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Chippey the parakeet never sees it coming.  One second he is peacefully perched in his cage.  The next he is sucked in, washed up, and blown over.

     The incident begins when Chippey's owner decides to clean the parakeet's cage with a vacuum cleaner.  She removes the attachment from the end of the hose and sticks it in the cage.  The telephone rings, and she turns to pick it up.  She has barely said hello when ... SOP ... Chippey gets sucked into the vacuum.  The bird owner gasps, puts down the telephone, turns off the vacuum, and opens the bag.  There is Chippey.  Still alive, but stunned.

Then, since the bird is covered with dust and soot, the woman grabs him and races to the bathroom, turns on the faucet, and holds Chippey under the running water.  Suddenly realizing that Chippey is soaked and shivering, she does what any compassionate bird owner would do: she reaches for the hair dryer, and blasts the pet with hot air.

     Poor Chippey never knows what hit him.

     A few days after the trauma, the reporter who initially writes about the event, contacts Chippey's owner to see how the bird is recovering.  ‘Well,’ the woman replies, ‘Chippey, who used to sing often, doesn't sing much anymore.  He just sits and stares.’
Life has a way of stealing the Divine song from our hearts.  One moment we can be enjoying life and the next we are sucked into an experience that has us gasping for air, and covered in dust and dirt.  Then, our experience begins to snowball leaving us stunned, hurt, and withdrawn.

In some ways, this can be a description for the cross.  It is our understanding of justice that leads us to live in fear.  It is the life’s successes that lead us to live with arrogance.  It is the insecure image we have of ourselves that leads us to belittle and condemn others before they can belittle and condemn us.  It is the lack of self-awareness and trust that leads us to deny our feelings, which are then directed forcefully toward others.  It is all of the events in our lives that steal the Divine song from our hearts.

Tonight, ironically, we reverence the cross.  As we approach the cross we are approaching all of the events in our lives that prevent us from singing the song of God in our hearts.  We are acknowledging that we are hurting, that we are angry, that we are fearful, that we are resentful.  We are saying that we don't want to live in the infinite and tangible love of God.  It is too frightening.  Rather, we prefer the familiar discomfort and hurtfulness of our own finite design.

As we acknowledge the many ways that life has failed us, leaving us with unfulfilled dreams, and longing for something that tangibly assures us that our lives have meaning, let us ask God to help us to be receptive of the gift that is always offered to us.  Let ask God to help us to be receptive in order to experience a song that can’t be contained; a song that we can’t sing, but is always sung within us.
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