
Sermon- Sept. 17, 2017 
First Covenant/Minn  

What is truth? 
 

-- Driving Micah back to school. That is when you hear the truth, right? The long car ride. 
 
-- We went to Das Dutchman Essenhaus, and I pulled out this text and we looked at it. 
 -- Hear the inflection in Pilate’s voice 
  -- wondering, not dismissive 
  -- Sainthood 
 -- Each part of it, not just the end, is about truth. In fact, answer is before the 
  question, not after it 
 -- starts with an untruth 
 -- then a tautology 
 -- etc. 
 
-- Truth, factual truth, is of God’s kingdom not ours. 
 -- We know this inherently (when I die I will find out about...) 
 -- 1 Cor. 13 (through a glass darkly) 
 -- Emily Dickinson: I shall know why, when time is over” 
 
But isn’t there truth here? Scientific truth? 
 -- There is 
  -- things we know 
  -- things we can see: There Dan is 
  -- but scientists often talk about probability, not truth 
   -- ie, human activity is very likely a primary cause of climate change 
 
 -- Micah on quarks 
  -- quantum tunneling 
  -- quantum entanglement 
  -- quantum teleportation 
 
The problems with certainty 
 -- Those certain of what God thinks 
  -- judgment of others 
 
 -- Those certain of what they know 
  -- in court/DNA 
 
 -- Certainty in global warming 
  -- If you think it is possible humans cause it, you will be for change because 
   the outcome is so catastrophic 
  -- Only if you are certain that human’s DON’T cause it will you rationally be 
   against addressing the problem 
 



-- Our deepest truths are an entanglement: what we see, what we are told, what we feel 
 
-- Jesus taught in parables; no one thought that the good Samaritan was literal 
 -- Yet, it contained truth 
 -- The truth Jesus promised 
 -- Truth embedded in love 
  -- Micah quoted the two great commandments 
 
-- Love is the answer to every question a Christian is asked, even “what is truth” 
 -- my dad paints what is “truer than true” 
  -- he loves the people he paints 
 
-- How do we remember the people we love? 
 -- love smooths the edges 
 -- My grandmother and the clothes 
 
So we drove to Scranton. And then into the hills of Pennsylvania, the place where both sides of 
his family came from: the Lewises and the Oslers and the Websters.  
 
I wanted to know a truth. “How were you bullied in school as a kid? What happened?”  
 
And he told me. There it was. 
 
This accomplished kid, by any parent’s standard, going to his senior year at Yale, having just 
sold his fifth piece to the New Yorker. Telling me the truth, truer than true. Painful, hard, 
beautiful. 
 
And it was of God. And it was of love. And it was of us. 
 
Let us pray. 


