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May the words of my mouth and the meditations of our hearts be acceptable in your sight, O Lord, our Maker and Redeemer.  Amen.
People of St. Joe’s, it is good to be here.  I am so grateful for your hospitality and am already nourished by this community.  
  	Another community that nourishes my spirit is the Jesuit Volunteer Corps Northwest.  I was a JV in Juneau in 04-05 and in the Portland Mac House in 05-06.  In Alaska, I worked with folks who had developmental disabilities.  My Portland experience involved accompanying people who were experiencing homelessness.  My JV experiences changed the trajectory of my life—I would not live in the community where I live, do the work that I do, or be surrounded by this circle of support and friends and love, if I had not done service with the Jesuit Volunteer Corps Northwest. 
  	But, I get ahead of myself.  In today’s readings, there is a theme of being “chosen.”  In the Old Testament reading from Isaiah, the people will be led back from exile, and God talks about gathering people from all the nations and choosing some to be priests and some to be Levites.  These were the roles of the holy, those set apart by God, chosen, to serve.
	The lesson from Hebrews focuses on discipline.  But who gets disciplined?  The ones chosen as sons, or heirs, of God.  We are invoked to not despise discipline, but to endure, for God is treating us like God’s children—part of the family.  We have been adopted into God’s own family, and Christ’s spirit has been breathed into us.  We are no longer slaves, but chosen to be God’s heirs.
	And the gospel lesson, the “good” news.  Jesus is traveling and teaching making his way to Jerusalem, and someone asks the ultimate question:  will only a few be saved?  It’s something many of us have questioned through the ages and through our lives:  Who makes it and who doesn’t?  Am I enough?  Do I have what it takes?
 	Jesus’ response is to “strive to enter through the narrow gate, for many, I tell you, will attempt to enter but will not be strong enough.”
	The folks whom Jesuit Volunteers encounter, serve, share life with, and are transformed by, are those who are deemed by our world as not strong enough.  The weak ones.  Those who don’t “do” enough, or who have done all the “wrong” things.  
	In Juneau, I worked closely with a woman named Erin.  Erin has severe autism, does not communicate with words, and would often break out in fits of anger.  Through the course of our year together, I learned to sign and Erin and I learned to communicate.  We made each other laugh and figured out how to tease each other.  When Erin laughed, you could hear her all the way down two hallways to the front desk.  Who knew?  Who knew that words weren’t needed, that deep friendship could blossom despite age differences, communication differences, and the very different lives we have.  But, in the eyes of the world, she is a weak one.
	In Portland, there is a man who scares me when I don’t see him.  Pete is a beautiful man with a beautiful soul, and he is one who is tortured by his addiction to heroin.  Abused as a child, Pete has developed into a gentle, sweet and generous man.  He is a journeyman painter, has three gorgeous daughters, and the motivation to move mountains.  But when the dark plague of addiction attacks, Pete is completely powerless and cannot stay clean.  After many years in prison and five times in residential treatment, Pete still vacillates between relative stability and “going out.”  When I’m say I’m scared when I don’t see him, it’s because I’m truly afraid I will never see him alive again.  One who cannot stay clean, despite many attempts at rehabilitation:  not strong enough.
	There’s Melvin, the Vietnam vet whose PTSD is as much a part of him as his red hair.  At the slightest trigger, he believes he’s back in combat and reacts as if his life is at stake:  violently.  One who lives in the past and cannot deal with life as it is:  not strong enough.
	There’s Michelle, who, though homeless, provided food, care and a small income for herself and her fiancé.  When one day she found that her belongings were gone and her fiancé had broken up with her and taken off, she realized how vulnerable she was now.  Life is not safe for a woman alone on the streets, and Michelle moaned with a broken heart, hugging her knees to her chest and rocking back and forth, wishing she was dead.  One who cannot pick herself up by her bootstraps and move on with life:  not strong enough.
There are the millions affected by the floods and landslides in Pakistan, the survivors of a natural disaster who feel vulnerable, scared, and utterly helpless.
Are these the ones Jesus meant?  The bullied, the broken, the abused, the abusers?  Surely, these are the ones not strong enough to enter that Jesus was talking about.  Yet I don’t think it is just these folks whom Jesuit Volunteers encounter on a daily basis who feel weak.  On any given day, I think there are more of us than we care to admit who feel weak, lost, like we don’t belong or aren’t enough.  If that’s the case, if only the strong are going to be saved, who will make it?  Can anyone?
	But Luke takes care to clue us in on the good news.  Jesus was passing through all these towns and villages on his way to Jerusalem.  And what was awaiting in Jerusalem, but his betrayal, his death.  Like a lamb to the slaughter.  Seemingly a weak one himself, who did not fight back against the authorities but accepted the path before him.
	You see,  these weak ones are EXACTLY the ones Christ has chosen.  EXACTLY the ones he went to Jerusalem for, knowing it would end in the cross.  Knowing our weakness, knowing we can’t enter through the narrow door—any of us—he came to make the door wide enough for all of us.
	In last week’s gospel, we heard this too.  In the Magnificat, we hear Mary’s response at being chosen to be the God-bearer.  She speaks of reversals in the reign of God, where the mighty are cast down, the lowly are lifted up, the hungry are fed, and the rich are sent away empty-handed.  And today, the last will be first and the first will be last.
	I am reminded of St. Lawrence, one of seven deacons of the congregation at Rome who was responsible for the financial matters in the church and for the care of the poor.  He lived during the time of the emperor Valerian, who demanded that Lawrence surrender the treasures of the church.  He gathered the lepers, the orphans, the blind and the lame.  He brought them to Valerian and said, “here is the treasure of the church.”  Enraged, Valerian sentenced Lawrence to death.
	God’s ways are not are our ways.  The broken are made whole, the lowly are lifted, the weak are made strong, the outcasts find belonging.
	Erin, you are God’s child, God’s chosen, God’s treasure, NO MATTER WHAT.  Pete, you are God’s child, God’s chosen, God’s treasure, no matter what.  Michelle, Melvin, John, Steve, Justin, Katie—you are God’s children, God’s chosen, God’s treasure, no matter what.  JVs and their clients, you and me:  we are the flesh and blood by which God goes searching through the dark places, reminding us all that we are chosen and God will never let us go.  We believe that God clings to us when we can’t cling to God, when we’re not strong enough.  Those scarred hands will never let us go.  Amen.
	


