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A Homily by         “God is love”
The Reverend Jo Popham               Second Sunday after Pentecost

BCP – June 10, 2012
I John 4:7-21

My sisters and brothers, we are hard-wired for God. This morning in the Epistle we

heard that God is love. I could just stop preaching with those simple three words.  But I

won’t, because we live in an imperfect world where God’s love is not always apparent.

In an abundance of love, God created all that is. Love originates with God. We are

God’s children and we love ought to know and love God. But if we do not actively love,

then do we know God? And if we profess to love God, yet do not act on that love, can

God be fully known? We do not actively love, do we? Not completely. So in God’s

greatest expression of love for us, God sent God’s only son into our far-from-perfect

world. God gave us a model of godly living in Jesus the son to restore us to unity with the

Father.

Christ has shown us God’s love in its purest form. So what are we afraid of? Fear is

the antithesis of love. God’s love casts out fear. So we really need not fear, but rather we

should act on our love, which is God’s love, God’s love made known by Christ Jesus in

his saving act on the cross. We know God’s love by this: that Jesus Christ laid down his

life for us – and we ought to lay down our lives for one another.

I have shared this true story that Brennan Manning, the author, Franciscan friar, priest,

contemplative, and speaker, relates in one of his books The Importance of Being Foolish

(pp. 62-64, 2005). Originally Brennan wrote in first person, for this is his story. He was

leaving New Orleans after leading a seminar and a great sadness overcame him, so he

went to Chicago to talk with his adopted mother. He changed the names in his book, but

his story speaks of the sort of love that one would be willing to die for:

In the winter of 1952, during some of the heaviest combat of the Korean War,

two Marine corporals were crouched in the bunker of a forward observation
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post some one hundred miles inside enemy lines. Jack Robison and Tim Casey

had been best friends for almost a year. They met in ammunition-demolition

school in Quantico, Virginia, went on furlough together, then traveled to Camp

Pendleton, California, for advanced infantry training. Their regiment had

arrived in Pusan in the fall of 1951.

It was a little after midnight, and a light snow was falling. Huddled in the

bunker, the two were passing a cigarette back and forth when a hand grenade,

lobbed by an undetected North Korean 25 yards north of their position, landed

squarely between them. Casey spotted it first. He nonchalantly flicked the butt

aside and fell on the grenade.  It detonated instantly, but Casey’s stomach

absorbed the explosion. He winked at Robison and rolled over dead.

Four years later Robison entered religious life. When he pronounced his solemn

vows in 1960, he took a new name to symbolize his new life in Christ Jesus. He

changed his given name from Jack to Casey in the hope that the spirit of self-

sacrifice that animated Tim Casey’s life would characterize his own. He also

befriended Casey’s widowed mother and began to divide his Christmas

vacations between his own family in Rhode Island and Mrs. Casey in Chicago.

One summer Father Casey Robison dropped in at Mrs. Casey’s on a surprise

visit. He was feeling tired and depressed. They followed the usual procedure of

watching the afternoon soap operas on television together, holding hands all the

while. After dinner they sat in the living room having a drink and reminiscing

about the days when Tim was alive. The priest’s depression lingered.

Unexpectedly he asked, ‘Ma, so you think Casey really loved me?’

She laughed. ‘Oh, Jack, ya sure got a way with ya.’ It was a faint Irish brogue.

‘Ya can’t be serious.’

‘I am serious,’ Robison replied.

There was fear in her eyes. ‘Now stop funnin’ me, Jack.’
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‘I’m not funnin, Ma’

She looked at him in disbelief. Then fear turned to fury. Mrs. Casey never

cussed or took the Lord’s name casually. But this night she stood up and

screamed, ‘Jesus Christ, man, what more could he ha’ done fer ya?’

Then she sank back in the chair, buried her head in her bosom, and began to

sob. Over and over again the same phrase was endlessly, unbearably repeated:

‘What more could he ha’ done fer ya’?”

As Christians we are to show God’s love in the world, perhaps not always by laying

down our lives for that love, but we are called to show God’s love in the church that has

life because of God’s sacrificial love. We are called to stand on the other side of the

barrier, to stand without fear, because we live by love and not fear. And we are called to

reveal God’s love beyond our own Christian community. We have been given two

commandments. We are called to love God and love our fellows, because it is impossible

to love one another and not love God and it is equally impossible to love God and not one

another.

Unlike Paul’s letters, the first letter of John originally was addressed to a general

audience. And this epistle was circulated to various churches. And so today it has

dropped into our mailbox. What are we to do with this widely circulated letter? Do we

have a “no junk mail” message posted for our Canada Post letter carriers? Would we

even open a chain love letter? Well, suppose we took the time to read and digest this

epistle. Might we disregard today’s missal as ancient and irrelevant for us 21st century

readers? Are we so steeped in fear and awe of the trappings of the world that we cannot

reach out with the message of God’s love? I believe that we are called to show God’s

love, and God’s love is limitless.

To borrow from another Brennan Manning book, we must reject the idea of teaching

the love of God with limits. When a person accepts himself as loved by God, he is

liberated from conceptions of "the blood line, the nation, the church, money, ego,
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entitlement, sexual muscle, security, violence, and the paltry gods of modern life” (The

Wisdom of Tenderness: What happens When God’s Fierce Mercy Transforms Our Lives

pp. 179).

To quote another 21st century writer, actor, and artist – Johnny Depp:
There are 4 questions of value in life…
What is sacred?
Of what is the spirit made?
What is worth living for?
And
What is worth dying for?
The answer to each is the same.
Only love.

May we each know what is sacred, what the Spirit is made of, what is worth living

and dying for. And may we be willing to show God’s limitless love to one another and to

the world.

Lord, may it be so.

Amen.


