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Trouble in the Text
If you read enough of Paul, sometimes your get this picture in your head of an over-wrought Jewish master of the guilt trip.  And then sometimes you get hints that he knows that is how he comes across.  Such that he says things like today – “I am speaking the truth in Christ – I am not lying”.  This is not just a rhetorical flourish.  This is not just something to worry about, because I am out of other things to worry about.  “I have great sorrow and unceasing anguish in my heart.”  What I am going to share is an ongoing problem and vexation.  So much so, “that I wish I myself were damned and cut off from Christ for the sake of my brothers, my kinsmen according to the flesh.”
Paul, a Hebrew of the Hebrews, a man who had been advancing beyond everyone his own age, zealous for the traditions of his clan – is writing letters to the church at Rome, the heart of the gentile world.  He is now the apostle to the gentiles.  Crowds of his brothers according to the flesh, follow him from city to city warning about him, attempting to stone him, having him arrested.  How has it all gone so wrong?
They are the Israelites.  They were the ones adopted.  God’s glory resided in the temple over the mercy seat of the ark.  God made covenants, promises with Abraham and his children and Moses and all Israel on Sinai.  The worship and promises of everlasting thrones.  The Christ – the messaiah – according to the flesh is theirs.  Why am I writing to gentiles?  Why have the Jews – who should know better – not accepted their own messiah – the Holy One of Israel?

Trouble in the World
I think we have all been there – at least anyone old enough to move.  It starts when that two year old brings the play-dough rolling pin over, the small little central dowel snapped and broken, and puts it in Dad’s hands and say fix.  I’m sorry, this is broken.  I can’t really fix it.  Melt-down.  How did it come to this, that two year old says – over a broken play-dough piece.  Why is it broken?
That 16 year old, three months after the prom, who instead of worrying about fitting into the bathing suit is calling around to planned parenthood clinics and dreading talking with mom.  They both had the sex ed and the after school specials and everything else the smart set says they need.  They knew better.  How did it come to this?  Why is this happening?
Parents who baptized their children, and brought them to church and Sunday school consistently, they were confirmed.  They asked questions about how they were spiritually.  They reinforced the faith at home.  They sought out a church home for them in college.  And yet now as adults, those children have little connection to the faith attempted to be handed down.  It was theirs, the absolution and the Word and the Sacraments and promises – How did it come to this?  Why does the faith appear gone?
Gospel in the Text
We are pretty good at coming up with how – the how is usually blatently obvious.  And just as trivial.  Paul knew how he kept doing the things he didn’t want to do.  He didn’t know why.   The why behind it is the trouble.  And God just doesn’t answer the whys.
What God has done is tell us a story.  Give us an invitation.  Send us his Word.
Come, everyone who thirsts, come to the waters; he who has no money, come, buy and eat.  Come, buy wine and milk without money and without price.
Incline your ear and come to me, hear, that your soul may live.
Behold, you shall call a nation that you do not know, and a nation that did not know you shall run to you.
The providence and grace of God is deep enough and wide enough and rich enough and overflowing enough for everyone.
The hour can be late and it is almost dark.  In the middle of a crowd of strangers.  In the middle of a desert.  With people who want to send you away.  And God says no.
But all we’ve got are 5 loaves and two fish.  It’s not enough. 
Bring it to me.
And he broke it, and gave it to the disciples, and the disciples gave it to the crowds.  And they picked up 12 baskets  (one for each of the tribes – for the fullness of Israel, for all Israel).  5000 men, besides the women and the children, had their full.
When the why’s over-whelm.  Look at who holds them.  Incline your ear. Take and eat.
Gospel in the World
The why’s are an awfully big burden.  I’m not really talking about physical whys.  Finding the Higgs boson of particle physics – as the Large Hadron Collider thinks they might have – is a why of a sorts.  But that so called God particle doesn’t explain a famine or a tornado.  It’s more like those how’s if less trivial.  Paul would say elsewhere He could know all the mysteries of the universe and still be a moron.
God says to you bring your problems to me.  Let me carry the whys.  Trust them to me.  Trust my story about you.
Because that is really the choice.  We can carry all those whys ourselves.  We can spend our days building our own story - captaining  our own ship.  Which we know how we wreck those.
Or we can rest in God’s story about us.  I will make with you and everlasting covenant, my steadfast, sure love for David.
That when Jesus came ashore he saw the great crowd and his guts were churned over them and he healed them.
In Christ, God has adopted us.  He has shown us his glory on the cross and in the resurrection.  He has grafted us into the covenants and promises.  He has made us children of Abraham.
We don’t even need two fish and five loaves.  Come, everyone who thirsts…buy without money and without price.
And most importantly Christ has entrusted this to us.  When Jesus broke the loaves, he gave them to the disciples to feed the crowds.
God has empowered his Children in Christ to make a difference.  To feed those souls in our care.
Not easy.  We tend to think those crowds are better over in Tarshish than Ninevah (like Jonah).  We just don’t understand the ways of God.  In fact just a couple of verses down from the Old Testatment reading that is what God says, Isa 55:8 – “your thought are not my thoughts and your ways are not my ways.”
But that is the role of faith.  That with all these whys flying about – we can look at the cross.  We can see the guts of God churned over our condition, we can see the action that God has taken, and we can say “ok, God”.  Your will not mine.  Blessed is the Christ, who is God over all.  Amen.

