Revelation 21

The New Jerusalem 

 1Then I saw a new heaven and a new earth, for the first heaven and the first earth had passed away, and there was no longer any sea. 2I saw the Holy City, the new Jerusalem, coming down out of heaven from God, prepared as a bride beautifully dressed for her husband. 3And I heard a loud voice from the throne saying, "Now the dwelling of God is with men, and he will live with them. They will be his people, and God himself will be with them and be their God. 4He will wipe every tear from their eyes. There will be no more death or mourning or crying or pain, for the old order of things has passed away." 

 5He who was seated on the throne said, "I am making everything new!" Then he said, "Write this down, for these words are trustworthy and true." 

 6He said to me: "It is done. I am the Alpha and the Omega, the Beginning and the End. To him who is thirsty I will give to drink without cost from the spring of the water of life.
AMEN.

I will tell u today a story. I will tell the story in I form, it will be the poets I. Some things will be autobiographical, some will not. Don’t think so much about me. Think about yourself…
I was sixteen and horny. … This IS autobiographical… ( As I hope that this was true for all us I invite u to say this sentence together: “I was sixteen and horny.” … Thx for coming out …. Have u ever heard a sermon beginning this way? … 5 words, but so true… 
I was called to become somebody. But I didn’t know WHO I should become. I was so unready. 

I always wanted to be like Marc. Marc was cool. He looked cool. The way how he walked – he seemed to know something what I still needed to discover. I felt: He was the keeper of all the secrets I was yearning for. Marc was never alone. Never so alone as I was. He always was surrounded by friends. A cool gang. I wanted also be cool. 

Marc was beautiful. Everything on his body seemed to be perfect. His chest was wonderful formed – fine muscles, shyly covered by firm skin, slightly browned by the sun - a Michelangelo boy. His friends were adorable like him. 

But I had pimples in my face. Many pimples. My dad used to say: “Nothing can deface a beautiful man!” And he meant me. But I was not beautiful – I had pimples. And I was 16 and horny and had pimples. I was a white paper. And I wanted to be written on. I was longing for salvation. I was longing for hands to touch me and to lead me into light. I wanted to have the fruit from the tree of cognition. I was yearning for the snake, who would seduce me with the sweet fruit. Do u remember the jungle book? Do u remember the snake Kaa and what she sings to Mowgli? I always wanted to follow the sweet voice, singing also to me “Trust in me, just in me. shut your eyes, trust in me…” If I would have the chance to darken the church yet and to let the screen coming down from the ceiling and the projector coming on – I would have shown u now this scene … Meg, did u hear that? ( Got the message? ( … 
Ok, where I have been? Right – I had pimples. It was a trauma. I felt like the Ugly Duckling. And the trauma popped up again for a second still 4 years ago - I tried to explain the deacons of First Congregational on Rockaway Beach that I would get even today pimples when I have stressful times. But my English was not good enough and I didn’t know the word Pimple. So I did what I still do sometimes, when I don’t know a word – I took the German word, tried to pronounce it English and added an “s” – sometimes it really works out… but in this case the German word for Pimple is “pickle” – I get pickles …” Never I will forget the deacons faces .. 

I was 16 and had pimples. I wanted to become who I was. I felt, that it was in me. But how to get it upended [ap-ended]? How should I give birth to something, which was not ready yet? I was looking for the releasing rain, for cleaning. I was a gold digger, standing with both feet until the thighs in the river - clearing the gold from the rubble. I was digging for my inmost, myself.  I was looking for my own Island. [Dudley starts]  ….
Nobody understood how I felt. I was alone under all these stars. The night became my best friend. In the night I was with myself. The universe came down to me, surrounded me, kept me, embraced me. The radio played the classical music program. I did know all night concerts. If u played me in these days some classical music – I was able to tell u immediately composer and title – Tchaikovsky, piano concerto No 2 – ask me today! Today I wouldn’t know, if Tchaikovsky wrote  piano concerts at all – Dudley – did he write some? … I had to look it up – he wrote 3…
I was Emil Sinclair. I was yearning for Demian. For Demian, who would lead me into this dark-sweet forbidden world. Starbucks has now dark cherry mocha. Dark and sweet. The same temptation. Dark and sweet. … I was pure. I was spiritual. But I wanted to be Baal. I was catholic. But everything in me was yearning for protestant freedom. I didn’t know what this would be. I certainly was much too immature. I was thirsty and afraid at the same time to take the cup. I fled back under my mum’s skirt. 
I started to wear cowboy boots. Not the cool ones. Booties. Do u remember them? Maybe like this … I looked stupid. I still remember – they were brown. I found them in the basement. My Mom had stored shoe polish in it. They were the only extraordinary clothing we had at home. We never had much money. But these booties were the only way to break out. .. I was searching for my island…
I wrote poems. Argued intellectually, became political. The thing in the crutch did everything, except for staying calm… But in truth I wanted to get the answer to the question of all questions: Why? For what? What was the purpose of my being? I was yearning for salvation. For real salvation we always need somebody else. We never can release ourselves. … Whenever I saw a river my body and spirit spoke together and in unison their OM.  I sang it. In all variartions. I wanted to be one with the OM. 
Through all this pain – in all my becoming I heard a melody, heard this voice. I don’t know from where. But somewhere in my stomach. This voice drove me forward. And the voice sang. It was the song of live, MY life… MY life….:

One morning it will be clear, with the fish you will emerge - and the light is there - and finally you will see the land - and then you feel already ground and the drift carries you on and the last wave flush’s you on the strand

 

you will stand there - shaking and wobbling - your feet will search for  hold and the angst will tells you it could be quicksand - but still a few steps yet and then you return home - there will be an island 

 

and your own breath will carry you - and will take your hand

in spite of the weakness - in spite of the voices, in spite of all pain

-- and you will stumble just further - and then you’ll fall in the sand

you will be saved, you will exist, u are alone - and in the evening you’ll see magic birds above the rain forest - you feel again the angst 

to get lost but it doesn’t retain you anymore - you get into it

-- there will be an island - in the morning, when you wake up

a heavy rain will fall - which will wash and redeem you

and liberate you - from the slogans and the stitches

your mistakes and pain - and you know now, this is your life time

and a last time you will turn back to the surf – u will see towards the horizon - and then you will go and will be somebody else - you don’t have more than yourself and you will rejoice - there will an island be. 
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