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Yesterday’s Pride celebration was glorious. The weather was perfect for the occasion. And the 

vibe in Drake Park was “chill” and affirming of all God’s children.  

 

After the news of the previous couple of days, I needed something like that. My dismay may be 

best summed up by a recent editorial cartoon recently shared by a friend: 

 
 

The Supreme Court rulings on Thursday and Friday of this past week are deeply disturbing. 

They seem to place a higher value on guns than on the safety of God’s children young and old, 

a higher value on regulating women than on respecting their integrity and dignity.  

 

Both of these decisions are being celebrated in parts of society, and that disturbs me – especially 

as they have become causes for some people who identify them as Christian causes.  

 

I am disturbed. And I know I’m not alone.  

 

And I’m fearful, also, because the Supreme Court is signaling its willingness to revisit other 

decisions, explicitly protections of married couples to use contraception, respect for the privacy 

of consenting adults and marriage equality. I was in Salt Lake City seven years ago on the day 

the Supreme Court ruled in favor of marriage equality. Our Church was meeting for our 

General Convention at the time, and there was literally dancing in the aisles, as we celebrated 

marriage equality in our country and in our church.  
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I’m dismayed. And I’m fearful. And from conversations I’ve had in recent days, I know I’m not 

alone. 

 

We should all know that we’re not alone. Statements by our Presiding Bishop and the President 

of the House of Deputies in recent days remind us that our Church has taken contrary positions. 

The Episcopal Church filed a brief with the State of New York, praying that the Supreme Court 

would side with those of us who see gun safety as a life and death concern for those of us who 

gather in public spaces. The Episcopal Church has long held that the government should not 

infringe of the rights of women to make their own health care decisions. 

 

So, how should we respond? 

 

A friend of mine shared a post on Facebook about his frustration with this Sunday’s sermon. It 

wasn’t coming easy. A mutual friend, a bishop with whom we both have served, said simply 

this: “God is love; so, go, practice love. Done!” (Sermon over.) 

 

And our exemplar for us, for a moment like this is Jesus in the morning’s gospel:  

When the days drew near for Jesus to be taken up, he set his face to go to 

Jerusalem. 

 

It’s a pivotal moment in Luke’s gospel, a pivotal verse.  

 

Commentators emphasize the point. This is the start of what they call Luke’s “Travel 

Narrative.” From this moment on – and for the next 10 chapters of Luke’s gospel – Jesus is on 

the way to Jerusalem … and a cross. 

 

He knows what lies ahead. He steels himself for it. He gathers up his courage and leans into it. 

And all for love’s sake. Jesus will not resist the road that beckons. For love’s sake, he has set his 

face to go to Jerusalem. And when they strike him there, he will not strike back. Even when they 

crucify him there, he will not call for angels to defend him or to avenge him. 

 

That’s the road Jesus is on. And he’s already told his disciples that it’s their road too. He called 

on them to take up their cross to follow him. When Jesus set his face towards Jerusalem, he’s 

pretty much set them all on that path. And there’s no turning back. Or aside. For loves’ sake. 

 

The first test of that resolve is what happens next. The locals take offense because Jesus is totally 

focused on Jerusalem, so they refuse to offer hospitality. And James and John take offense at 

their lack of hospitality, so they ask Jesus to let them call down fire from heaven to consume the 

ingrates.  

 

It is so typically human, their response. I have a small desk calendar in my office, with photos 

and poems from Ireland. This week featured an 18th century poem by Patrick O’Kelly called 

“The Curse of Doneraile.”  
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Alas! how dismal is my tale. 

I lost my watch in Doneraile. 

My Dublin watch, my chain and seal 

Pilfered at once in Doneraile. 

May Fire and Brimstone never fail 

To fall in showers on Doneraile. 

May all the leading fiends assail 

The thieving town of Doneraile. 

As lightnings flash across the vale,  

So down to Hell with Doneraile. 

 

It’s amusing. In part because it feels so human.  

 

But the followers of Jesus are denied that option.  

 

And James and John should have known better. We call Jesus the “prince of peace.” “Blessed 

are the peacemakers”; those were his words. His whole life and mission made the point.  

God is love; so, go, practice love! 

 

Earlier in this same chapter, Luke tells us of a time when Jesus sent out 12 of his disciples – 

including James and John – to go out on their own to proclaim the kingdom of God and to heal. 

And he explicitly told them then that if the people didn’t welcome them, they were to shake the 

dust of that town off their feet and be on their way. It’s a little rude, maybe, but a long way from 

calling down fire to consume them.  

 

And after that – after they went off and after they returned again – Jesus took James and John, 

along with Peter, up a mountain. They saw Jesus transfigured right before their very eyes. They 

saw Jesus in all his glory, and when all was said and done, a voice told them more than they 

should have needed to be told: “listen to him!” 

 

But they would not listen [then]; they’re not listening still. That’s clear, because all they want to 

do is command fire to come down from heaven to consume these people because they have 

offended them. Jesus rejects the notion, of course. Of course, he does.  

 

They don’t have time to be so petty. They only have time to shower love. And they only have 

love to shower, so when the locals don’t want, move on to where there are those longing to 

bathe in it. 

 

I wonder just how exasperated Jesus must have been with James and John for what they were 

thinking. How could they be so obtuse?!  

 

But if Jesus is impatient, he doesn’t show it. Not really. Quite the opposite. 
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More in deed than in word, I think Jesus simply and patiently teaches them what to do. When 

someone gives offense, he does not strike back in vengeance. He does not argue with them. He 

does nothing except shake the dust of that town off his feet and move on to another village. 

 

He only looks ahead. He does not turn back. Or aside. He presses on. 

 

That’s a lesson all by itself. Almost a parable. A surprising twist that makes a point. 

 

And the hard sayings come next. Ostensibly, Jesus speaks to strangers he meets along the way, 

but I’m not so sure they’re the target audience. I think Jesus says the things he says primarily for 

the benefit of those already following him on that way: there’s no time to rest, he’s reminding 

them; there’s no gospel to preach but the gospel of life; and there’s no way ahead but to keep 

moving forward. 

 

And these hard sayings, too … they’re almost a parable: provocative words to unsettle the way 

we typically think. 

 

Jesus gives them this day and this conversation to consider for the rest of their lives. It’s almost 

like a parable they lived out. It might become a story the disciples could tell themselves when 

the road ahead of them would seem terribly hard: “Remember the time we wanted to call down 

fire and Jesus just led us on to the next village. And remember what he said that day … that our 

life would be hard and that our calling would be all-consuming, but that the only way to live is 

by going forward. He wouldn’t let us get bogged down in all the old, tired ideas that used to 

constrain us. That was one of those days when he woke us up to new possibilities for ourselves 

and our world.”  

 

Jesus lays out the audacious hope, while the disciples, whose faces are all set to go to Jerusalem, 

listen in and remember that their hope lies always ahead; there’s no going back. 

 

And when all is said and done, what happens next will come to depend on them – as it still 

depends on us, on you and me. That, too, is one of the shocking twists in the story. Jesus isn’t 

planning to walk this way alone. He’s inviting them – and us – to share the road with him, to 

make it their own – to make it our way, too. 

God is love; so, go, practice love! 

 

As challenging as that challenge is, we continue to take it on. We falter. We trip. We fail.  

 

And yet we still proclaim that good news.  

 

Because the good news needs us if it is to be heard in our world in our own time. God needs us 

to live it. We were never promised an easy road in this life, and we cannot be easily distracted 

by our inevitable discomforts. Our concern is with life – not just the life within a biological 

family but with abundant life God intends for the whole human family, for all God’s children. 
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And the dream God has for this world lies ahead of us, not behind, so we press on. This side of 

glory, we always press on. 

 

In his autobiography, Nelson Mandela reflected on a moment when he might have settled for 

having done enough. When he walked out of prison, he could have concluded that he had done 

enough, that he had liberated the oppressed and the oppressor both.  

The true test of our devotion to freedom is just beginning. I have walked that 

long road to freedom. I have tried not to falter; I have made missteps along the 

way. But I have discovered the secret that after climbing a great hill, one only 

finds that there are many more hills to climb. I have taken a moment here to rest, 

to steal a view of the glorious vista that surrounds me, to look back on the 

distance I have come. But I can rest only for a moment, for with freedom come 

responsibilities, and I dare not linger, for my long walk is not yet ended. i 

 

Yesterday’s Pride celebration felt a little like that moment. But we can only rest for a moment.  

 

The focus of Jesus’ teaching is the Kingdom of God, what Michael Curry often refers to as God’s 

dream for us and for our world. At least from the moment Jesus set his face towards Jerusalem, 

he would not rest anywhere short of that dream. 

 

And neither can we. 

 

The ancient Celts used to say, “Let your feet follow your heart until you find your place of 

resurrection.” That not quite the same as what Jesus says in this morning’s gospel, but maybe 

not so vastly different either. Don’t settle for the old life. Let nothing hold you back until you 

find the place God calls you to be most fully alive. And with that in mind, I’ll end with a prayer 

from the modern-day Celtic community of Iona. It’s called “God of new beginnings.” 

God of new beginnings, 

help us to let go 

and to turn our backs 

on the things that hold us back, 

and to hold on  

to those things  

that remind us of your love,  

and help us to follow in your way. 

Amen. ii 

 

 

 

i Nelson Mandela, Long Walk to Freedom: The Autobiography of Nelson Mandela @ https://www.ucc.org/sermon-seeds/weekly-seeds-

freedom-and-fruit/ -- accessed June 23, 2022. 

ii “God of new beginnings,” author unknown, in Around a Thin Place: An Iona pilgrimage guide, Jane Bentley & Neil Paynter (Wild 

Goose Publications, Glasgow, 2011), pp. 60-61. 
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