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2 Samuel 5:1-5, 9-10 

1Then all the tribes of Israel came to David at Hebron, and said, "Look, we are your bone and flesh. 2For some time, while Saul was king over us, it was you who led out Israel and brought it in. The LORD said to you: It is you who shall be shepherd of my people Israel, you who shall be ruler over Israel." 3So all the elders of Israel came to the king at Hebron; and King David made a covenant with them at Hebron before the LORD, and they anointed David king over Israel. 4David was thirty years old when he began to reign, and he reigned for forty years. 5At Hebron he reigned over Judah for seven years and six months; and at Jerusalem he reigned over all Israel and Judah for thirty-three years. 

9David occupied the stronghold, and named it the city of David. David built the city all around from the Millo inwards. 10And David became greater and greater, for the LORD, the God of hosts, was with him. 

Mark 6:1-13 

1He left that place and came to his hometown, and his disciples followed him. 2On the sabbath he began to teach in the synagogue, and many who heard him were astounded. They said, "Where did this man get all this? What is this wisdom that has been given to him? What deeds of power are being done by his hands! 3Is not this the carpenter, the son of Mary and brother of James and Joses and Judas and Simon, and are not his sisters here with us?" And they took offense at him. 4Then Jesus said to them, "Prophets are not without honor, except in their hometown, and among their own kin, and in their own house." 5And he could do no deed of power there, except that he laid his hands on a few sick people and cured them. 6And he was amazed at their unbelief. 

Then he went about among the villages teaching. 7He called the twelve and began to send them out two by two, and gave them authority over the unclean spirits. 8He ordered them to take nothing for their journey except a staff; no bread, no bag, no money in their belts; 9but to wear sandals and not to put on two tunics. 10He said to them, "Wherever you enter a house, stay there until you leave the place. 11If any place will not welcome you and they refuse to hear you, as you leave, shake off the dust that is on your feet as a testimony against them." 12So they went out and proclaimed that all should repent. 13They cast out many demons, and anointed with oil many who were sick and cured them. 

Good morning, I hope you had a good holiday yesterday.  We did.  Most of the Guerra cousins got together out at Ann’s parents house in Hampton Bays.  They don’t get to see each other enough so they had fun.  We came home last night watching fireworks most of the way.  When I grew up in Cottagewood, Minnesota the fourth of July also was a wonderful event.  The day was taken up with something called the Burton Cup sailboat race.  The race was a kind of tour of the lake.  The course was not the standard triangle that we almost always sailed but rather a great big circle that visited all the bays and parts of Lake Minnetonka.  This was not your high competition race but rather a day for taking your kids rather than your regular crew and a picnic and maybe even a drink or two.  It had no bearing on the season standings and could be quite unique in that the race started and finished at the same place every year and you could start on a reach or directly down wind or finish that way.  On light wind days it did take most of the day.  A picnic always followed at the yacht club and at night always we went for the fireworks in Layfayette Bay.  We would sit out on the water in my dad’s boat and ooh and aah at the fireworks up over the water.

I am pretty sure everyone here has similar memories of this holiday because if you live in America you can hardly ignore it.  And yet the history that inspired it can and does too quickly get lost.  In 1776 when independence was declared it was met with celebration generally.  There stirred a spirit in the land that longed for freedom and when it was declared there was a burst of enthusiasm and joy.   What we forget or don’t ever remember is that it would eleven years before the Continental Congress would meet and another few years before the Constitution was ratified by all the original states.  In those years the weak and ineffectual Confederation of the former colonies was hardly a government.  They barely managed to wage a war and could do little to help shape the resources to birth a new nation.  The truth was that many of the leaders and the populace of the new states didn’t want a strong central government.  To stitch together the different concerns, interests, and traditions was no easy task.  

By March of 1783 even after winning a very important victory right up here at Yorktown George Washington had to plead with the soldiers stationed in Beacon to remain patient and loyal.  The trouble was they had not been paid.  Many of the soldier’s wives and children were forced to beg.  They were on the verge of rebellion when Washington arrived to plead with them to stand by their commitment and fledgling country.

This is the part that never makes it into our celebrations and I am not sure it should.  The trouble is though that the event and what it spawned has taken on a kind of sacred status and because of that we start to think of it as a kind of miracle that is beyond human.  As if the Constitution came down from on high like the ten commandments in the Charlton Heston movie by the same name.  There is some truth in it.  The Constitution I think was inspired by God and for the most part is sacred in that it inspires the will of God…not perfectly but in most instances.  We think that it then must have come “full blown out of the head of Zeus” to mix metaphors and religions and to quote an old history professor.  None of what we eventually deem sacred comes directly from on high and the gritty history that is the story of the framing of the Constitution makes that crystal clear.  That is what we forget.  That which is sacred is often hard won born out of human sacrifice and faith. 
In the Gospel reading from Mark Jesus finds his way into his own hometown and has a rather disconcerting experience.  The few events before this moment in his hometown have been filled with miracles.  He calmed the storm, healed the woman who had been sick so many years, and raised Jairus’s daughter from the dead.  In other words he is amassing quite a resume as a miracle worker.  However, it seems to come to an end when he gets to his hometown.  They know Jesus for who he is.  They have seen him in his good moments and in his bad moments and so they know that he is all too human.  And so they say to one another:  "Where did this man get all this? What is this wisdom that has been given to him? What deeds of power are being done by his hands! 3Is not this the carpenter, the son of Mary and brother of James and Joses and Judas and Simon, and are not his sisters here with us?" And they took offense at him.” (Mark 6:2-3)
Familiarity breeds contempt I guess but I think it is more than that.  There is a belief shared by many if not most if not all humans that those people places or events that are sacred are somehow other worldly and beyond us….a good old seminary word we might use is transcendent.  When we observe or experience or feel a sense of the sacred the human tendency is to elevate it beyond this world.  You can see it even in the evolution of beliefs about Jesus.  Early on Jesus was understood as a human being who could do very special things.  The earliest Christians did not in any way think of him as a God and yet by the time the orthodox understanding of Jesus is decided upon there is no way that his divinity could be denied.  It is almost as if by doing the things he did he couldn’t possibly be just human.  It is almost second nature to us but not those first Christians.  As we understood more and more the impact of his life and ministry of course he was elevated to divine status.
Please note I am not saying Jesus wasn’t divine I am merely pointing out that this understanding was a development that happened over time and was not readily apparent at the time.

In this passage from Mark it is the same process in reverse.  As I said they knew Jesus, and they knew all too well how human he was and so he could not possibly be divine or do anything sacred.  Even though they had heard the story.  Even though he had raised a girl from the dead.  It could not be possible because he was all too human.

There is something in us that seems to need to separate that which is human from that which is divine.  I guess we know ourselves well enough to realize that much of what we do is not sacred.  This is certainly what those town people thought but it is my experience and my observance that everything miraculous does not transcend humanity but rather is spawned right in the midst of us being very human.

Miracles do not arbitrarily fall on us from above.  Every miracle is in some part a human creation.  That is why Jesus time and again points out the faith of the people who were healed.  It is not a solitary endeavor.  We can never simply will a miracle but we can work toward them.

I am sure the framers of the Constitution had no idea that they were creating what would be regarded later as a sacred document.  What they did was to work across differences and interests and backgrounds to form a document that was just, and creative, and practical.  They did it with hard work, faith, and vision.  It is a completely human document and that is what makes it so very sacred.
We can put the divine up there far away in a place so holy that we can never enter but the trouble with that is that we will then never enter.  Or we can believe that God is here now in our grittiest realities.  If God is up there and out of our lives it is true there will be no miracles but if our hearts are open to all the possibilities of this moment even in the most human of experiences miracles can and do abound.  Our lives are sacred especially when we are fully human.  It might have been the same for Jesus. In Christ we pray.  Amen.
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