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Sermo1289 for 5-12-24, White, Seventh Sunday of Easter

Scripture Reading: Romans 12:1-2
What is Your Story?
It is with great sadness that we report the passing of the Pillsbury Doughboy. The cause of his death was from a yeast infection and trauma from repeated pokes in his belly. Doughboy was buried in a greased coffin, with the gravesite piled high with flours. Dozens of celebrities turned out to pay their respects; including Mrs. Butterworth, Hungry Jack, the California Raisins, Betty Crocker, The Hostess Twinkies, and Capt. Crunch.  Aunt Jemima delivered the eulogy and lovingly described Doughboy as a man who never knew how much he was kneaded.
Born and raised in Minnesota, Doughboy rose quickly in show business, but his later life was filled with turnovers. He was not considered a very smart cookie, wasting much of his dough on half-baked schemes. Despite being flakey at times, he was still a crusty old man and was considered a positive roll model for millions.
Doughboy is survived by his wife, Play Dough, and his three children: John Dough, Jane Dough, and Dosey Dough. He and his wife also had one in the oven. He is also survived by his father, Pop Tart.  The funeral was held at 3:50 for about 20 minutes.

Of course, I don’t joke like that at memorial services, because we all sense loss when a friend, colleague, or family member passes away.  A funeral has a way of sobering us all up.  It reminds us again that life is transient and impermanent, and not to be taken for granted.  One day, perhaps soon, we too will die.  At that time, it really won’t be our family and friends who write our obituary.  Rather, they will record what our life has already written.  With that in mind, take a few minutes with me and consider honestly and candidly: what would your obituary say about you?

What would your obituary say about how you influenced the world?
  Would that short summary say that the world was a better place because you lived in it?  In his famous On the Road program, interviewer Charles Kuralt spoke one evening with a retired gentleman from Virginia who had bought some land and made it into a public park.  He filled it with picnic tables, playground equipment, and the other things that make a public park, and he did it at his own expense.  Not only that, but he planted a garden, worked it, and placed the produce on the picnic tables for others to enjoy.
Kuralt asked, “Why do you do all of this?”  The old man simply replied, “If you don’t leave the world a better place than when you found it, what’s the sense of your being here?”

The same question was penned into ink by none other than Benjamin Franklin:

There are a number of us creep

Into this world, to eat and sleep;

And know no reason why they’re born,

But merely to consume the corn,

Devour the cattle, fowl, and fish,

And leave behind and empty dish…

Then, if their tombstone, when they die,

Be not to flatter and to lie,

There’s nothing better will be said,

Than that they’ve eat up all their bread,

Drunk all their drink, and gone to bed.

Now, what will your obituary say about your influence in the world?

What would your obituary say about your impact on other lives?  I could rephrase that as “Who will miss you when you are gone?” or “What are people going to say about you, now that they don’t have to talk behind your back?”
I did a memorial service about twenty years ago for a retired pastor that had passed away.  I guess I was chosen to do the service because I hadn’t known him.  That seems strange, but as I asked the few people who were related to him about his life, it seemed that the less I knew, the better.  The pastor was a stern man who always dressed up in an old-style black suit and western tie.  He never smiled.  His messages were grim, finger-pointing messages about the fires of hell.  He had no friends, and the churches to which he was appointed quickly moved him on to the next church.

The service was held in a funeral chapel and besides myself, there were five people in attendance.  I fashioned a message about a loving God, and the only thing that I could find to say good about the deceased was that Jesus loved him.  I said it, but I’m not sure that even those in attendance believed it.

Is your life a witness of love?  If not, then it will be obvious to all.  I’m reminded of what the apostle Paul wrote to the Corinthian church, “If I have the gift of prophecy and can fathom all mysteries and all knowledge, and if I have a faith that can move mountains, but have not love, I am nothing.”
  

The apostle Paul also has something to say about two ladies in Philippians 4:2.  His words are revealing, and sad.  It’s written to two women whose squabbling was upsetting the church.  “I entreat Euodia and Syntyche to agree in the Lord.”  In what way would you have your name recorded in the Bible?  What would your obituary say about your impact on other lives?
What would your obituary say about your relationship with God?  In Exodus 33:11 it is recorded, “The Lord would speak to Moses face to face, as a man speaks with his friend” What better tribute could be written about someone than to say that they were God’s friend?
Jesus said, “You are my friends if you do what I command.   I no longer call you servants, because a servant does not know his master’s business.  Instead, I have called you friends, for everything that I learned from my Father I have made know to you.” 
  I hope you heard that.  Jesus doesn’t want servants, He wants intimate friendships.  Jesus doesn’t just want our requests when we are in need, He wants regular, frequent, open communication.  He desires a deep, intimate, mutually beneficial relationship.  The thing is we have nothing to offer, nothing to bring to the table.   But that doesn’t matter, because He wants us to freely take what is offered.  He just wants us, not as a servant, but as an intimate friend.
Are you Jesus’ friend?  Some are afraid to profess their trust and faith in Jesus.  Are you afraid?  You need not be.  Jesus has loved you no matter what your past says about you.  He will take you just as you are.  If not today, then when?  Time and our appointment with an obituary come like a thief in the night.  When our days are finished on this earth and when people think back and try to recall our best quality or remember the overriding theme of our lives, I am hoping that they will remember this most: that we were friends with God!  In the name of the Father, and the Son, and the Holy Spirit, Amen!
Devotional Thoughts

· What story has your life written?  What have you left behind that will continue to touch the lives of others?
· The old saying “The road to hell is paved with good intentions” cautions us to make our lives count.  What steps are you taking to make sure that blessings are left in your wake?

· We all have people who won’t shed a tear when we pass, but whom are we touching with our lives that makes a real difference for them?

· It’s nice to have an obituary that reads of the power and influence we have had in life, but what will our obituary say about our love of God, and the love of others around us?

· After answering these questions, are you really sure?
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