
Allen Pruitt

Growing up with a twin brother,
 folks would ask us all the time,
  “So, do you ever swap places in class;
   you know, one of you take a test for the other one?”
  Or, “Did you ever try to fool a girl,
   swap places on a date or anything?”

Well, the answer is, no.
 I’m not sure why we never did,
  but it never really occurred to us.
   We were good at the same classes
   and we were bad at the same classes.
 And, as far as girls,
  I couldn’t fool one into going on a date with me,
  much less fool one into going out with my brother!

The first time we ever swapped places,
 was for our high school graduation.
  There were three or four people between us in academic order,
   and so we decided, on the day of graduation,
    that we’d do it.
Only our friends right around us knew what we were going to do.
 When the Principal called out my name,
  there was my brother,
  walking up to accept my diploma.
 And then I was walking across the stage
  as he called out, “Ivan Lee Pruitt.”
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And there was my mom,
 sitting up in the bleachers,
  leaning over to my father to say,
   “WHAT ARE THEY DOING??!!”
 And my dad said,
  “What is who doing?”
   “THAT IS LEE,
   WALKING ACROSS WHEN THEY SAID ALLEN!!!”

We were covered from head to toe
 with a flowing gown and mortarboard,
  and our mother could see
   from 100 yards away
    that her boys were up to no good.

Being a twin has meant that I’ve spent a lot of time
 being someone else.
  And my brother has suffered the same fate.
   When I left for seminary,
   folks from my church would see him around town and say,
    “I thought you left;
    why don’t we see you at church anymore
     if you’re still in town?”

I have always answered to two names
 and a whole host of people who just call me, “twin.”

Mostly it never bothered me,
 but every now and then
  I just wondered what it would be like,
   to never be confused for someone else.
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Well, this pharisee in our story today.
 He wants to be quite sure
  that God does not confuse him for anyone else.
   “God, I thank you that I am not like other people.”
 In other words,
   “God, are you paying attention?
   Are you noticing how awesome I am?
   Are you sure that you totally understand
    exactly how good a thing you got with me?
 Because, I have looked around,
  and there ain’t anybody out there that’s got what I got.”

And on the other side of the street,
 there’s the tax collector.
  He’s not worried about anybody else;
  he’s not worried about how he compares or contrasts.
  He’s only worried about his own sin.

The Pharisee offers a confession for everyone else
 (because it seems clear to him that he doesn’t need one);
the tax collector cannot even turn his face toward heaven,
 as he offers a confession for himself.

   “God be merciful to me, a sinner!”

     “Me...a sinner.”
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We tell our children again and again,
 ‘You don’t worry about what your sister is doing;
 you just worry about what you are doing!’
   “Just be yourself.”

We say it over and over to our children,
 just as our parents said it to us;
  and we never get it quite right.
  
  We never get it right
   that we need to worry about being ourselves,
    instead of trying to be the people all around us.

What if we just worried about what we were doing?
 And we didn’t worry so much
  about what everyone else was doing right,
        or doing wrong?

What if we stopped comparing our lives
 to everyone else’s highlight reel on Facebook?
What if we stopped comforting ourselves by saying,
 “well at least I’m not acting like that Allen character.”
What if we just tried to be ourselves,
 and we stopped trying to be anybody else?

What if we all found ways to offer ourselves to God?
 The things that we love most
 the things that we care deeply about?
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What if we figured out how to share those gifts
 with the one who gave them to us in the first place?

That’s all the church is supposed to be
 ...a place to learn what kind of gifts you have
 ...and a place to help us learn how to share those gifts
   with the world around us.

We all want to be the Pharisee.
 Even though we don’t like what he sounds like;
 we don’t like the prayer he prays.

We still want to be just like him:
 looking around and seeing everyone else’s sin;
 unable to see our own.

  It is beyond frightening to examine the sin in our own lives.

That’s why we spend so much time dissecting everyone else’s sin.
That’s why we always wait until the very last moment,
 when there’s no way we can hide any more.

When we don’t have a choice,
 that’s when we decide that it’s ok to be ourselves before God.

“Lord, help me to share my gifts with the world.
 Help me to share everything that you have given me
  to make your love known in the world.

   
    Help me
     me...a sinner.”
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