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So ‘Who do you think you are?’ Seven million people watched Boris Johnston last week.  What feeds that interest?  Curiosity, of course.  A chance to tiptoe behind the public figure and find out – the very Irish feeling that you know more about a person if you know where they come from.  Boris Johnston clearly thought he came from some Cossack dancers somewhere.  But actually it was royal ancestry.  For Jeremy Paxman, the exploration brought tears when he found that his impoverished great-grandmother Mary Mackay had had her poor relief application revoked by the parish because she'd had a child out of wedlock.  Set aside our curiousity for a moment – our interest in seeing a public figure suddenly vulnerable.  This is people learning about themselves – learning about the rock from which they are hewn.  Maybe out of this, Jeremy Paxman – the one who dared to say that Robbie Burns was the king of doggerel – will discover that he has a more tender, compassionate side.

So on this Dedication Festival, we look to the rock from which we were hewn.  The family of God’s people is not just the product of random ancestry – nor is it just the gathered collection of people who happen to live in Auchterarder and Muthill at the end of a summer in 2008.  We are here because we share deep roots in the providence of God – belonging and yet not belonging – not conformed to this world but transformed by the renewing of our minds – not here to do what suits us but here to present ourselves as living sacrifices.

I spent nearly three weeks of my summer as one of 680 bishops and their spouses at the Lambeth Conference.  The press waited for the split over the issue of sexuality.  But it didn’t come.  We did Bible Study in groups of eight on St John’s gospel for an hour an a quarter every morning for two and half weeks.  I was with Catherine, Presiding Bishop in the United States, James from Liverpool, Albert from Guinea, Tom from Massachutets, Gin and Gabriel from Japan, Philip from New Zealand, Valentino from Tanzania.  We were unbelievably diverse in culture, background, experience, language.  We talked about the difficult things – about colonialism, about sexuality, about wealth and power, about our personal faith.  We were unbelievable different – but hewn from the same rock.  We could recognise each other as disciples and shepherds – leader of mission, focus of unity
There are other rocks.  There is the rock on which the cross of Calvary stands.  There is the stone rolled away from the tomb on Easter morning.  Learning that Jesus is the Messiah, the Christ of God, is the story of the gradual unfolding of the gospel in the hearts of the disciples and in our hearts.  And Jesus ordered them not to tell anyone – as if to learn too quickly would mean that people would miss the deeper meaning.  It’s the rock of God’s promise of faithfulness to Abraham and his people – the rock of the innocent suffering and sacrifice of Jesus and the stone rolled away which tells us of the triumph over sin and death, fear and pain.  We carry those stories in our lives and in our witness – not just people but God’s people; not just kind and welcoming but people who have roots deep down into the mysteries of what life itself is about – into the unending struggle between good and evil, the love of God and the unfaithfulness of his people.  
‘Who do you think you are?’  We are the people in whom God is writing the new story of how he draws all things back to himself in love.
