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2 Corinthians 5: 17-20 

17 So if anyone is in Christ, there is a new creation: everything old has passed away; see, 

everything has become new! 18 All this is from God, who reconciled us to himself through Christ, 

and has given us the ministry of reconciliation; 19 that is, in Christ God was reconciling the world 

to himself, not counting their trespasses against them, and entrusting the message of 

reconciliation to us. 20 So we are ambassadors for Christ, since God is making his appeal through 

us; we entreat you on behalf of Christ, be reconciled to God. 
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May 21, 2017 

“That’s Just the Way it Isn’t” 

Intro: In the movie Hidden Figures, we watch a story about three African-American women who 

work for NASA during the peak of space exploration program. Three women, who graduated 

top of their class, offering the gifts of their minds to help the U.S.A. win the race to the moon. 

Except…their skin is the wrong color. Supervisors overlook them for job promotions. Every time 

they start to get ahead there is another loop hole to hold them back. In one scene, we watch as 

one of them scurries a few blocks across campus to use the “colored” bathroom—no restroom 

for a Person of Color on the privileged side of the building. The heartbreak, however, was the 

refrain the Women of Color kept repeating after every act of discrimination. Threaded 

throughout the story was their response: “That’s just the way it is.” 

Move 1: We’ve heard the response before. The phrase is still threaded throughout our 

collective story. “That’s just the way it is.” Same old scenario. Same old world. For an entire 

year, we strolled down the hallway, headed into the Fellowship Hall after worship for a snack, 

passing the articles collaged across the “Race Wall.” The headlines jumping out at us, littering 

the walkway with institutionalized sin. As the wall grew over the year, it may have become like 

wallpaper, hardly noticeable to us anymore. Because, “That’s just the way it is.” Or remember a 

few decades ago we packed our kids into yellow school buses, shuttling them back and forth 

across Highway 52 in an attempt to desegregate the schools. But it was like throwing a 

boomerang into a headwind and the effort snapped back to “normal.” It was a valiant attempt, 

but, “That’s just the way it is…” A Harvard study showed the average net worth of a Black 

household is $6,000. While an average net worth of a white family is $110,000. That’s a gap. 

Perhaps dividing ourselves according to race or ethnicity or class has been as involuntary as our 

breathing.  And after breathing in the air of injustice time and time again, we hear the numbing 

exhale with the apathetic response: “That’s just the way it is.” Same old statistics. Same old 

story. 
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Move 2: Except anyone in Christ belongs to a reconciled new creation. God will not allow our 

broken patterns to become the norm. God sends Jesus who strolls onto the scene preaching a 

New Social Order, where the last are first and the first are last. He heals the sick restoring them 

back to their communities. He hammers hard on systems of oppression, especially those who 

excluded others in the name of God. Jesus gets a reputation for offending the nice religious 

folks. Becomes a tick that burrows under the empire’s skin. So they hung the carpenter on a 

few 2 X 4’s and called it a day. Except God refuses to allow our destructive pattern to have the 

final word: so, God liberates Jesus from the cage of death and in the process, somehow opens 

up a lasting freedom for us all. No more separation between us and God. No more division 

between ourselves and each other. Reconciliation is God’s dream for us—always has been. It 

was what got Jesus out of bed in the morning. The same old, same old has been nailed to the 

cross and through the womb of the tomb a new creation was born. Anyone! Anyone! Anyone in 

Christ belongs to a new creation!  

Move 3: Well, did you notice who is responsible for sharing the good news? Hint: it’s not the 

preacher. At least it’s not only the preacher. We are all ambassadors of reconciliation’s urgent 

news. In the ancient world, an ambassador was more than a representative. She or he would 

memorize a message word for word, including intonations, and then, like human tape 

recorders, would deliver the news to another monarch. They would step over boundaries into 

unfamiliar territory, embodying the memo. The problem for many of us, of course, is it is easier 

to keep silent or stay put. Maybe it’s because the word “evangelism” gives us indigestion. Or 

perhaps we’re weary of dialogue around reconciliation. Maybe we chose being Presbyterian 

because we aren’t exactly the most talkative bunch! But peel back the word “ambassador” and 

find the Greek word, Presbeos, which means “one who is sent.” Presbeos are sent out people, 

entrusted with God’s good news of a new creation. Sent out as ambassadors to do the tough, 

tiring work of sharing reconciliation’s urgent message with the world. 

Move 4: But now let’s face the deeper problem: the system of white supremacy works to my 

advantage. It’s not in my best interest to challenge it. I don’t have to wake up thinking about 

my whiteness. Don’t have to have a conversation with my kids about what it means to be 

“white in America.” We who are white have choices others don’t have. I remember when I was 

a kid living in a lower-middle class suburb of Chicago. The gangs started filtering in—even 

remember watching a knife fight from my kitchen window. The “Have You Seen Me?” flyers 

with headshots of missing persons began appearing on the telephone poles. As a response, my 

parents put the house on the market, packed up the U-Haul and moved the family to a safer 

area. We had the privilege of having a choice to leave and we took it. Then there is the issue of 

generational wealth. Chances are that real estate or stock options will be—or have been—

bequeathed to us who are white. It is extremely unlikely for someone Black or Brown to pass on 

generational wealth. I could list the privileges that I have, and yet, have refused to give up. But 
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the list would touch every aspect of my life. I have had access and opportunity for no other 

reason than the skin I was born into. It is the deeper problem when it comes to reconciliation. 

The system works for us white folks. It is all too easy to not want to challenge it. 

Move 5: So friends, we have work to do. If the church is not willing to take a hard look at itself 

and then step out for sake of equality for the neighbor, then who will? For too long American 

churches have sang loudly for patriotism, but gone mute around issues of race. We have 

mourned as a nation the thousands killed by terror on 9/11, as we should, but have yet to shed 

many tears of repentance for the mass genocide performed against Indigenous families upon 

whose land our churches have been laid. Perhaps we have adopted the apathetic phrase 

ourselves: “That’s just the way it is.” But…we can change the story if we choose. There is a tiny 

Presbyterian church in Greensboro called New Creation—forty-five members. They sent a 

group out to explore how they could confront racial tensions in the city. Turns out there were 

two African-American men from South Africa who desperately wanted to go to college, but 

didn’t have the means. So the forty-five-member church raised enough dollars for both young 

men to attend UNCG—full rides, out-of-state tuition included. The two men began attending 

New Creation as a token of gratitude, but the church didn’t stop there: they began learning 

hymns from South Africa. Even did a Sunday school class on the Confession of Belhar—written 

as a reconciling document after the apartheid. They had impact on each other and they were 

living into their name as a new creation church. If we, as church, aren’t willing to look at 

ourselves while stepping out for those who have had two strikes against them since the day 

they were born, then who will? Friends, we have work to do. 

Conclusion: The truth is, although there are great forces working at keeping us apart, I believe 

we have the heart and soul to be a church who lives out the message of reconciliation in radical 

ways. More importantly, God believes we are a church who has what it takes to step out as 

ambassadors for our neighbor’s sake. Who have embodied the Spirit of a new creation. And 

who boldly refuse to accept, “That’s just the way it is” ever again. 


