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Graduation Eucharist, June 15, 2016 at St. Laurence Coquitlam 
Preacher – The Reverend Andrew Wilhelm-Boyles  
 
It’s that time of year: the time when some of us, and grads in particular, start 
wondering what’s next?  It’s a time of both joy and sadness: joy (or maybe it’s just 
sheer relief) that we’ve made it through a tough process along with friends and 
colleagues, and sadness that we won’t be seeing some of them again regularly one 
night a week.  The bonds forged in EfM are strong. There is great comfort in the trust 
and acceptance we find there and, of course, there is often a desire to prolong that 
experience. In my time I wasn’t alone in feeling that way so several of us agreed that 
we’d keep in touch and get together regularly for discussion and support; and so we 
did…for awhile.  But then life intervened and, for most of us, other relationships, 
ministries and callings asserted themselves. And you know what; I think that’s the 
way it’s meant to be.  I don’t think we’re meant to hang together forever.  I think 
maybe we’re supposed to spread ourselves a bit thinner than that, like seeds 
scattered and sown. 
 

We are followers of the Way of Jesus Christ who have made a huge commitment to 
gaining deeper understanding of that Way.  We are well educated in the theologies, 
history, doctrines, dogma and practices of our church.  We are equipped with a level 
of knowledge that enables us to discuss our faith in informed and nuanced ways.  
 

We have spent serious time, together and alone, in prayer, reflection, worship, 
discussion and discernment of gifts, all for the purpose of….what?  Two things in 
particular come to mind that are complementary: assuming thoughtful, caring 
leadership within the community of faith; and engaging in meaningful dialogue with 
and service to the world outside our walls. Surely EfM is not only to prepare us for a 
lifetime of comfort within a group of supportive like-minded people. Surely it’s to 
prepare us to move out and move forward; because very little happens in the 
comfort of comfort. Comfort tends to beget more comfort for the comfortable. 
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After all, as the Biblical record tells their stories, Abram didn’t become Abraham in 
the comfort of his birthplace; Jacob didn’t become Israel in the comfort of his tent; 
and Jesus didn’t become Christ in the comfort of his village in Galilee.  All of them 
had to step out in faith, explore uncharted territory, and wrestle with forces within 
them, and in the world of their experience….and in the wrestling, each brought to 
the world a new way of being in the world. 
   

So, what about us?  What’s next for us, whether we are now graduates or just one 
year into our process, or wondering if we should take the plunge in September? 
What are the challenges, within us and beyond, with which we wrestle?  In his 
prayer, Salvation Oracles, the Old Testament scholar Walter Brueggeman names 
several of them: “There is a long list of threats around us: terror, cancer, falling 
markets, killing, others unlike us in all their variety, loneliness, shame, death – the 
list goes on and we know it well. And in the midst of threat of every kind….You 
speak among us the one word that could matter: ‘Do not fear’”.   
 
We are among the most privileged people who have ever walked this planet and, 
compared with billions of others around the world, we have little to fear.  On the 
other hand we do not always take seriously enough the things that truly do threaten 
all of us, at home and abroad – and, unlike all those other billions, we have the 
freedom and capacity to act for change.  
 

In her book This Changes Everything, Naomi Klein challenges most of what we have 
believed about ourselves, and our relationship with the rest of creation, since the 
Industrial Revolution. She refers to us as selfish, greedy and short-sighted, and we 
could likely add a few more unflattering descriptors.  Biologists long ago told us that 
we are the only species on Earth whose disappearance would enhance the lives of 
all others and diminish the lives of none.  That’s quite an indictment. 
And yet, despite the evidence of our eyes – and Naomi Klein’s persuasive writing – 
I’ve come to believe that we are, individually and collectively, both less – and more – 
than we think we are.  The less is pretty evident – we see it in the media every day: 
human beings creating or contributing to mayhem. It’s sensational, dramatic and 
some find it fascinating, so we see and hear about it a lot: it’s what fuels the media. It 
makes one weep; and so it should. But there is the more, and it’s typically less 
dramatic – often relegated to the very end of a television newscast – it’s known in 
the business as “the kicker”. Frequently it’s a heartwarming story of some good 
deed, often featuring a child. It is, I suppose, meant to send us to bed happy and 
content after all the carnage.  
 
But despite its low priority in the media, the truth is that every day – always and 
everywhere – good people (and they’re by far the majority) are performing acts of 
kindness, both random and intentional: acts of extraordinary courage, compassion, 
generosity and love, often in the midst of terrible privation, degradation and 
tragedy. Many, likely all in this room, are involved in some way in the effort to bring 
refugees to our communities, and I am one Canadian who is pleased that our leaders 
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finally responded with some urgency to the great need, and proud that Canadians 
have responded in generosity.  
 
But amid the pride there’s a need for a measure of humility as well. I am haunted by 
the stories of ordinary Syrian people, still in Syria, who risk their lives transporting 
refugees through hostile territory to bring them to some version of safety – and then 
go back and do it all over again the next day…and the next…and the next.  We do 
what we can: it’s a matter of scale. 
 
So what is it that drives people to do the good and sometimes dangerous stuff, often 
against their better judgment: there’s rarely any profit or advancement in it?  Well, I 
believe it’s a deeply-felt but not always fully understood sense – conscious or 
unconscious – that we are powered by the Breath of God.  
 
We know a bit about that, because we first encountered it in the earliest weeks of 
our EfM studies. We know that in the Biblical stories “breath” is the way the Hebrew 
people conceived or imagined that God achieved God’s great purpose – the act of 
creation.  God breathed life into dust and here we are. And that act of creation didn’t 
happen just once in time or in someone’s imagination; it was continuous and 
eternal. In Ezekiel God breathes life into the dry bones and renews a people; in the 
Gospel, God in Christ breathes upon the stricken followers and renews their faith 
and resolve – restores their lives, in fact. 
Although the same Hebrew word can also be translated as “air”, breath is different 
from air. Air is what allows us to exist; breath is what enables us to LIVE.  Breath is 
air with purpose; and that purpose continues in and through us, and all creation.  
God’s declaration in Exodus, “I am that I am” (3:14), is an assertion of endless being. 
And I believe that, by the very act of recognition and acknowledgment of a Creator 
who continues to create, we become complicit in the process of creation; we become 
part of its very life-force; we become, indeed, co-creators with God. And that’s a 
staggering thought, is it not? 
 
We’re a conundrum, we humans: we’re a paradox that can be seen in our use of the 
word “breath”.  On the one hand we talk, as Paul did, about breathing out 
threatenings (and carrying out the threats, as he once did); and on the other we talk 
about breathing LIFE into things – into ideas, for instance, and – sometimes – into 
real people who are already technically dead. Artists have known this and said it 
throughout the centuries. We know better than many that the artists who left us the 
Bible (and they were artists: writers, poets, musicians, dancers and story-tellers) 
made clear the paradoxical nature – the less and the more – of humankind. And 
since then other artists we think of as purely secular and sometimes profane, have 
identified the more of human nature: Shakespeare in the 17th Century, “We are such 
stuff as dreams are made on”; Oscar Wilde in the 19th Century, “We are all lying in 
the gutter, but some of us are looking at the stars”; and Joni Mitchell in our own 
time, “We are stardust, we are golden, and we’ve got to get ourselves back to the 
garden”. 
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We – not just EfMers – all of us, all the baptized – are indeed all of that and more, but 
too often we sell ourselves short and fail to realize our vast potential. We are a 
means through which the breath of God touches creation; through which the act of 
creation itself is carried on on God’s behalf; and through which a new world may yet 
be realized. The artist, Judy Chicago, expresses it most eloquently in her prayer-
poem based on her reading of the Hebrew Scriptures: “And then all that has divided 
us will merge. And then compassion will be wedded to power. And then softness will 
come to a world that is harsh and unkind. And then both men and women will be 
gentle. And then both women and men will be strong. And then no person will be 
subject to another’s will. And then all will be rich and free and varied. And then the 
greed of some will give way to the needs of many. And then all will share equally in 
the earth’s abundance. And then all will care for the sick and the weak and the old. 
And then all will nourish the young. And then all will cherish life’s creatures. And 
then all will live in harmony with each other and the earth. And then everywhere 
will be called Eden once again”.  But not unless we all work hard at it, and with the 
greatest urgency.   
 
So what’s next for us? No one can answer that; the answer is different for each of us. 
But I’d like to suggest that whatever it is, it might have something to do with 
venturing beyond the safety of our comfort zones, and being ever more fully and 
authentically present in the world of God’s creation, breathing new life into the 
meaning of Community, Dignity, Hospitality, Justice, Mercy, Love and Compassion – 
because the world God loves cries out for it.  
 
We are, indeed, stardust – we are golden.  But, much more than that, we are breath 
of God.  And we’ve got to get ourselves back to the garden: not the Eden of old – 
there’s no going back there – but a new garden of our creation – with God’s help.   

Amen 

 


