bit crazy! 
And still, Episcopalians can dance, and still we so rarely do. The problem isn’t from the neck down. Joints may stiffen, and muscles lose their tone, but these bodies still can move. Even this one. But will I let myself go enough? Maybe. Not right now. So the problem isn’t from the neck down, it’s from the neck up. If you don’t want to risk looking ridiculous, then don’t dance! And maybe that’s why Episcopalians just don’t seem as happy as we once did.
Michal, the daughter of King Saul and wife of King David certainly wasn’t happy. She looked out her window, saw her husband dancing in the streets and despised him. Why? This is the part that gets left out of our reading. She thought he was making a fool of himself. He wasn’t being dignified. He was being common and vulgar. And David answered that he was just dancing to the Lord and it sure was fun, and he’d probably do it again. This whole story ends with these words, “And Michal the daughter of Saul had no child to the day of her death.” Of course not. She didn’t like to dance.
Episcopalians can dance. We were made to dance. We were born dancing. Turn on some music, and there’s not a child in our nursery right now that won’t start bopping to the rhythm. It is who and what God created us to be. But we age and become afraid of foolishness, forgetting that foolishness is indispensible to joy. We become afraid of the power in our bodies, forgetting that power is God’s Holy Spirit within us. We become afraid of our humanity, forgetting that God wants us to become fully human, even as God became fully human in Jesus.  It is as simple as dancing, and Episcopalians can dance. Episcopalians can dance, and even be a little bit sexy, enticing, attractive. Everything from the shoulders down is ready to go. The problem is from the shoulders up, and we can do something about that.
Imagine what we could do if we stopped worrying about what our neighbors think and concentrated on what our neighbors need; if we stopped worrying about who’s breaking some law and worked to spread joy and laughter; if we stopped worrying about sex and started celebrating love. Why, we just might start dancing again!
