13th Sunday of Pentecost
Sermon 9.11.11
Scripture:	Romans 14:1-12
		Matthew 18:21-35

Today is a day of remembrance.  How could it not be?  It’s September 11th and, since no other name ever got attached to the event of that day, every September 11th will be a day of remembrance—at least for the time being.  But today especially is, since it is the 10th anniversary and since it’s Sunday, the one day when some people anyway slow down for long enough actually to think, to remember.
To remember is to reattach, to rejoin.  It’s opposite is to dismember.  This means that, as active a thing as dismembering is, remembering is.  Unseen though it may be, to remember, truly to remember, is a healing act, an act that makes us once again whole—we as individuals, we as community.  
But if remembrance has an opposite, it also has a twin: it’s resentment.  To remember and to resent are closely related and, like twins, we often get them mixed up.  To resent is to feel again a feeling—a sentiment—that began in different circumstances, in another time, in another place.  But that feeling, and the experience that stirred it up, has become important somehow—to your identity, to your sense of self and perhaps to your sense of belonging.  Amidst a community, resentment can be the binding force.  
I think a lot of our attempts at remembrance degrade into ceremonies of resentment.  And it’s too bad, really, because remembrance can lead to forgiveness while resentment feeds vengeance, or at least a smug justification of itself. 
Forgiveness, of course, is what we’re after.  This is the obvious point of the rather obvious reading this morning, and moreover of the surprisingly obvious parable Jesus told.  Parables aren’t usually obvious.  We might think they are because the way they’ve been interpreted for us is often as fables, little stories that have morals that make for nice people.  But this isn’t what they are: parables aren’t fables.  Parables are stories that turn the world upside down and turn us inside out; they’re different every time we enter one.  Jesus spoke in parables because what he was trying to communicate was entirely new—the kingdom of heaven that is unlike any kingdom of this world.  Jesus spoke in parables because what he meant to communicate should disturb as much as comfort.
Except for this one.  This parable is obvious, a point even Jesus seems to be making in his peppering it with absurdities.  I mean really, how could a slave owe a king 10,000 talents when one talent was the sum of about 15 years’ common labor?  And, really, why then would the king threaten to sell his slave into slavery?  What would that gain him?  And why would that terrify the already-slave?  Nothing would change for him except which was the master to whom he belonged and for whom he was forced to labor all his life.  Who cares?   
So, the point of this parable is that we, who’ve been graced with God’s blessing and God’s forgiveness—these which are greater than anything we could ever earn in our short lives—should be gracious unto others, blessing and forgiving. 
As you may know, I preach from the lectionary, the three-year cycle of readings that most mainline churches adhere to.  By this I mean to say that I didn’t choose this reading this morning, and I’m not using Jesus to say something I mean to say but am too afraid to.  I do believe we as a nation acted unwisely following the attacks of September 11th.  I think going to war in Afghanistan was a terrible mistake and going to war in Iraq was a grievous wrong.  But that’s not to say I think forgiveness would have been the obvious alternative, easily applied here.  I don’t mean to imply that I think forgiving bin Laden and al Qaeda seventy-seven times would have been easy and obvious.  To be honest, I don’t even know what forgiveness looks like on such a scale as that.  Forgiveness between individuals, or within families or congregations, is complicated enough.
So maybe forgiveness isn’t where we should start.  Maybe we shouldn’t even set that as a goal.  Maybe that’d be too restrictive.  Maybe that’d be too prescriptive—not leaving room for God’s grace to enter us and to move us.  So maybe we should start with simple remembrance—as a first step, and as a second step, and as a third, and as a fourth…
[bookmark: _GoBack]Maybe you’ve heard about a sideline scuffle: clergy aren’t included in the official service happening today at Ground Zero in New York.  It was Michael Bloomberg’s decision, and it’s caused some pushback among evangelicals in particular.  It’s offensive, they say, that we clergy have been overlooked; it’s disregarding of so many people’s religiosity that religious leaders will have no official role.  Resentful, they say we should be privileged to speak; we should be privileged to interpret this in our terms!  But I find the offense belongs to the protesting clergy.  After all, silence plays as essential a part as speaking does in remembrance.  Why can’t we clergy, then, just offer our silence?  Instead of insisting on some leadership role, why not simply join the body that is remembering, join together with the very people who lost so much that day that, by our quiet strength, there might be true remembrance?  Really, why not just listen?
That’s where I am, as an American and as a member of the clergy: I wasn’t there and what I lost that day and need now to remember is mostly in the abstract.  I haven’t much to say.  But I recognize that others do.  So silence is my contribution to our collective healing.  
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