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“What Song Do You Sing?”
Have you ever thought how much music defines our lives?  I realized it again last month when Mary Travers died after her long battle with cancer.  Some of you are old enough to remember her as part of Peter, Paul and Mary, a folk group from the 60s that was a voice for peace, and a clarion for justice.  Their songs still fill the airwaves as a reminder of a very different time in our country.  Freedom Medley, Light One Candle, Follow Me, The Great Mandella, Where Have All the Flowers Gone, If I Had a Hammer, The Times They Are A’ Changin’.  And thank God they were, as this country struggled to give up its apartheid past.  Mary and her two partners sang songs of hope; songs of promise; songs of peace; songs of justice.
It is interesting as we watch musical shows on PBS at home, to realize how our music defines the ages in which we live.  Thankfully there have been others like Peter, Paul and Mary who give their voice to care for God’s world, to care for God’s children.  But you can also listen and hear music that is very much reflective of other times in our  society, in our history…times that say “Look at me and how important I am!”  Music that defines the world in tiny, little, selfish  quarters.  I think it was the Today Show on Friday that had a therapist on who said that fully 6% of our population suffers from a narcissistic personality disorder.  People who think the world revolves around them.  And that defines their ethic, their morality, their priorities, their commitments, their view of the world.  You know what I think…I think 6% is way too conservative.
It is the story of faith…or lack thereof.  It is why confessionals are not optional parts of the liturgy in this Family of Faith.  We fully understand that too often “the song we sing” is a selfish ballad.  To often the music of our lives is about our distorted view of the world…and what God wants.  And so it’s good that we come to hear that word of grace in the absolution.  And it is good that we gather to sing the songs of faith.

Our first lesson is from beautiful Isaiah.  It is the fourth of what have been called the “servant songs of Isaiah.”  Beautiful, lyrical words that describe this servant of God who would come and do God’s will and who would suffer for it.  (This stands so in contrast to those TV preachers and others who would tell you that life will be wonderful if you just love the little bitty baby Jesus).  The people of Israel believed Isaiah was talking about a great king who would be this servant.  At other times in their history, they believed that they, the faithful remnant of God were the servants. In time as Christians lived through the passion of Christ, they said, it’s obvious, this passage is about Jesus.  And yet in more time, countless theologians have reminded us, that this servant song of Isaiah that Jesus lived, needs to be our servant song also.  For we are the body of Christ.  And that has implications for the songs we sing…for the work we do, as individuals and as a congregation.  Our Gospel lesson this morning is our story again. There is Jesus literally on the brink of Palm Sunday, entering Jerusalem to die, and these two clowns are fighting to see who is most important. Trying to figure how we get to the top of the heap.  How do we get to be first?  It is the story of a sinful world.  And once again, Jesus has to remind them of his servant ministry…and their servant calling.
The wonderful, wonderful gift we have, is the hope and the promise of Easter that forever changes all things.  At the end of the day, we have God’s gift of eternal life.  And along the way…we have Christ’s call to servant ministry.

Lift every voice and sing…of our new day, of God’s new day, begun.

