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I Corinthians 15:35-49 

I would like to start this sermon today by announcing that I’m secure enough in my masculinity to admit that I enjoy watching “Dancing with the Stars.” This is a picture of two dancers from the current season, some bachelor whose name I can’t recall, and Chelsie Hightower. 

On the show, professional dancers teach more-or-less inexperienced stars how to dance, with elimination each week. For the most part, the participants are young, lithe, and beautiful, although they have had older participants such as Buzz Aldrin, the man famous for first stepping on the moon. 

But this isn’t the kind of heavenly bodies I’m talking about in this week’s sermon. 

This is a picture that was in the news this last week of the sun, taken in space by the Solar Dynamics Observatory. In it, the different temperatures of our nearest star are visible with the help of an ultraviolet camera. 

But this isn’t the kind of heavenly body I’m talking about in this week’s sermon. 

The new Christians at Corinth just couldn’t get their heads around the concept of the afterlife. Because they lived in a resurrection-challenged society, they couldn’t conceive how something material, the body, could ever be appropriate for life in God’s presence. 

In our age, we too struggle with this doctrine. Although we technically believe it, we cling to youth with all our might, even to the point of having ten million cosmetic surgeries per year, according to statistics just released by the American Medical Association. While many of these are useful and not necessarily vain, others seem to be a desperate attempt to erase all signs of aging. Here’s a picture of a smiling Joan Rivers; unfortunately, this is also a picture of a frowning, sad, and frightened Joan Rivers, as her face doesn’t really move! Maybe we have a little struggle with heavenly bodies as well. 

What happens to us after we die? Now that’s the kind of heavenly bodies I’m talking about. 

We, like the Corinthians, need to remember that God is the God of the living, not the dead. In this life, God grants us a body that is suitable for our environment. In the life to come, God does the same thing. 

For the Greek mind, the trouble was conceiving how anything material could be in God’s presence. After all, life in a body was an existence characterized by corruptibility, dishonor, and weakness. 

For us, it’s a kind of practical atheism. We claim we believe in life after death, but then we go to incredible measures to deny this belief in everything we do. 

Paul would call all of us “fools.” A fool, as the Bible defines it, isn’t a mentally slow person, but rather someone who leaves God out of the equation. Just look around, Paul urges, and see that everyday facts illustrate great spiritual truths. 

Take an acorn for instance. If you’d never seen an acorn on an oak tree, how would you ever suspect that one is related to the other? One is small and rather plain; the other is large and magnificent. 

And how does it happen? The acorn falls to the ground and seemingly that’s the end. But soon, the soil, warmth, minerals, and water begin to work a transformation. Soon the acorn literally rises out of the soil in a form that is appropriate for life above. 

So it is with us. We’re like a seed that is planted, but then begins interacting with God’s eternal grace, and new life bursts forth. And our life above is incorruptible, glorious, and powerful—in other words, it’s spent in a heavenly body that is appropriate for life above. The acorn becomes a mighty oak. 

In this life, we’re constantly surrounded by signs of death. Ever think what we call the dates on the carton of milk we buy—expiration dates. Are you like me, and will you desperately stand there and dig around for a date that is three days later than the carton at the front? In just such a fashion, we urgently attempt to fight our own encounter with our personal expiration date. 

Then there’s the body. Many a man notices that the longer he lives, the more hair disappears from where he wants it, and sprouts in places where it’s not wanted, such as the ears and nose. (My stepdaughter Rachel used to call these hairs I would get on my ears “Yoda hairs” after the wrinkled little creature on Star Wars.) And of course I’ve shared with you before that you know you’re getting older when what you see with, hear with, and chew with spends the night on the nightstand next to your bed! 

I also enjoy shows like “Dancing with the Stars” because they’re young, and so their bodies perfectly react to their wishes. As we age, that’s no longer possible, and it does hurt. They leap like a gazelle and it’s beautiful; I leap like a gazelle and I’m in traction! 

Getting older also gives us an opportunity to express grace to one another. My last trip to a war zone, I was 51 years old. When we traveled, we had to get on the military transport from the rear, after the cargo had been loaded, with “rucksacks” containing about 60 pounds of equipment. Plus there’s a hurricane strength wind blowing as those huge engines are warming up. I approached the four-foot step with great trepidation and a bit of sadness wondering how I would make it. I struggled a bit, and then I felt a push coming from behind, and saw a hand extended from the front, as Guardsmen helped the old Chaplain get into the plane. 

So the message of Paul is clear. One day we will be buried, but our God is a God of the living, not the dead. God’s grace will cause us to rise up in a state of incorruptibility and power. In the meantime, that same grace lives in our hearts, and helps us to carry each other so we all make it over the finish line. 

Tomorrow night, thanks to the wonder of television, I’ll be watching “Dancing with the Stars.” And someday, thanks to the wonder of God’s eternal grace, I’ll be “Dancing among the Stars”! 

Amen. 
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