A PHILOSOPHY OF LIVING:  A Praying Life – Part 2 (The Model Prayer)
Matthew 6:9-13

+++
Introduction
We are in a series of sermons this month of July where we are talking about a philosophy of living.  It was the great writer Emile Zola who once said about living that “I am here to live out loud.”  How do you do that?  Jesus says it is done by a giving life and a praying life.  Last week we saw that solitude and silence is the method of that type of praying life.  Today we talk about the model or means.
Leonard Wolcott recalled that day.  It was a gorgeous autumn-brown day.  He and his brother had slipped away from the college where they were students.  They took a long walk through the nearby fields and woods and found a path nearly buried in grass and freshly fallen leaves.  And so they followed that path to whatever destination it took them.  It took them to a clearing where there was a small house, not much bigger than a cabin, in bad repair.  On the front porch there sat a man in dirty overalls.  He sat in his chair tilted back against the wall.  An unlit corncob pipe was in his mouth.  He cheerfully spoke to the boys saying, “I reckon you’re preacher boys from over at the college.”  The said they were.  He continued his conversation by saying, “Well, you know, I believe the kingdom’s a’comin one of these days.  And I’ll be right here waiting for it, praise the Lord!”  At the moment the said all of this, a head poked out from the window behind him and the face of a woman who looked too tired with perhaps too much work and too little rest, in all probability this man’s wife, put in her word.  She said in response:

“The kingdom ain’t a’comin for them that just sits and waits for it.


 Anybody wants to see the kingdom, they’ll have to get up and go out 


to meet it.”

Jesus invites us to ‘get up and go out to meet’ the kingdom in our praying.  Let me ask you this question:  How do you pray?  Too often it is about my kingdom instead of his kingdom.  Too often it is about my world instead of his world.  The prayer that Jesus gives us to pray, that we pray here in this church every Sunday, is a prayer that guides us in how to pray.  It is a revolutionary prayer.  It prays for one thing:  His kingdom to come. 

Listen to what we pray:

“Our Father, how art in heaven.  Hallowed be thy name.  Thy kingdom come thy will be done on earth as it is in heaven…”

In 1948, when President Harry Truman ran for re-election, he faced opposition within his own party.  Why?  After World War II, many brave black veterans struggled to find acceptance in their own country.  Truman initiated the first civil rights legislation since Reconstruction…and his party did not like it.  At a tense political fund-raising dinner, someone angrily asked Truman when he would come to his senses.  From his pocket, the president simply pulled out a copy of the Bill of Rights and read it aloud to this person.  Then he said, “As president of the United States, that is my job description.”

In a sense, when we pray, we have a ‘job description.’  It is this prayer, the Lord’ Prayer.  And that prayer asks for one thing:  God’s kingdom to come, His rule and reign to take place in our lives and on this planet and in this cosmos.  When we act on the teachings of Jesus we experience that kingdom.  John Calvin, writing on John 3:3, writes these instructive words:  


“To see the kingdom of God is to enter it…But those who identify the kingdom of God with heaven are mistaken; the kingdom means rather the spiritual life, which begins in this life by faith, and in which we grow daily as we progress in a constant faith.”

And Martin Luther picks up immediately on that theme and says:


“The kingdom of God is not a place but it is wherever and whenever the will of God is done.”

Did you hear that?  “wherever and whenever the will of God is done.”  That is our prayer.  That is our model.  “Lord, your kingdom come, your will be done in my life, in my work, in my country, in my world.”

Listen to what we pray:

“Give us this day our daily bread…”

Remember now.  It doesn’t say “Give me…”  it says, “Give us…”  You cannot (and ought not) pray this prayer given by our Lord in the singular.  It was given in the plural and must be prayed in the plural.  When we all get daily bread we experience the kingdom of God.  

Let me take you to Buxar, India where you can see the kingdom alive and well in the life of a woman in that village named Missahib.  She lives there in a small structure which in better days had been the servant’s quarters.  She is there in her room with a family who has brought their old grandfather who is sick.  Now there is something you need to know about Missahib.  She is not a doctor.  She is not even a nurse.  But she is a woman who lives out “Give us this day our daily bread.”  She hasn’t much, but she gives something more:  love.  She simply loves people.  That is why they have brought the old man.  That is why so many people come to her in her small house.  She moves about from early morning to late at night.  Her smile comforts many.  She listens to people who tell her all their woes.  She talks with them – sharing her wisdom and compassion.  She reads Bible stories to them.  She gives them simple remedies.  She makes suggestions to the perplexed:  what to do, where to go, how to find help.  The presence of God is there.  You can see it in the faces of the people she aids.  The kingdom of God is there.  Her giving life gives to all and all experience the kingdom.  When we take what we have been given and give what we have received, the kingdom can be seen.
Listen to what we pray:

“And forgive us our trespasses as we forgive those who trespass against us…”

When we are forgiven and we forgive God’s kingdom is found and seen.  It was seen one day at the Vietnam Veterans Memorial in Washington, D.C.  John Plummer was there listening to Kim Phuc speak.  Many of you will remember Kim Phuc.  She is in a famous photograph.  A Pulitzer prize-winning photo.    She is running in this photo as a 9 year-old,  crying from a bomb that has hit a building behind her in Trang Bang in 1972.  She has torn off her burning clothing as she flees.  Two of her cousins are killed.  She is operated on from her horrible burns and moves on with her life to this point where now she speaks in front of this memorial.  What she doesn’t know is that the man who was responsible for setting up that air strike is in the crowd – John Plummer.  Kim says in the speech she is giving that is she ever met the pilot of the plane she would tell him she forgives him and that they cannot change the past, but she hoped they could work together in the future.  After that speech she met that man – John Plummer (now, by the way, a United Methodist minister).  Plummer wrote of that meeting that:

“She saw my grief, my pain, my sorrow.  She held out her arms to me and embraced me.  All I could say was, “I’m sorry; I’m so sorry; I’m sorry’ over and over again.  At the same time she was saying, ‘It’s all right; it’s all right; I forgive; I forgive.”

Behold:  the kingdom of God!
Listen to what we pray:

“And lead us not into temptation but deliver us from evil…”

God shows up when we find and keep that kingdom.  Running back Rashaan Salaam won the Heisman trophy in 1995 for his outstanding rushing career in college.  But in his rookie year with the Chicago Bears, the pros uncovered a weakness in Salaam’s game:  He was prone to fumble.  Although he led the Bears in rushing during his rookie season, he coughed up the ball nine times. The coaches had a problem but they devised what they thought was a good solution.  During the practice drills they tied a long strap around a football.  As Rashaan ran with that ball clutched against his chest, another player ran behind him yanking on the other end of the strap.  Rashaan had to squeeze the ball with all his might to keep from losing it.  Hopefully in the real game he would do the same.
The real game of life tried to pull a lot of things away from us.  But when we hold on to the things that truly matter in the kingdom of God we have one who helps us to do that.

What are you prone to fumble in your life?  Your time with God?  Your willingness to serve?  Your marriage, family?  When we hold on to the things that are dear to the heart of God we enter the kingdom.
Last of all, listen to what we pray:

“For thine is the kingdom, and the power, and the glory forever.  Amen.”

Lyle Arakaki lives in Hawaii and is a NFL fan.  He loves to watch his team play.  But Lyle has a problem.  His problem is this:  Because of the time difference with the continental U.S. the NFL Monday Night Football game is played in midafternoon, so the local TV station delays its telecast until 6:30 p.m. in the evening.  When his favorite team plays, he’s too excited to wait for television, so he will listen to the game on the radio which broadcasts live.  Then, because they are his favorite team, he’ll watch the game on television too.  If he knows his team has won the game, it influences how he watches it on television.  If his team fumbles the ball or throws an interception, it’s not a problem.  He thinks, “That’s bad, but it’s okay.  In the end, we’ll win!”   That is true in the way we pray.  The prayer ends by reminding us whose hands everything is in:  God’s.  He has the kingdom and the power and the glory.  The oldest MSS don’t have this reminder.  Some scholars believe it was added by the early church.  If that is true it’s ok, it stands as the punctuation mark on all that is said.  Do we see victory yet?  Not some days, but we will see victory in the end.  I close with this poem that reminds us of where to look for that victory by Avis B. Christiansen:
THOU ART MY VICTORY 

I prayed for help, I prayed for strength,

I prayed for victory;

I prayed for patience and love,

For true humility

But as I prayed, my dying Christ

By faith I seemed to see,

And as I gazed my glad heart cried,

"All things are mine, thro' Thee!"

If He doth dwell within my heart,

Why need I strength to implore?

The Giver of all grace is mine,

And shall I ask for more?

And need I pray for victory,

When He who conquered death

Dwells in my very inmost soul.

Nearer indeed than breath?

Oh help me, Lord, realize

That Thou are all in all;

That I am more than conqueror

In great things and in small

No need have I but Thou hast met

Upon the cruel tree.

Oh precious, dying risen Lord,

Thou art my victory.

