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Reading: Psalm 139 

Hymns:  

“Create in Me” performed by The Acapella Company (https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=noUeQQ64Q1I)  

“Here I Am, Lord” 

During the children’s sermon this past Sunday, Pastor Joe encouraged us to look around at our 

homes to see what representations of the cross we live with.  This is not difficult for me, because 

in the entrance hall of my apartment you will find a series of four 

crosses. These are just photographs of the original artwork, which 

was painted or drawn by my dad, and which I have lived with for 

most of my life.  Tonight, I want to share two of these one of 

which you might remember seeing before.  It was included in the 

series of crucifixions that we had hanging on the walls at the 

chapel for our Lenten series “Crosswalks” two years ago. 

I thought it would be helpful to share the first image with you 

because it invites us into the theme that I want to speak about 

tonight: namely the “insistence of God.”  I’ve borrowed this 

phrase from a Roman Catholic philosopher-theologian who I’ve 

come to greatly appreciate in the last few years, John Caputo.  To 

try to summarize without 

getting too complicated, this is 

the idea that, although God transcends this created world, God 

longs to be in meaningful relationship with us human beings 

and continually extends an invitation into partnership.  In order 

for this to be a healthy relationship, God must wait for our 

response to that invitation. And so, God waits and watches, 

sometimes nudges, sometimes pushes hard for our attention.  

Much of the time, our awareness of this insistence is 

experienced through other people.  And so, I share with you 

the second cross.  This is made of photographs that my dad 

took when he worked in a brickyard as a young man to support 

his young family and go to college.  My mom arranged these 

photographs into the cross form, which became an important 

motif for my dad’s artwork.  Think about this: God is made 



“Responding to the Insistence of God” 

  P a g e  | 2 

visible to the world through the people of the cross: insisting on relationship through our fellow 

humans.  The question is, will we respond? 

My response to this nudging and pushing has taken me in directions that are not always expected 

and almost always result in my finding myself at odds with or on the margins of the dominant 

cultural trends.  When I was in my early twenties going to college, I was wanted to study religion 

through literature. Out of what might be called habit, I thought that this would focus on 

Christianity, but there was a deep disquiet for me in this.  At a “gut” level, I intuited that 

Americans spend way too much time studying themselves and by, extension, Christianity – 

something I’ve since learned is not very accurate -- and no way near enough time learning about 

other religious traditions.  By the work of the Holy Spirit, I found myself drawn to the Hindu 

tradition and its radically and riotously fabulous story traditions.  Imagine, if you will, the day 

that I had to go to my dad, a Lutheran pastor, to tell him that I was going to spend my academic 

career studying Hinduism.  There wasn’t a little trepidation in that!  His response: “Excellent!  

You can come talk to my congregation.”  That permission bestowed launched me into what is 

now a 33-year engagement with this vibrant, colorful, complex tradition. It took me about 18 of 

those years before I felt I could speak about how the Hindu tradition informs my own self-

understanding as a Christian from the pulpit. 

Along the way, as I became increasingly capable of articulating Hindu ideas, I had more and 

more people ask me whether I was Hindu.  To which I would reply, “No. I understand myself to 

be a Christian strongly grounded in the Lutheran tradition.”  To be honest, this question has 

always confused me. Am I required to belong to the communities or traditions that I wish to 

learn about and from? Is it so strange that I would want to spend time learning about those who 

are different? For me, my study of the Hindu tradition has been rooted in my response to the 

insistence of God: God’s invitation to engage those who are different and to learn about and from 

my “neighbor.” 

I came to Fargo to carry on this work professionally as a teacher at Concordia.  I found it 

necessary to begin the work of trying to articulate for myself just why I see that my study of the 

Hindu tradition is rooted in my life of faith.  I’m far less practiced at being able to articulate this, 

but let me give an attempt. 

First, my engagement of with the many, many Hindu deities and their complex stories has taught 

me the importance of story for inviting us into relationship with the divine and with each other.  

Hindu stories are filled with deities who engage in a whole range of activities that are 

recognizably human, though at times on a larger scale as befitting their divinity.  Through this, I 

came to understand first of all how the whole range of the emotional life is opened up as a way to 

engage the God.  Sure, we can talk about love, kindness, compassion.  Why can’t laughter, 

anger, confusion, even sexual intimacy be a means to respond to the insistence of God?  If God 

invites me into relationship, then, if I’m going to be authentically myself, that means that my 

relationship with God will be rooted in the complexity of my entire emotional experiences.  

When we as Christians read the whole Bible, that is both Testaments, it doesn’t take very long to 

discover an abundance of emotions across the entire spectrum. 

That question of authenticity is also something that I have come to examine and appreciate much 

more fully both from engage Hindu theology, and, now, through my study of Luther’s Theology 

of the Cross, that we hear Pastor Joe speak about.  What does it mean for me to be authentically 

human?  Certainly, it is not to be omniscient, omnipotent or omnipresent.  I don’t have the 6, 8, 
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1000 arms that Hindu deities are often shown having.  Sure, there are times that I wish I could 

have all those arms, especially when I’ve overcommitted and have a week when the demands on 

me come together all at once.  But, in learning from the Hindu tradition, I have come to call into 

question more fully the impulse that I have to “try to do it all.”  

I am not multi-armed, so why do I try to be omnipotent? 

Which means that, contrary to my cultural upbringing, 

especially as a woman, I must learn to hand over things to 

others, to say “no”, to turn to my neighbors for aid, to trust in 

others.  And, above all, to let God do those things that belong 

to God. 

Nor am I multi-headed, so why do I try to be omniscient? How 

can I possibly embrace the claims that I so often hear my 

fellow Christians lay claim to: the superiority or exclusivity of 

Christianity as a way to relate to God; that I can “love the 

LGBTQ+ person” but must “hate the sin of same-sex 

intercourse;” that to be white is, by definition to be privileged; 

you get the idea. I am human! Again, from the Hindu tradition: 

this created world constitutes ¼ of the totality of all of reality, 

and we can come to know only a small fraction of that.  So, who am I to judge the determine 

whether someone else’s relationship is “right” or not?  As Paul reminds us, it is not our place to 

judge others when we cannot even handle ourselves.  That is the province of God and God alone.  

But, isn’t that the hard part?  Isn’t it easier, rather than to trust in others, to control it all myself?  

As if I could!  I must confess, this is definitely an area that is a “work in progress” one for me: to 

let go of control, responsibility, and trust in God and in others! 

And, yes, God insists. God pushes and pulls and guides and directs me into directions that I 

might not otherwise consider going. Little did I imagine four years ago that, I would become 

involved with an oral history project whose purpose is to collect, record and make available the 

stories of the LGBTQ+ community.  How is this related to my study of the Hindu tradition?  You 

might be surprised to learn that I actually find a direct line from one to the next.  By working to 

preserve these stories and make them available to the world, I must first get out of the way and 

let their voices be heard.  This is about promoting human dignity and authenticity of a group of 

people that know first hand the harm that results when human beings forget their creatureliness. 

Which brings me to circle around back to my dad’s painting and something else that I have 

learned from the Hindu tradition.  Why eyes on the painting? The Hindu tradition would say that 

the eyes are the means by which there is direct engagement between the divine and the human.  

As the “windows to the soul,” that God-likeness that is found within us reaches out to the God-

likeness in God, and they recognize one another.  This is called darshan, the mutual exchange of 

seeing each other, which is the central act of worship. Right before our lockdown started, you 

might remember Barbara Eiden introducing us to the namaste gesture.  We greet one another 

with palms together and say, “Namas Te,” “Homage to you (familiar).” In darshan, humans say 

the same thing to God: “Homage to You,” or as a more elaborate explanation out there, “My soul 

extends homage to your soul.” 

In what has become one of my absolutely favorite psalms, the psalmist speaks of the omniscient 

and omnipresent God who has been present to me from the moment of my creation in my 
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mother’s womb and through every moment of my life.  Waiting, guiding, pushing, pulling, 

insisting…all along wondering just how will I respond next.  To be honest, at times, my 

experience of this can be rather overwhelming.  I know in the very depths of my bones that God 

loves me. But when I open myself to that love, it overwhelms, and I have to have an outlet. 

People tell me I’m passionate; I respond, it’s not my passion.  That is the “spill over” of God’s 

love for and presence in the world.  Perhaps that sounds arrogant, but I really do feel that the 

work that I do is that of God insisting on being involved in this world that God so loves.  Are we 

ready to respond to God’s insistence? 

  

 

 

 


