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Companions on the Journey

Last week in the Children’s message, |
told a true story about a physically and
mentally challenged boy named Philip.
For those of you who weren't here,
Philip was in the second grade. When
his Sunday school teacher gave each
child aplastic (L’ Egg) pantyhose egg,
she told them to put something that
reminded them of Easter init. The other
children put in flowers, caterpillars, and
jellybeans. However, when the teacher
cameto Philip’s egg, it was empty. One
of the children groaned, “Oh Philip, you
didn't do it right.” But Philip responded,
“l didsodoit. Thetombisempty.”

That day, Philip, who had for along time
been a stranger to his class, became a
companion. It wasin the breaking open
of the empty pantyhose egg that Philip’s
spirit was revealed to the rest of the
children. Their eyes were opened. They
began to welcome him in and in his
graciousness he took them in as well.

What a blessing this happened when it
did! For, al to suddenly, Philip left
them. Just afew months later, Philip
died. In spirit, he had always had a good
heart; but his physical heart had always
been weak and compromised. Suddenly,
it just stopped.

His Sunday school class grieved. It was
frightening to have one of their own die.
They talked about Philip and what they
could do to honor him. Then they knew.
At his memorial service, his classmates

and his teacher walked right up to the
front of the sanctuary and on the
communion table they placed a broken
open, empty, plastic pantyhose egg.

Being human means we know the
heartbreak of grief. When aloved one
dies, especialy suddenly and
unexpectedly, you can feel like you're in
afog. Nothing tastesright. It'shard to
listen. Sometimesit’s even hard to lift
your head and really see what’sright in
front of your nose. Maybe that’s why
the two on the road to Emmaus didn’t
realize, at first, that it wastherisen
Christ who had become their companion
on the journey. They walked with him
and they talked with him. They talked
about all the things that had happened in
Jerusalem. They talked about life and
death.

Conversations about life and death have
been prominent in our public discourse
these last couple of weeks with the
situation of the Shiavo family.

They, and we, are confronted with
decisions and choices that generations
before us couldn’t have even imagined.

If Terri Shiavo's family had agreed on
her medical treatment we never would
have heard of them. However, because
Terri’s companions on her life's journey
so vehemently disagreed with one
another, and there was no written
documentation of her wishes, they took
the matter to the public courts, to the
politicians and to public sentiment.



Although we can never know all the
details and ramifications of this
situation, personally, | am ableto
support the decision of her husband to
remove medical intervention in the
process of Terri’sdying. Hedid so
believing that to be the desire of his
wife, and believing that the person he
knew was no longer there.

In our own community, the
Connors/Marriner family, in these last
few weeks, has been dealing with
decisions about medical intervention.
However, there were a couple of
significant differences for them. One,
Barbarawas fully conscious and able to
make the decision herself to end dialysis
treatment. Also, Barbarawas 90 years
old. Therewas a sense of completeness
about her journey. Her parents did not
have to watch her die. No parent wants
to have their child go before them. Itis
so difficult to let go. | know too many
of you have had this tragedy in your own
lives.

These situations are a reminder to all of
usthat it iscrucial to let others know our
wishes both verbally and in writing.
Therefore, we are in the process of
arranging for someone from hospice to
come after church on a Sunday in the
next few weeks to talk with any of us
who wish to learn more about Advance
Directives (living wills, power of
attorney documents).

The promise of today’ s gospel is that
along with the companionship we have
from one another, Christ indeed comes
to us—in the midst of our grief, in our
pondering and questioning, and is ready
tojoin us at table. We just never know
in what form Christ will come.

Today’ s gospel story was central to the
ministry of St. Benedict. At the heart of
his monastic order is the practice of
hospitality. The sign over Benedictine
monasteries says, “When a guest comes,
Christ comes.” Thisisawonderful
sentiment as we sit quietly in worship,
but imagine having to actually live that
way on a day-to-day basis. It can bring
many challenging disruptionsto the
community.

When a younger monk was talking to an
older monk about his frustrations with
this, the older monk said he had learned
over the years to welcome all people
equally, whether the person was a
prostitute or a prime minister. Then he
confessed, “But, sometimes after many
visitors have come to the door, and |
look down the road and see another
stranger approaching the abbey, | say to
myself, ‘Jesus Christ isthat you
again?”

Chances arg, it is.

| want to leave us with these words by
GunillaNorris from her book Becoming
Bread,

Plenty
Having shared our bread,
we know that we are no longer hungry.
It is enough that you see me for myself.
That | see you for yourself.
That we bless what we see

and do not borrow, do not use
one another. Thisis how we know
we are no longer hungry.. .that

theworld isfull of terror, full of beauty
and yet we are not afraid to find solace here.
To be bread for each other. To love.



