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One hundred and seventy-seven…that is the number of triples all-time great Saint Louis Cardinal Stan Musial hit in his career. He led the majors in triples four times, shared the title a fifth year, and he still holds the record for most triples by a Cardinal.  Musial’s combined outstanding bat control and keen vision accounted for this and many other of his batting feats.  Stan the Man earned his triples. 
What is so tantalizing about the triple is that it is so close to the goal, the sought out destination of home plate.  And it is an accomplishment of great effort. You might be able to trot your way around the bases for a home run. But you do not jog your way to a triple.  You have to run hard around the bases to end up on third all on your own.     
There is an insult out there in common parlance which speaks to a different context for the triple. It is often used to make fun of people who grew up with considerable wealth and privilege.  It goes something like this, “that person was born on third base and they think they have hit a triple.”  In other words, they have confused what they have earned with what they have been given.  
Musial, the fifth of six children, of Polish and Slavic immigrants was not born on third base in any worldly sense.  His talent and hard work landed him there on the baseball diamond.  But in another way, Musial was born on third base, as were the rest of us.  
Our text from Ephesians this morning is a testament to our birthplace on third base.  So much has been given to us before we even make our first move.  We have been chosen in Christ before the foundation of the world.  We have been destined for adoption.  We have received redemption.  Our trespasses have been forgiven.  God’s will has been made known to us.  We have obtained an inheritance.  
It is nine verses into this text before we actually do anything.  So very much has already happened, so very much has been given to us.  And only then do we set our hope in Christ, do we hear and believe.  
In the hearing and believing we may imagine that we have accomplished much ourselves.  Look at us. We come to church.  We read the Bible.  We pray.  We try to make the world a better place.  We have brought ourselves so far, or so we think.  
It is as if we find ourselves walking in a forest on a path.  We are not sure exactly when or how the walk began but we take a few steps and we reach a clearing in the trees. We find ourselves gazing out on the most amazing vista.  We did not know it but we are on top of a great mountain and the view goes on forever.  We have never seen such beauty.  We have been living in muted shades of gray our entire lives and now the entire vibrant range of the color spectrum has been revealed to us.  As we stand there in awe of it all, we give ourselves a little pat on the back.  We must have engaged in some arduous journey to reach this mountaintop of glory. 
It is as if we find ourselves before a large painted canvas.  We step back and gaze upon a semblance of swirls and shapes that we cannot begin to give words to or describe but it inspires the deepest sense of comfort and joy we have ever known, deeper than we ever thought we could know.  We look down at our hand and find a paint brush with a drop of paint on it.  We look back up at the canvas and right before us is the tiniest speck of white yet to be filled in.  We dab the paint in the spot and our breath is taken away.  The masterpiece is complete.  We stand there and marvel at our creative brilliance. 
It is as if we wander into the kitchen to find a whole host of pots and pans all simmering away.  The most exquisite confluence of smells are wafting through the air.  Is that Rosemary?  Mmmm…that is definitely lemon as well.  Our mouth begins to water at the prospect of the feast before us.  We look down to find a plate in our hand.  Before long it is full of delicacies and delights.  The first bite is an explosion of deliciousness upon our taste buds.  We congratulate ourselves.  After all, since this remarkable repast was found in our kitchen, we must have been the ones to cook it. 
As we hear these stories, we know that we are not the one who climbed the mountain, painted the masterpiece, or cooked the magnificent meal. This text from the book of Ephesians reminds us that the same is true for our relationship with God.  The divine has placed us on third base.  Before the foundation of the world, before existence existed, God chose us, claimed us, loved us as beloved children.  Being reminded of this reality is what I call the great course corrector.  
One of the life changes of moving from Manhattan to Saint Louis has been the amount of time I spend driving in a car.  In Manhattan I could go months without driving and here I drive every day.  One of the features my car has, which many cars have these days, is something called “lane assist.”  As I am driving, if I drift a little over a painted line divider the car nudges in resistance, pulling me back into my lane.  It is a course corrector, keeping me where I am supposed to be.  This text from Ephesians is a course corrector as well.  
There are moments in our lives when we become a little too full of ourselves; when we become a little too proud of our accomplishments; a little too self-satisfied.  Look at us, we go to church on Sunday.  We attend Bible Study.  We donate to the food drives.  We have earned our place in right relationship with God.  This text reminds us that we were born on third base.  Any of the ways we embody faithfulness in this world have been built upon the motions of our God which began before time began.  We have been placed on the mountaintop with the path set before us. The masterpiece has been created and placed in front of us. The meal has been meticulously cooked and presented to us.  God has lovingly planned all of this since before time began.  The journey of faith is about gratefully receiving what has been waiting for us.When we lose sight of this reality and begin to drift out of our lane with hubris this text nudges us back to where we need to be.
Likewise, there are moments in our lives when we feel defeated; when God is a distant reality to us; when we feel completely incapable of being faithful in any way.  We cannot muster a single prayer in our hearts or song of praise upon our lips.  The journey seems too long and too hard.  This text reminds us that we were born on third base.  We are already on the mountaintop, the masterpiece is already right in front of us, the meal is ready to be served.  We just need to take a step forward, open our eyes, and accept the goodness before us.  God has lovingly planned all of this since before time began.   How can we ever be defeated when we are so dearly loved and completely claimed by God?  When we start to drift out of our lane in despair this text nudges us back to where we need to be. 
And the lane we have been called to be in is one created for the beloved children of God.  It leads us on a journey of redemption and forgiveness and being gathered up into the one who fashioned us.
	Stan Musial hit one hundred and seventy-seven triples.  We only need the one that has been gifted to us.  We have indeed been born on third base.  Our inheritance is beyond measure.  Let us step forward and gaze in wonder at the vista. Let us open our eyes and revel in the artwork before us.  Let us fill up our plate and taste the delights being offered.  We are so close to the One who creates, redeems and sustains us.  
Third base is indeed a wonderful place to be.
Thanks be to God.  Amen.    
  

