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23 Pentecost C—October 31, 2010

Habakkuk 1:1-4; 2:1-4

Luke 19:1-10

The Rev. David R. Wilt

“O Lord, how long shall I cry for help, and you will not listen?  Or cry to you ‘Violence!’ and you will not save?

Destruction and violence are before me; strife and contention arise.  So the law becomes slack and justice never prevails.  The wicked surround the righteous—


Therefore justice comes forth perverted.”










Habakkuk

These are the words from the prophet Habakkuk.  Now we don’t know a whole lot about Habakkuk, and perhaps his lack of recognition makes him universal.  For perhaps Habakkuk can become everyone who throws there hands up at what appears to be divine indifference to evil and oppression.
Perhaps, Habakkuk is that single mother, struggling to feed and clothe and still be there as her children seek to grow up surrounded by drugs, and sexting, and all of the influences of the secular world.

“O Lord, how long shall I cry for help, and you will not
listen?”

Perhaps Habakkuk is the forty something man with a wife and two children, one of whom is severely disabled, who after struggling for two years in this spiraling down economy to maintain his job, is now, at the dawn of recovery, laid off.

“O Lord, how long shall I cry for help, and you will not listen?”

Perhaps Habakkuk is the young person, struggling to find themselves, maybe gay, maybe straight, but facing derision and scorn on Facebook and Twitter because they don’t fit in, or outed on U-tube by inconsiderate pranksters, to the point that the only solution comes at the end of a rope or the point of a knife or the sound of a gun.

“O Lord, how long shall I cry for help, and you will not listen?”

Perhaps Habakkuk is every person who feels surrounded by destruction and violence, every person who sees strife and contention, every person who feels the law slacken and to whom it never seems that justice prevails, every person for whom judgment comes forth perverted, every person who in anger, or frustration, or in total confusion throws their arms up and cries, “O Lord, how long shal I cry for help, and you will not listen?”


The cry of Habakkuk is universal.

 

Habakkuk is like Zacchaeus, a chief tax collector, a man of the secular world, who was trying to see Jesus but because he was a man of short stature could not find what he was seeking in the crowd and the noise.
Habakkuk is like anyone of us, seeking to make a living, live peacefully in the world, and trying to see Jesus.  But, because of the obstacles both in our own stature and from outside forces, we just cannot get the glimpse we need.
So, nothing I have said so far gives cause for much hope.  It’s been pretty much a downer to this point for all ages, races, orientations and situations.  There should be a stack of petitions tomorrow, in the courts, of people saying change my name to Habakkuk.  

But, even in his despair Habakkuk maintains a thread of hope, “I will stand at my watchpost, and station myself on the rampart; I will keep watch to see what he will say to me and what he will answer concerning my complaint.”
And Habakkuk listened, and we listen, for what the Lord will tell us.  And, from the noise of the crowd, from the despair of our condition and the thirst of our souls, from the ache of our hearts we hear the answer.  Perhaps softly at first, like a gentle breeze blowing in after a gale, distinguished by its different sound, then growing louder and stronger and more powerful until the words are etched upon our being.

“Write the vision,” says the Lord, “Write the vision; make it plain on tablets, so that a runner may read it.”

“Write the vision.”  Make it bold!  Shout it out!  Bold enough so that someone running by, not paying attention has to see it and take note.

“Write the vision, make it plain on tablets.”


Etch it in stone, that there is a vision for the children of God, there is an appointed time, and it does not lie.”

“Write the vision!”


I will no longer be a victim to the prejudice and politics of division.  I am a child of God created in God’s image and I refuse to live less than that.


I will sit in the front of the bus!

I will be paid the same as the man doing the same job!

I will be allowed to adopt children, not because of my sexuality, but because of my ability!

I will, I will, I will!

I will write the vision and I will live the vision!
I was watching the news the other night, and I find that sometimes I watch the news to get away from some of the reality shows on television, but the commentator was talking about person who had written the vision.  They had gone into the deepest darkest slum of one of our large cities, which could have been any one of them, and targeted the worst students, the worst offenders, the children most likely to end up in jail and began educating them, and caring what happened to them.  And, the results of those who were now attending school and learning and gaining a feeling of worth was astounding.

“Write the vision!”

Brennan Manning, evangelist, author, contemplative, speaks of his years as an alcoholic and recalls one night being so drunk and laying in a gutter that a police officer stood over him and told his partner “I think this bum is dead, call the wagon.”  Manning recalls hearing those words in the fog of what had become his life and telling himself that it had to end there.

“Write the vision!”

A priest colleague of mine was sharing the story of a time when he was feeling totally unappreciated and totally put upon as far as his schedule was concerned with his parish.  He complained to his wife, who told him to get over it, which only made him madder.  So he got in his car and drove down under a bridge looking out over the Intracoastal Waterway where, all alone, he could bask in his misery and self pity.  And, he swears he heard a voice as clear as if it were sitting in the car with him and the voice said, “I want you Richard, I don’t need you.”  The fog lifted and a new day began.

“Write the vision!”

Finally, a week or so ago I had was laying in my hospital bed.  Doctors were deciding what I was going to eat. Doctors were deciding what I was going to get shoved into my arms.  Doctors were pretty much dictating my every move.  And I have to tell you I was getting plenty frustrated at their lack of progress.  And, as I was fussing at my primary doctor one morning about my condition, and what they were doing, and what they could be doing, and he looked at me and said, “Well, if you ever want to get out of here you have to show me you can take care of yourself, so get up and start walking.”


How quickly I had given myself over to the control of others.


“Write the vision!”

The plaintiff cry of Habakkuk can quickly become ours as individuals and as a congregation.

Things never change around here.


Every time a turn around someone is changing something around here.


All the focus goes to newcomers.


The only people who get attention are those that have been here for generations


The music is good.


The music is too traditional.

Why do we ever need that Cursillo music?


“O Lord, how long shall I cry for help, and you will not listen?”

And the answer comes back to us, “Write the vision, make it plain on tablets, so that a runner may read it.”

Zacchaeus went and climbed the tree, not content to be lost in the crowd.

We are the body of Christ.  We are called to spread the Good News. We are called to love one another.  How do we do that in the midst of a crazy world?

“Write the vision!”

