


Sermon: What time is it? 	Ecclesiastes 3:1-2	Rev. Dr. Susan A. Minasian
NOTE: This manuscript is formatted the way it was delivered. It is spaced with attention for those with visual challenges. It is my hope that people who are not able hear the sermon will be able to read it in a way that gives them the closest experience to the rhythm of the text.
In 1965 the song “Turn, Turn, Turn” was released by the Byrds.
I was seven years old
Having a sister who was 11 years older exposed me to music
I would never have listed too otherwise.
While I didn’t know then…
what I know now is that the words of that song…
and the words from the wisdom literature
of the Hebrew Bible were meaningful.
The tune of the song is catchy.
The meaning of the words are reassuring.
Even the parts we don’t like.
Those parts that follow the comma in each sentence.
Because I learned to understand that those parts describe what humans do.
We die.
We plant.
We kill.
We break down.
We weep.
We mourn.
We throw stones.
We refrain from ”embracing”.
We lose.
We throw things away.
We tear.
We are silent when we should speak, and we speak when we should be silent.
We hate.
AND we create war.

It isn’t that I’m glad humans are so flawed…
it is that in spite of what we do,
in spite of the reality of our flawed nature,
our limitations…
what we do that brings harm to others…
GOD has also created us to be better…to do better!
And so, we are reminded to also be a people who don’t forget 
that there is a time when we are… 
Born
Plant
Heal
Build up
Laugh
Dance
Gather stones
Embrace
Seek
Keep
Sew
 Keep silence
Speak
Love
Create peace.
There is a time when all of these things happen in our human existence,
and in the midst of it all…
in the midst of every season…
even the season of pandemics…
God is with us!
The negative, painful and broken aspects of our humanity 
do not have the last word.

As live into Memorial Day weekend I like to remind people that this is not Veterans Day.
This is a time of remembering…a memorial to those who have given their lives to defend and protect.
Now, 
I have been an activist most of my life.
I have been anti-war all of my life.
And yet 
I know given the way we are as humans we will always have wars.

My father was a ranger in World War 2. He was a part of the reconnaissance group that located Mussolini and secured his capture.
After the war, my father need care at the Veterans Administration. 
He encountered barriers for what he needed and saw other soldiers who were Black not get what they needed.
So, he became disappointed by the system at the VA.
He was so angry one day; I’m told he took all of his medals and threw them in the trash.
He was so angry at the injustice of the injustices post war.
He didn’t want to have anything to do with symbols that reminded him of a time
when so many people…so many of his brothers and sisters gave their lives so that it would be a war to end all wars.
He died in 1963 with shrapnel still logged near his heart from his time in Italy…and later Korea.
It couldn’t be removed in those days.
It wasn’t until our Conference Minister Rev. Bill Worley left to serve as a chaplain with th Marines in Iraq
that I spent any time really sitting with what Memorial Day means for those left behind 
in their season of mourning.

I was the stated supply serving his congregation that year until he could return.
My first Sunday was Memorial Day weekend and I learned they had a color guard
As a part of the service.
What was I going to do?

I was protesting the war and now I had to preside at a service that elevated it?
I was so very wrong.

I spent a lot of time in prayer and discernment and realized that it is a time of mourning…not a time of celebration.
I had to get with it and understand what time it was.

As the service started coming together, the prayer for those who had served
and remembering those who died in service was turned into a moment
of lament, healing and anointing of the veterans in the congregation.

Their painful memories were obvious on their faces as the anointing of oil 
was marked with the sign of the cross upon their foreheads for healing.

I preached not only about my father but other family members who then went on to be the 
next generation who fought in Viet Nam. I even asked my brother-in-law to read my sermon
to make sure as a veteran who lost many friends…thought it (the sermon) was alright.
We then to paused to pray for our own pastor, colleague and friend who was serving in yet 
another war.

Coming from a people…Armenians who endured Genocide…The Genocide by the Ottoman 
Turks that was the prototype for Hilter’s pogrom…death is something all too much a part of my 
familial story.
And yet I always have to remember what time it is.
Even in the worst seasons of our lives
Jesus…the one who was the incarnation of God came at the right time.
Did he also die at the right time?
Did he resurrect at the right time?
That’s not for me to judge.

What I know for sure is that he is in my life all the time 
and he is always present at just the right time.

I trust that even when I don’t feel God’s presence,
because of whatever human emotion I may be experiencing.
I know he is present 
because no human emotion or experience 
has ever brought me totally down.
Or if it has…he lifted me up.

There is no pandemic that will end the power of God in our lives.
There will never be a time when the eternal one is not with us.
This is indeed a time of mourning and perhaps dancing lament.
Not only on a weekend when we remember those 
who have died in military wars.

When we remember one death…we can’t help but remember others.
We remember those who die because of the war on drugs.
The war on poverty.
We remember those who die senseless deaths just for breathing,
for existing,
for living while Black

We remember those who die because of famine and disease…
from violence at the hands of a stranger or a family member.

We remember those who died because our worst selves are real!
But we must always remember what time it is.
It is always time for our best selves to appear…
To be a people of resurrection power…
To live with hope, in the midst of despair…
To live with love, in the midst of hate…
To live with promise in the midst of crucifixion.

What time is it?
It is time…it is the season…for humanity to be boldly loving and bring about a season of 
transformative liberation to all the people of God.

What time is it?  I’ll tell you what time it is.
It is time for us to mourn yes!
AND to remember there is a season of all that is good, holy and sacred;
AND it is time for us to hear how God is calling on us.

I know that whatever God does endures forever.
This pandemic is NOT of God!
But what we do with it…when we are bold and loving
Is of God!
Our resilience is of God.
Nothing can be added to it, nor anything taken from it.
God has done this, God has equipped us to be our best selves even in this season,
so that all of us can rise in awe before God.
That’s what time it is.

May it be so.
The word of God for the people of God.
Ashe, and Amen.
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