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Introduction to Scripture
	Some time ago I was watching television and there was one ad that grabbed me – and I cannot even tell you what they were selling. But it was in the form of a story, told in the first person by a woman, something about how life doesn’t turn out like you expect. There she is getting married, there she is exhausted on the couch with her husband and children at the end of the day, and then there are what she terms “the 17 worst minutes of her life”, when Human Resources calls her in and suddenly she is out of work. So when the best offer she can get entails a move cross-country, her children are upset and furious and say they will always hate her. In the closing scene, set some years later, the family gathers for dinner and the son says, “Thanks, Mom, that move was the best thing that ever happened to us.” 

The tag-line at the end says, “The best stories end with thanks.”

	As our reading from the Gospel according to Luke makes clear, Jesus would have approved of that message.

	
In the account of the healing of the ten men afflicted with leprosy, Jesus comes upon a group of outcasts struggling to survive on the margins of society. Considered by law to be unclean and contagious, they are banned from village life, condemned to life on the outskirts, keeping their distance from those who might pass by. Rumors of Jesus and his power to heal must have preceded him, for on his approach they cry as one, “Jesus, Master, have mercy on us!”

	Jesus does have mercy, and so tells them to go to the priests, who alone have the power to pronounce the men healed, who alone can readmit them to village life. On their way they discover that they have been healed from the leprosy. 

It is an unmerited gift, nothing they did to earn, simply a heavenly gift that just happens to them. We have a word for that: grace.

	Some twenty-five years ago a college friend and I decided to go in together on a 30’ sailboat which we would race down in Newport, Rhode Island, and when his youngest daughter, who is also my goddaughter, suggested that we name the boat Grace, it was a no-brainer. Over the years Grace has been an amazing gift to us, bringing the five of us who sail her together each week from May through late September. We race her, sure, but it is as much about getting together with good friends each week as it is about the competition.

	This summer I found myself afloat on Grace a lot. One special time was when I sailed her, with our son Camden, now 26 years old and living in far off Manhattan, the fifty miles from Newport to Edgartown, a voyage that took us two days: first, in a lovely early morning northerly flying down Narragansett Bay, past Castle Hill Rock and Beavertail, then out to Brenton Reef; but then the breeze went flat, and we floated for four hours in the dead calm, just talking and catching up with each other; when the breeze finally came up we beat up Buzzards Bay under darkened skies, guided only by an app on our cell phones, and found safe harbor in Padanarum. The next day, under clear skies and with a following breeze, we completed our voyage to the Vineyard.  Just my son and I, the wind, the waves, and Grace, sheer grace – it was magical.

	Some years ago Team Grace crossed the country to compete in the class’ national championship, where we squared off against sixteen top teams from around the country for four days of racing. The competition was fierce, the weather was California at its best, the sea-life was amazing – kelp beds, sea lions, harbor seals, sea otters, and in the middle of a race a whale surfaced right in the middle of the fleet. When we sailed back to our dock after the final race was concluded – a race in which we became national champions – we found docked next to us a fishing boat named – you cannot make this stuff up – Infinite Grace.

	Friends, we all know that life is hard. It is inescapable. There is illness, disease, injury, death; natural disasters and man-made ones, violence and war, poverty and racism, loneliness and alienation. Sometimes we can be so focused on these that we think that is all there is. And yet, there it is, if only we will look for it: infinite grace.

	There is the beauty and bounty of creation; there are friends; there is love; for some there are children, for some, grandchildren, for all, a chance for community; there is the gift of a church coming together as it works so hard to bring to the wider community a successful and joy-filled Rooster Crows Fair; there is the gift of this day, a day which was never promised to us, and yet whose dawn we have seen; there is hope, and there is the opportunity for healing.

	And yet how will we respond? In the account of the healing of the ten afflicted with leprosy, only one turns back to Jesus, praising God and giving thanks.

	And to him, and to him alone, Jesus says, “Your faith has made you well.”

	It was not the asking for the healing that had made him well, it was the gratitude that came in response. It was in the decision to respond to the grace that salvation comes.

 	It is as if in saying those two words, the ones our parents drummed into us from an early age – “Thank you” – that we lay claim to that grace, that we make it our own, that it becomes real for us.

Gratitude is more than mere politeness, more than rote words to be mumbled when things go our way. 
Gratitude is a daily decision. 
Gratitude is a way of life. 

Each day we are called to reorient our lives in gratitude for what God is doing.

	A friend told me that she was once advised to begin each day by giving thanks for three things. She has found that if she does this it is simply impossible to be overwhelmed by whatever comes her way; an attitude of gratitude seems to inoculate her against the temptation to let the events of the day, however adverse, get the best of her. 

Today I give thanks for the gift of health (can I get an amen?), thanks for the gift of serving this congregation as pastor (Can I get an amen?), thanks for the opportunity to partner with you in God’s mission for this church in its fifth century (again?); today I give thanks for the gift of Jesus Christ, for the life, ministry, death and resurrection of the One who came to save each and every one of us, not because we have done anything to merit it, not because we have passed some sort of faith test, but simply because God loves us with a love that will not let us go. Amen?

It is grace, sheer grace, infinite grace.

And because, as the advertisement goes, the best stories end with thanks, can I get a “Thank God”?

Let us stand and sing, as we are able, our thanks to God. My Life Flows on in Endless Song, #427 in the Green Hymnal.
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