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Stop the presses, stop the presses!  There has been a gross misrepresentation of the facts; a deeply flawed distortion of the truth.  And this hoax, this spurious spin on God’s word has led countless numbers of people, especially our children, to be misled, to be misguided.  Yes, stop the presses, bar the door, we will get this thing straight this morning, we will get this thing straight once and for all.
OK, here is the falsehood; here it is finally exposed.  I have to turn around to share the full effect of this horrendous tale.  Here it is, “Here is the church and here is the steeple, open the door and see all the people.”  
That’s not the truth, that’s a lie.  The church is not a building; the church is not a thing.  No, the truth of the church, the truth of this organization that has lasted two millennia is this, “There are churches, and there are steeples, but the church Christ called is made up of people.”

Beloved of God, the church is, and has always been, made up not of glass or wood or stone, the choir you hit that right on the mark.  NO, the church is comprised of soul and spirit and flesh and bone; the church is, and always has been made up of human beings, of you and me.

The ecclesia, for that is the word we would find if we were reading the Greek, the eccelsia, the word our English Bibles translate as church never meant cathedrals grand or store fronts small; it never meant buildings or complexes; it never meant anything constructed by human hands; the eccelsia always and only pointed to those men and women, those rich and poor, those Jew and Gentile; those free and enslaved those young and old who were called out and gathered together to follow Jesus’ way.
They were the ecclesia, the called out and gathered, as they say on the side of hill and heard Jesus say, blessed are the meek for they shall inherit the earth; blessed are the peacemakers for they shall be called the children of God.
  They were the ecclesia when they walked with him on dusty roads hearing radical good news like, you have heard it said love your neighbors but hate your enemies; but I tell you love your enemies, pray for them who persecute you.
  They were church anywhere and everywhere when they gathered; everywhere they gathered to see the one called Jesus, anywhere they sought to live into his words and follow his ways.  
They were the church and we are the church anytime we gather around our dinner tables and say grace, anytime we walk beside someone who is despondent and offer them a word of hope.  We are the church as we send our money and our prayers to Haiti and as we stand for justice speaking for those who cannot speak loudly enough for themselves.  We are the church anywhere we seek peace, live rightly, love one another, spread the good news of Jesus, everywhere we do what Jesus calls us to do
But if the church is all of these good things; if the church is the safe harbor for those who are lost, the training table for those who fight for good; if the church is the source of love and the sanctuary of peace – then why is it that the church is seen by the world as so much of a failure.  Why are there men and women of every kind who say the church is not relevant, is not useful, is not good?  If we are the ones whom Christ has called and gathered together to do the good things that he did on earth, why are our roles not overflowing with names and our pews filled to capacity?  Why are we in so many places dying?
The truth is found in that rewritten rhyme, there are buildings and there are steeples but the church Christ called is made up of people.  The truth is the people, the human hearts and hands that have held the church; the truth is that we who are the church have so often failed.  History tells us, we who are the church over millennia sold forgiveness to the rich and the mighty, perverting the grace of God by placing a price on it and calling it an indulgence.  We who are the church have turned a blind eye to the horrors of the Crusades and the violence of the Inquisition; first killing others in the name of Christ for money and land and then killing are our own because they dared to believe in ways that were different from the hierarchy’s view of orthodoxy.  

We who are the church, or at least those who were the church in years gone by colluded with slave owners agreeing that some were not fully human and, those who were the church quietly sat in the background for far too long when an ex-seminary student named Adolph choose to rid the world of those he thought were not human as well.  

The human hearts and human hands that have called ourselves the church have often and even now, given in to our lesser appetites and become not what we should be, those who follow the way of Christ, but have become what we have decided to be, just another institution bent on growing and gaining power, bent on mastering its own fate, instead of following the Master’s faith; bent on staying safe and secure inside walls that we deceptively called the church.  
The church is and always has been human; it is and always has been imperfect. But we are not without hope, for though we are not perfect we love and serve a God who always calls us toward perfection; who calls us and is always present to guide us.  We love and serve a God who has faith in us and who is always working with us, maturing us, teaching us, speaking to us.  Yes, we are not without hope, because the same God, made known to us in Christ, who called us into being as the church has set before us measures, has set before us standards, set before us a path that guides us into being church.  And if we as the living, breathing, human body, human church of Christ will long for, will strive for, will live into these measures we will move closer and closer to becoming the called out and the gathered that Christ desires for this world.

And what are these measures?  Are they onerous mandates that limit are freedom, are they numerous laws to which we must subscribe.  No, the writer of Ephesians tells us what we, who are the church, we who are the body, must do to be church.  We must be humble, not asserting our own needs ahead of others, we must be humble not proud or arrogant.  And we must be gentle, handling words and actions, living our lives without harshness and violence; gentle and tender in our dealings with ourselves and with others.  Humble, gentle and then patient; we must be patient not given to the manic pace that our culture seems bent on making standard in our lives; patient willing to wait on one another, willing to wait offering our time as gift generously given.  
Beloved of God, the measures that Christ has set before us, the marks that will prove if we are the church or not; include being bound together, by the power of the Spirit, in peaceful unity for the good of all.  St. Augustine had it right, the church is that place where in all things essential let us seek unity; in all thing non-essentials let us seek liberty; and in all things, let us seek charity.
This is how we can be the church.  And then this is what are we called to do as the church.  We are called to bring out gifts together; bring our gifts not amassing them for our own benefit, but sharing them in an expansive open generosity with all the world.  
We are called to bring our gifts and to be a sign and symbol to the world that those who are called together in Christ’s name are called to make the world a better more loving place, are called to make the world a more peaceful place.  Those who are called together in Christ’s name as Aimee preached last Sunday are called to participate in authentic worship and right neighbor practice, are called to make the world a more just place.  We are called to be part of this body, part of this church, and to take our whole self out into the world, filling the world with the goodness of God and the love of Christ.  

And Community Church you did just that on yesterday.  If you were not here, let me tell you how we were church yesterday.  We celebrated the life of Paige Kaiyln Davis Beck on yesterday.   We gathered with her family and friends, many of whom had not been in a church for years; we gathered with them and we prayed for them and we cried with them and that was being church.  But we were also church when John Grom showed up without being asked, showed up and with a huge heart shoveled the walks so that they would be easy to walk on.  We were church yesterday when Brenda and Glenna and Jim Majzan and Ted and the Andruss stayed after J2A, stayed after being here for four hours beginning at 8:30 to help set up for the Davis/Beck family so that all things would be perfect.  We were church as Andre ran out to be sure we had enough boxes of tissues.  We were church as Jayne and Marge, Jean and Bonnie and others whom I did not see set up the tables and spread pink table clothes everywhere.  We were church yesterday as JoAnne and the Altons, Bunny and the Bulandrs, Kim and Lindsay, the Mensos and many more filled this place with your humble, patient, gentle and loving presence.  Yes, we were church yesterday and it was good.
But here is the challenge that is set before us, how can we be church not just to one another, not just on days when we come to support a family in their grief; how can we be church, that finely constructed, beautifully built, artfully arranged body of Christ each and every day?  How can we, the local church on the corner of Lincoln and Grove move out into the world in our human imperfection yet cognizant of the power of God that is at work in us, at work in us to be the church anywhere and everywhere we go?  How can we be the body of Christ at work, at school, at home, as we serve in our various capacities, as we move throughout our days?  How can we, who are the church, help the world see and believe that we are not an organization like any other, that we are more than a club bent on grabbing power and wealth, that we are more than that organization which says one thing on Sunday but lives like any other group the rest of the week?  How can we, who are the soul and spirit, the flesh and bone of the church, offer to the world the joy and the peace, the power and the hope of the one who called us together in the first place?  

Beloved, we who are the church, on this corner and on every corner in every village and town must take seriously the words of Ephesians, we must take seriously the call to speak truth in love; to bring our gifts together and use them for the building of the body and the serving of the world.  We must take seriously the call to be patient and humble, gentle and bound together in unity, the unity of Christ, the unity of the body, with Christ as the head.  We must seek to be the church, so that we may go out into the world, and serve as Christ’s hands, his feet, his mouth his heart, his breath his ears, his body in the world?  
And if you ever wonder if we, if you, are doing it correctly, ask yourself this, if Christ showed up right now, would he recognize me and my actions as a helpful part of his body, as a helpful part of the church?  If he showed up right now would he with me be pleased?
Let us pray.

� This first portion of the sermon is done rather joyously, rather tongue in cheek.


� See Matthew 5:1-12.


� See Matthew 5:43-44.  





