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Good morning!  And happy All Saints!
Today is the day when we notice in a special way how big our church is, how full of saints -- past, present, and future.  I’m using the word “saint” with a little “s,” meaning people, believers, all of us who struggle to be faithful to the God we know and love.
In a few minutes, Arden Nguyen will be baptized.  This sweet little girl has been winning hearts over the past weeks,  but something now is going to change.  We’ll still love her and want to hold, snuggle, and encourage her, but this morning she will enter into a different kind of relationship to us.
Right after Arden is baptized, the priest baptizing her will turn to us and invite us to welcome the newly baptized.  We will respond by telling Arden that we receive her into the Household of God.
The Household of God.  What a great way to talk about the Church!  When I hear the word “household” I see in my mind’s eye an enormous rambling house, the mansion of the parable, with many rooms.  It houses not just a family, not just those tied by blood or law but all those who come to work or visit.  Some of us know of houses like that, houses built on love and generosity where a kid coming by to play after school may be invited to stay for dinner and end up finding the support and guidance they need.  A house where those who have been dismissed from other houses may find welcome and a home.  A house where the unwary may find themselves wondering what warm and wonderful whirlwind blew them off the track of their dull lives and into something entirely new.
I caught a glimpse of that kind of household at Daphne Knight’s house a couple of month’s ago when I was able to drop by for the beginning of her anniversary party.  People bustling, working together, doors open, the kitchen stocked with buckets of barbecue -- I tell you, I still wish I’d sampled that barbecue before I left! Everyone was made welcome, and everyone was for that time a member of that extended household.
Here at the Cathedral over the past six to eight months we’ve been talking about that kind of openness in our own household, calling it Radical Welcome.  When we look at how Jesus’ words in today’s Gospel lay down the operating principles for the Household of God, we can see that a suitable Welcome into that Household must be Radical.  
The poor are to know they are blessed.  The hungry can depend on the fact that they will be filled.  Tears are not to be hidden, for they will transform into laughter.  Those of us who are hated, excluded, reviled or defamed on account of Christ can be assured that if we remember that the powers of earth do not define the limits of reality, we will find our reward.  We are to turn around hatred and return love in its place, exchange every curse for a blessing, pray for our abusers.
This is all totally backwards from how the world works, or how it works if we see it as the Powers That Be would have us see.  But being part of the Household of God gives us more than membership in a group of people who work hard together to do good and be kind.  It gives us a new way of seeing what is real.  With our new sight we recognize that what we can touch and taste and see and hear is not all there is, that there is More at play than what we can measure and that the same More is active and longing to be part of our lives and to change us, to bring us into the dying and rising which are a part of living in the Household.
* * *
In addition to being All Saints, today is the day for the Stewardship Sermon.  I don’t think this is at all wierd, since to my view Stewardship is all about how we are to live as members of the Household of God.  The piece of Stewardship we know as Pledging is what we look at specifically during the fall.  All the other aspects of Stewardship -- caring for the planet, being responsible and loving in our relationships with ourselves and others, issues of justice and peace -- these aspects of Stewardship are there for us to wrestle with the whole rest of the year.  But now it’s time to talk about Pledging.
Last year I wrote the Cathedral Stewardship letter, and this year, in preparation for also writing this Stewardship sermon, I dipped into some more of what’s being said about Stewardship in the circles where people write essays for journals or present workshops for congregational development.  
There’s a lot of very powerful writing and talking out there about living out of a perspective of abundance rather than scarcity; about deep thanksgiving for all that God has done in our lives; about living in the knowledge that everything we have comes from God and we are just being asked to return to God that which was God’s in the first place.
This is all really good stuff based on truths we know about our Creator God and God’s bounty and our dependence upon Grace, but if those perspectives are of use to any of us here, I must confess I am a bit jealous.  You see, I’m not ready for that yet.  I know I worked to earn that paycheck, and it’s hard for me to say it’s not my money.  I’m still struggling to overcome what I learned early on in life -- that if my deepest needs are to be met then I must find a way to meet them myself.  I struggle so in my relationship with God and haven’t yet escaped entirely from the specter of the withholding faultfinding parent that too often superimposes itself unbidden when I try to approach the Divine.  Yes, intellectually I know that God is not withholding or neglectful, but my heart and my psyche are slow to unlearn some beliefs.
So I have to approach Stewardship differently.  Last fall, in the Stewardship letter sent to the Cathedral community, I talked about trust and risk.  I realized at that time that contemplating increasing the proportion of my income which I remove from my own control and give over to what I see as the work of God required that I take a risk, that I try out the idea of what I think of now as Radical Trust.  I needed to exercise that new sight I spoke of earlier which was showing me that there might be something ahead beyond what I can reasonably expect.  That vision is blurred by my conditioning and my fears, and that’s where the trust part comes in.  I didn’t know what would happen if I doubled my pledge, but last year I decided to try it and see.  Pledge card in hand, I stepped off the cliff.
* * *
I don’t know if what’s happened in the year since then is because of my increased pledge.  Visions of cosmic slot machines and televangelists promising return a hundred fold prevent me from claiming for sure that it was.  But I can tell you what I think:  that being willing to take that risk put me in a frame of mind to take other risks -- risks about becoming more active in the community, risks about becoming more open and honest, risks about being willing to listen to a voice that’s been calling me for decades, calling me to be the self God made me to be.
For me, this part of Stewardship isn’t about repaying for what God has done for me.  It’s about casting my contribution ahead of me and letting myself be pulled in by a current of willingness, of Radical Trust.  
In a very few days you will receive your pledge packets in the mail.  I invite you to join me in exercising Radical Trust by increasing the proportion of your income which you give for the support of the Cathedral.  Who knows what will happen.  I don’t.  I invite you to see where a current of willingness may take you.
And Arden, our new almost sister, welcome to the Household of God!  You’re about to get wet, but there are surprises in that water.  God only knows what it holds for you.  Come on in.  The water’s wild.
Amen.
