
Ascension Sunday/Seventh Sunday of Easter/Mother's Day/May 8, 2016
Ephesians 1:15-23; John 17:20-26;
Rev. Joel M. Krueger
"You in Me and I in You" or "Trying to Fill My Father's Shoes"

Many of you know, that my father recently died.  He passed away on Wednesday, April
20th.  The Monday before that, we received a call around 5:30 am.  It was my sister telling me
that Dad had fallen and had shattered his left hip.  He was in a lot of pain.  

Kate and I had a funeral to do that day in Ellsworth and so we did that.  She planned and
led the service and I got to sing.  I was thinking a lot of my Dad that morning, not only because
of his fall but because singing at funerals was something he had done many times throughout his
life and I felt a kinship to him, doing that, that morning.

When we got back to Belfast, we packed as quickly as we could and hit the road.  We
figured by the time we ordered airplane tickets, most likely for the next day, with multiple stops
and likely a late arrival in Milwaukee, we would make just about as good time driving there to
Wisconsin.  We would stay the first night in Connecticut with Kate's Mom and then get through
to the west side of Ohio the second night and make it to my Dad's home in Fond du Lac,
sometime on Wednesday.  And we made really good time, miraculously flying through Chicago,
and getting to see Dad just after noon.  

He was pretty drugged up by then, lying in bed, in a position that seemed to be fairly
comfortable for him, his eyes shut, like he was sleeping.  But we were aware that he could hear
us and that he knew Kate and I were present with him.  Both of my brothers, Steve and Scott
were there, my niece Jodi, as well as my sister Crick (Christine) who had been caring for him the
year and a half since he moved into that wonderful assisted care facility in Fond du Lac, called
"Woodlands Senior Park."  

So we were able to spend the day with him and the family.  That evening, one of my
cousins and 3 daughters of a couple of her brothers, came over to sing for Dad.  You have to
understand that singing is a big thing in our family.  Dad grew up in a family of 11 kids, 6 boys
and 5 girls, and all of them sang, along with Grandma and Grandpa Krueger.  Grandma also
played both piano and was the church organist as well.  The Singing Kruegers!  Well all of that
singing got passed on to the next generation, mine, and I was so proud to see that the gift was
passed on to the next generation as well, as those 4 young women sang with such grace and
harmony that Dad must have thought they were angels and that he was already in heaven.  A true
gift and we could tell that he was hearing and enjoying every minute of it.

That night, about 20 minutes after everyone left, Dad died.  Kate and I being there with
him, along with one of the hospice care givers.  It was quiet, and he knew everyone except us
had gone and he was able to finally let go.  Kate and I had also been with my Mom when she
passed back in 2003, and so it seemed fitting that we should be the ones to be with Dad at this
time, as well.

So, as we prepared for his funeral, I realized I had forgotten to pack my dress clothes.  I
had brought a good shirt but that was it.  So I bought some new dress slacks but decided to see
what of Dad's would fit me.  There was a tie I could use, and his suit coat wasn't really too much



bigger than what I normally wear.  And we found in his closet a pair of new shoes.  Now Dad
wore a size 10-1/2, a full size bigger than what I wear.  But I stuffed the toes with cotton balls
and put them on.  They would work.  And I felt somehow connected, close to Dad, wearing some
of his clothes, trying to fit into his shoes.  Oh yes, and then we also found his hearing aids.  Mine
had been making a lot of crackling noise and so I tried one of his.  And surprisingly, it fit!  And
worked!  So, as Kate would say, not only did Dad dress me that day, he also was hearing for me!

At the funeral, I got to tell Dad's story.  Of course I went on for too long but there were
so many good things to tell!  I realized that no one could ever fill my Dad's shoes.  No one could
ever be Fritz Krueger, except my Dad.  He had a wonderful life, long and full and a life he so
greatly appreciated and gave God thanks for.  And though I share many characteristics with him,
some physical resemblances, our whistling, our enjoyment of eating, the thing that I felt that day,
the thing that really connected me with him right then and there, was his LOVE for singing.  As
I sang the hymns that day, I remembered how Dad used to smile when he sang, and as I did, I
found I was smiling too, and I felt like I was singing as well as I have ever sung, I felt like he
was somehow singing through me.  It was really neat!  

In our gospel, John has Jesus giving what is called his "farewell discourse" to the
apostles.  Our passage for today is the end of a long, rambling section in John's gospel that
stretches from chapter 14 all the way through 17.  Four long chapters where Jesus goes on and
on about various things, some of which may sound familiar:  "Let not your hearts be troubled,
believe in God, believe also in me."; "If you love me you will keep my commandments and I will
pray the Father, and he will give you another counselor, the Spirit of Truth"; "Peace I leave with
you, my peace I give to you…"; "I am the vine, you are the branches"; "As the Father has loved
me, so have I loved you, abide in my love."; "This is my commandment, that you love one
another as I have loved you."; "A little while and you will see my no more, again a little while,
and you will see me."  Much of it seems a bit convoluted and difficult to understand.

But then he comes to this part here, where he is praying to God, and says, "As you
Father, are in me and I am in you, may they also be in us, so that the world may believe that you
have sent me.  The glory that you have given me I have given them, so that they may be one, as
we are one.  I in them and you in me, that they may become completely one, so that the world
may know that you have sent me and have loved them even as you have loved me."  

John  has put these words in Jesus' mouth to try and describe the unity, the oneness, that
he has experienced in Christ, in knowing Jesus' Spirit in him, recognizing that it is the same
Spirit that Jesus shared with God.  John would never be Jesus, only Jesus could be who he was,
but John shared a deep and profound connection with Jesus, and it changed him, it filled him, it
made him a richer, fuller, broader, human being.  It helped him to become the person he was
made to be, the one person that only he, John, could be, and no one else could ever be.  

And the essence of that connection that he shared with Jesus, and with God, and with all
the other apostles there on that night, and which would be passed on to all who come to follow in
the way of Christ, is simply, LOVE.  It is the LOVE of God which calls to us, which pulls at
our heartstrings, which draws us out to be the persons that we have been gifted to be.  It is the
LOVE of God which we need to take in, and then give out.  Like breathing, breathing it in, and
breathing it out.  So that we share it with one another, drawing it in from each other, and sharing
it out again with one another.



In the past 6 months, as my Dad's health worsened, one thing he said to me often during
our phone conversations, when I asked him how he was doing, he would say, "Well, you have to
take what the good Lord gives you, and just do the best you can with it."  I think it was just his
way of saying that while perhaps he wasn't able to do what he used to be able to do, he would do
as much and continue to bring as much good as he could, into the world, to those around him,
and to appreciate it all, whether it seemed great or small, to be thankful for all of it.

A quote has been in my mind all week as I have been thinking about this.  John Wesley
once said, "Do all the good you can. By all the means you can. In all the ways you can. In all
the places you can. At all the times you can. To all the people you can. As long as ever you
can."  As a good Methodist, I think Dad seemed to live the spirit of those words.  And, I think in
some respects, that is our true calling, to do good.  But we can only do that, if we truly become
the unique, individual, specially gifted persons, that God has made us to be.  And we can only
become that by sharing in, and passing on, the LOVE that we know in God.

Yesterday, we had a wonderful meeting of our Sunrise Association.  At one point we had
a panel of folks talking about the path to ministry.  One of them, speaking about the Maine
School of Ministry, spoke about her hunger for knowledge and how that hunger has been filled
through some of the courses MESOM has offered.  But she said, it not only filled the hunger, but
then made her even more hungry, more desirous to learn more.  She was finding a depth and
richness to what makes her who she is, and it is fueled by being with others who share in her
hunger and thirst for knowledge and spiritual growth.  She has experienced a oneness with those
she has met with and who have shared in that hunger for knowledge and learning.

Then, after that, Jane Grant had a bunch of us making pies.  Young ones as well as older
ones.  And as I watched elders teaching children, as I got to show little Eddie and James how to
put chairs and tables away and saw the delight and pride in their faces in learning to do a grown-
up kind of thing, as I saw others who cooked and prepared a meal for the gathered association,
doing the things they are so amazingly good at, (that food, as always was just delicious!!!), as I
saw each one sharing the gifts that they have been blessed with, I saw glimpses of that shared
being one with each other which Jesus spoke of.  Saw hints of the oneness known in the LOVE
that we all share.

I have been blessed to have a father like my Dad.  I've been blessed to receive from him
the gift of a LOVE for song and for singing and to know the deep connection that we share in
that gift.  One gift that is part of each of our unique identities that have made us who we are.  But
at the heart of all of that, is something we all share.  Something which brings out and inspires
our own unique identities, but which also binds us together and makes us one in Spirit. 
Something which connects us and makes us one, right here at First Church.  Something which is
able to open us to be in relationship, to be in communion, with all people around this big, wide
earth.  To be one in Christ, one in God, and one in each other.  
What makes us one, is the LOVE of God.  Amen.


