
Sermon for Trinity      Lent 2, 2022 
“Jerusalem, Jerusalem, the city that kills the prophets and stones those 
who are sent to it! How often have I desired to gather your children 
together as a hen gathers her brood under her wings, and you were not 
willing! 
 
 I would like to go on record: God is not a guy’s name.  In truth, if 
we follow the tradition of the Old Testament, God’s name is the 
unpronounceable, ineffable name of the Creator.  Some readers of the 
Torah stop and say nothing aloud when approaching the name of God.  
So what is God if not a man?  The Bible is filled with metaphors for God 
starting with the creation of humanity.  What is God like?  God made 
both woman and man in his image, meaning that both, alike, woman 
and man, bear God’s imprint. Indeed the names of man and woman are 
nearly identical: atham and athama.   As the Bible continues, it 
becomes more clear book by book that God cannot be simply compared 
to a man but must also be compared to the virtues and power of a 
woman.  The prophet Hosea writes that God works as a mother and 
even more than that, God can be compared to a she-bear vindicating 
her cubs.  In Deuteronomy, God can be seen as mother eagle and also 
as a woman in labor, a powerful image of strength that appears again 
and again.  In the New Testament Jesus describes the woman looking 
for the a lost coin as God seeking every single one of us.  And finally, in 
this morning’s Gospel, which is repeated in Matthew, God is the mother 
protecting her brood, even with her life.  No, God is not a man’s name 
for God imprints God’s image on everyone. 
 Notice this too—this God is no wilting flower—instead God, this 
God who cares as a woman cares, is a God of strength, fierce love and 
total commitment—pretty much the way I have come to know women 
during  my life.  Look at the pictures from the Ukraine; we watch the 
terrifying exodus of Ukrainian women, running to protect the lives of 
their children, clutching them close.  As metaphors for the love of God,  
we need to know this: God, female and male, hates death and loves life.  
God goes all in on giving life, not by dealing death, but instead by giving 
shelter for eternal life. 
 This morning’s Gospel has Jesus turning towards Jerusalem.  The 
Pharisees, who have declared themselves the mortal enemy of Jesus, cry 



out a warning to Jesus—“Jesus you better watch out—that fox Herod 
means to kill you.”  Now, we must wonder—why would the Pharisees 
warn Jesus of Herod when they themselves have said they want Jesus 
dead as well?  If we look, we can see the Pharisaic guile at work: if 
Jesus, who had declared that he’s going to Jerusalem to die, turns back 
then Jesus will be seen as a coward. The Pharisees hope then that Jesus 
will be seen as a fraud and not as God’s prophet in the eyes of the 
people. 
 Jesus ignores this pharisaic warning and resolutely sets his face 
towards Jerusalem.  Why Jerusalem?  Why not Bethlehem, or Galilee 
or Bethsaida, among all the other places he’s visited?  Because, Jesus 
says, prophets must die in Jerusalem.  This can sound pretty 
mysterious at first but here’s how the Bible sees this—all those towns, 
including Bethlehem and Galilee have synagogues but only Jerusalem 
has the Temple.  And for Jews, the only place on earth where one can 
sacrifice is in the Temple, not the synagogues.  Why must this Galilean 
prophet go to Jerusalem?  Because he means to be sacrificed for the 
good of the people.  Jesus means to offer his life so that others might 
live. 
 Let me be very plain here:  there are many who call on us to die 
in the name of this or that, for peace or the flag, for faith or for ideology.  
But that’s not God’s way in this Gospel—God’s way is the way of life.  
What would be the sign of a real leader, one who leads as this feminine 
image from Jesus leads?  We would follow a leader God who cares for 
us as a mother might, a mother fiercely dedicated to her own cubs, as 
an eagle caring for her young, or just as importantly, as a God who will 
not rest until every last one of us is saved. Finally, this is the God who 
like the bird in this Gospel, sacrifices herself to preserve her own brood 
from  mortal threat.  Death has no final power over her—God will 
prevail in the end.  All will be saved, all will live and death will be no 
more. 
 I, like you, am horrified by what I’ve been watching in the papers, 
on the internet and the news.  I saw a family bombed to death while 
running for falsely-promised safety protected by a saintly church 
volunteer—the volunteer gave his life, trying to cover and protect the 
family. And I’ve seen the images of the young men the ages of my sons 
and grandsons, my daughters and granddaughters, from both Russia and 



the Ukraine, lying dead and frozen in the snow.  This destruction under 
false promise is not new—ask the people of the Sudan, Myanmar and 
many other places treated just as brutally. I pray peace for them by the 
hour.  I don’t know how this will come out but whatever happens, I 
know this, and every autocrat and dictator better needs listen—God will 
prevail.  God stands between death and us forever.  God will come 
for us every last one and gather us under God’s wings. Amen. 
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