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“As haumana of Jesus Christ”
Psalm 52 & Luke 10:38-42
Several of our youth spent Friday night camping out on the grounds of our church.  I was busy in the office attending to my own work when they began arriving around 5:00 o'clock in the afternoon.
I heard Lei at her desk chuckle a bit and I asked what was going on.  She pointed out that two of the older boys – Tyler and Yoshi - were the first to arrive.  They were also the first to start setting up their tent. Others had started to arrive and their tents start popping up all over the yard.   
And still the tent for the two older boys was not in place.  For some reason the design of their tent proved to be a bit of a challenge and they spent time connecting and reconnecting different sections of the tent.
Alice helped her son, Matt, and one of the other boys – Nash set up their tent.  Charlie was there to lend a hand if his son, Ben, needed help in setting up his tent.  Gracie and Danielle were done and still it seemed that Tyler and Yoshi had yet to complete their set-up.  When I looked out the window in their direction they seemed unperturbed by their situation – somehow certain that they would eventually complete their task.
I thought about my own camping days and how it was that I learned to set up a tent.  I realized there was always someone around to help and for that I was grateful.  It was good to be able to listen to someone's instructions, to observe, to do, and to ask questions.
I knew that the campout was going to include an opportunity for our youth to go on a beach walk after sunset and if the weather was cooperative, to do some tide-pooling and beachcombing.  Uncle Taka had accepted the invitation to lead the group.

I had asked Taka earlier if all of the youth were cautioned about having the proper footwear to guard against being impaled by the prickly spines of the sea urchins.  I wondered if they were aware of the hazards of broken coral and of the jagged a‘a or lava rock along the shoreline.  Taka said that they had all been instructed to make certain that they had protective footwear.   
When I returned on Saturday morning I received word that the night went well and that everyone had a good time.  By the time they went for their walk the tide was already in.  Any tide-pooling was out of the question.  

I spoke with Taka later in the afternoon and by then I already knew they had spent the night catching about a dozen aÿama or black crab.  The aÿama is good food but I understand it was strongly suggested that the crabs be released back into the ocean to live another day.  It was good that Taka was able to share his knowledge of the ocean with our youth.
Earlier in the week I received an email from my brother Ricky.  He lives in Kona.  In addition to letting me know about a few things that were occurring within our family among siblings, nieces, and nephews, he attached several photographs.  He had managed to scan two old black and white photographs into his computer.

Among the photographs was one in which I appeared sitting next to my mother.  She was wearing a plaid shirt and pants.  I was wearing a baby palaka shirt and denim overalls.  My mother and I were holding bottles – mine was a soda pop bottle.  Although I could not determine what she was holding in her hand it is likely that it may have been the Hawaiian label of beer that we knew back then as Primo.
I looked all of four or five years old in the photograph.  I have no recollection of that day but it was clear from the photograph that we were leaning against a coconut tree.  I was certain that the photograph was taken at Keauhou Bay, a place where we grew up catching our share of aÿama at night.  

The photograph reminded me of what it was like to enjoy an ordinary day near the sea in much the same way that our youth were able to enjoy an ordinary evening here Mäkena.  I thought about the ways in which we learn and how we learn and from whom we learn.
The story of Jesus as a dinner guest in the home of Martha and Mary is in one sense ordinary.  It is a story about learning and its simplicity is inescapable.  Martha invites Jesus to her home.  Her sister Mary is present.  

While Martha is busy with wanting to be a good host, Mary decides to sit with Jesus and listen to what he has to say.  It's a decision that clearly annoys Martha.
Martha does not hesitate to go to Jesus.  "Do you not care that she has left me to do all the work by myself?  Tell her to help me."

It is not difficult for us to imagine Martha's reaction to Mary's choice.  In this instance it appears that Martha's desire to be the perfect host distracts her from the importance of learning from Jesus (Seasons of the Spirit, Congregational Life/Pentecost 1, page 76).  
But the story of Jesus, Martha, and Mary is also extraordinary.  At a deeper level Jesus manages to break through the social barriers of his time and he does that in a couple of ways.

First, he accepts the invitation to be a guest in Martha's home.  Second, he teaches Mary.  For a rabbi to be in the company of women or to have women "sit at their feet" was unacceptable.  And yet he does not hesitate to enter Martha's home or to teach Mary who is clearly pictured here as a disciple.  
Jesus may look and sound like a normal rabbi or teacher with disciples at his feet, but to those who perceive God at work in him, there is much more going on.  Jesus is the promised Messiah, the one who will preside over God's never-ending realm (Luke 1:32-33; 2:29-32).
As we go about our lives at work, at home, at school and in our communities and churches, it is easy for us to become distracted, like Martha, with many tasks.  But we know from time to time God calls us, like Mary to be still.

If we can attribute any insight to Mary for choosing to sit at Jesus' feet, it is the recognition of what is needed if we are to be disciples, if we are to be haumäna of Jesus – and that is to be still and to listen and learn.  God is, after all, still speaking.
When I left the office on Friday, Scott and Taka were busy grilling hamburgers and hot dogs.  Karen was getting the hamburger and hot dog buns out on the table along with baby carrots, chips, and other stuff.
When I returned Saturday morning the tents were all packed up.  They were already at the beach.  When they returned I had a chance to talk with Karen.

I thought it my pastoral duty to inquire about whether or not the evening included instructions of a spiritual or religious nature.  Karen said the youth looked at three stories about fish – including the feeding of three fish and five loaves of bread; the call of the disciples to be fishers of people; and the parable of responding to those in need by offering bread and fish and not a stone.

Karen smiled and said, "We stayed up until 12:30 a.m.  We had so much fun playing charades for over two hours."  She told me about how they divided themselves into two teams – boys and girls – and came up with their own suggestions of phrases or the name of someone that they had to act out.

There was a moment when I found myself wanting to suggest that the youth consider things more Biblical.  But as I listened to Karen I realized that the joy she felt came from the joy of our youth having time together – away from the distractions of their own lives – to be still in this place and to listen and to learn the great joy that is ours as haumäna of Jesus Christ. 
Thanks be to God.  Amen.
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