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“Choose Life!” 
Moses. Among his people for precious little time. 
 
Moses begs the grumbling often-fearful people to consider the power of God’s invitation: 
 
God has brought you out of bondage.  God has taught you how it is you are to live.  Choose that way!  Choose life! 
 
Paul, speaking to the often grumbling and infighting folk of the early church in Corinth.  Paul says to those 
factionalized folk: 
 
Work together! Remember who you are!  You are God’s servants.  You’re to be about the growing of grace in the 
way of Jesus the Christ. 
 
Choose life! 
 
I have to tell you that these teachings are amplified in my soul after the week I have just spent. 
 
I spent three days this past week listening to future ministers talk about their faith and their lives.  I heard them 
speak of the ways they have answered their call to ministry. 
 
The God who breathed them into being has called them to work in a place of amazing beauty and sometimes 
heartbreaking factionalism - the church! 
 
And they are saying yes and they came before the Board of Ordained Ministry upon which I serve to share their 
story and their knowledge and their whole selves. 
 
They are choosing.  They are choosing - not an easy life, but a full and well-watered and God grounded life. 
 
It wipes me out every year.  The beauty of it and the courage of it. I am so grateful that people like Katy and others 
will sing this song of faith into the future. 
 
Yesterday was a banner day for me. 
 
I spent the morning at Hamline United Methodist Church in St Paul.  They were having a half day retreat and wanted 
me to come and spend some time with them talking about spiritual leadership. 
Some forty people were gathered and they love their church and it was so powerful to be with brothers and sisters 
in the movement of hope. 
 
And then I came home and got to see a puppet show and eat cupcakes and dance here at our church and this place 
was packed with kids and balloons and elders and grandparents and moms and dads.  We were celebrating 
love.  And in one of the rooms there were Valentine’s cards being made for our home-bound members. 
 
It was glory. 



 
And I have to tell you that a part of the glory came in a comment shared with my husband Cooper.  He was talking 
with one of our members and what she said was this: She is really liking her church these days.  Why?  Because 
people in this church don’t complain any more. 
 
They used to.  But they don’t any more. 
 
What Paul said to the church in Corinth is spot on powerful for the movement of Jesus today:  Factionalism binds 
churches in a death grip. 
 
But when we remember who we are.  When we remember that as the Body of Christ we are God’s servants, 
working together; that we are God’s field, God’s building, God’s choosers of life.  When we remember those things, 
we free ourselves to move with the Spirit into what is possible. 
 
God’s field was full of the seeds of the future last night and God’s building was alive with disco lights and dancing 
children last night.   
 
And this just in:  Christ Church seems to be too busy choosing life to quarrel any more. 
 
 
Poet Mary Oliver has a new book out.  It is called Upstream. 
 
The book is a delicious mix of poetry and prose. 
 
I want to share one of the stories with you.  It is called “Ropes”. 
 
This story just has me.   
 
It has me because I think Mary Oliver is echoing the heart hopes of Moses: that people - every day walking around 
people - would choose life - loving God and creation and the freedom and beauty of lived compassion. 
 
That we would encounter our days in the most mundane of actions and things and choose the way of grace and the 
way of God’s heart. 
 
I think this story also echoes Paul’s teaching about choosing to serve; of letting go of the jousting for power and 
privilege and allowing the heart to move in the rhythm of grace. 
 
I don’t know.  That’s what the story speaks to my heart. 
 
See what you think: 
 
 
“In the old days dogs in our town roamed freely.  But the old ways changed. 
 
One morning a puppy arrived in our yard with a length of rope hanging from his collar.  he played with our dogs; 
eventually he vanished.  But the next morning he showed up again, with a different rope attached.  This happened 
for a number of days - he appeared, he was playful and friendly, and always accompanied by a chewed-through 
rope. 
 



Just at that time we were moving to another house, which we finished doing all in one evening.  A day or so later, on 
a hunch, I drove back to the old house and found him lying in the grass by our door.  I put him in the car and showed 
him where our new house was.  “Do your best,” I said. 
 
He stayed around for a while, then was gone.  But there he was the next morning at the new house.  Rope 
dangling.  Later that day his owner appeared - with his papers from the Bideawee home and a leash.  “His name is 
Sammy,” she said.  “And he’s yours.” 
 
As Sammy grew older he began to roam around the town and, as a result, began to be caught by the dog 
officer.  Eventually, of course, we were summoned to court, which, we learned quickly, was not a place in which to 
argue.  We were told to build a fence.  Which we did. 
 
But it turned out that Sammy could not only chew through ropes, he could also climb fences.  So, his roaming 
continued. 
 
But except for the dog officer, Sammy never got into trouble; he made friends.  He wouldn’t fight with other dogs, 
he just seemed to stay awhile in someone’s yard and, if possible, to say hello to the owners.  People began to call us 
to come and get him before the dog officer saw him.  Some took him into their houses to hide him from the 
law.  Once a woman on the other end of town called; when I got there, she said, “Can you wait just a few 
minutes?  I’m making him some scrambled eggs.” 
 
I could tell you many more stories about Sammy- they’re endless.  But I’ll just tell you the unexpected, joyful 
conclusion.  The dog officer resigned!  And the next officer was a different sort; he too remembered and missed the 
old days.  So, when he found Sammy he would simply call him into his truck and drive him home.  In this way, he 
lived a long and happy life, with many friends. 
 
This is Sammy’s story.  But I also think there are one or two poems in it somewhere.  Maybe it’s what life was like in 
this dear town years ago, and how a lot of us miss it. 
 
Or maybe it’s about the wonderful things that may happen if you break the ropes that are holding you.”  (Mary 
Oliver, Upstream, pgs. 143 - 145) 
 
 
God has brought you out of bondage. 
 
Break the ropes that hold you. 
 
Choose life. 
 
Amen 
 
 


