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¡Éste es Adonaí, a quien hemos 
esperado! ¡Nos regocijaremos y nos 
alegraremos en su salvación! 
This is Adonai for whom we have 
waited; let us be glad and rejoice in 
God’s salvation.  You may have heard 
Desmond Tutu say this: Given the violence 
around us, the seeming triumph of greed 
and hypocrisy on every side, he says, we 
might wonder if God is a bit of an 
underachiever. 
 
But I’m hearing the prophecy with new ears. 
En este monte el Señor de los ejércitos 
ofrecerá un banquete a todos los 
pueblos…  
On this mountain the Lord of hosts will 
make for all peoples a feast… It is a 
favorite text in our parish. We need to hear 
about the victory, the salvation –the 
healing, wholeness, integration, 
reconciliation and justice that God will bring 
when all is restored and the tears are wiped 
away.  That will be a great fiesta.  Have you 
noticed: how attentive God is to the menu.  
And it occurs to me, maybe God is tired of 
being a mighty warrior, baring God’s arm to 
smite the unjust.  Maybe God is waiting for 
us to do justice and love compassion.  
Meanwhile, God has gone into the kitchen. 
She’s preparing the feast, wondering how 
long it will take us to stop smiting each 
other. 
 

En este monte rasgará el velo con que 
se cubren todos los pueblos.   
God will destroy on this mountain the 
shroud that is cast over all peoples.  We 
can hardly see each other as peoples or as 
persons.  We see labels, camps, political 
parties, the opposition.  Whether in a vestry 
meeting or City Council or a campaign rally, 
the quick way to grab attention is to identify 
someone as the other – and to keep the 
shroud over the peoples. We expect God to 
remove it, but we seem to knit and cast 
these veils more quickly than God gets out 
of the kitchen to ravel them.   
 
Dios enjugará de todos los rostros toda 
lágrima, y borrará de toda la tierra la 
afrenta de su pueblo.  
God will wipe away the tears from all 
faces, and the disgrace of the people 
God will take away.  I pray for an end to 
the disgrace of the electronic ankle bracelet 
that immigrant mothers in our parish must 
wear.  They weep when the hardware of 
criminals is clamped on them, for bringing 
their babies through fire and water to 
escape death.  If our parish doesn’t 
organize to take them to their monthly ICE 
appointments in that hidden office a mile 
from the bus stop; if we don’t help them find 
an attorney; if we don’t see that they make 
the Immigration court dates in Cleveland, 4 
hours from Cincinnati: they will surely be 
deported back into the flames. 
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Mientras hablaban y discutían entre sí, 
Jesús mismo se acercó.  
While they were talking and discussing, 
Jesus himself came near.  Thanks to 
Enriching Our Worship, for providing us 
another look, in the Burial Office, at this 
dear story.  We cherish that He was known 
to them in the breaking of the bread.  But 
there were hours before that: when Jesus 
was a stranger, although he was with them.  
Like us, they had not yet seen him in the 
flesh.  Like us, they had only what someone 
had said.  And like us, so often in ministry, 
they were grieving.  Some of you may be 
grieving for colleagues whose names are 
read in this Eucharist.  Surely not one of 
them was a stranger to loss and 
disappointment.   
 
Find a colleague with whom you can walk 
and talk, sharing your questions and 
disappointments.  Whether your ministry is 
the priesthood and the diaconate of all the 
baptized, or whether you are ordained to 
represent and inform that diaconate or that 
priesthood for others: walk.  Whether you 
walk with a cane, or roll in a chair, don’t 
think you can do this work from behind a 
desk.   
 
Walk with workers demanding a living 
wage.  Walk with immigrants asking to be 
recognized as human beings. Walk in the 
Pride Parade: you might even get to be 
thurifer and see folks who thought God had 
abandoned them, transformed into the best 
liturgical procession of the year. Sometimes 
you have to drop everything and just walk.  
In December 2014, for the love of my 
people I had to walk – as many of you did – 
when the announcement came down of no 
indictment in the death of Eric Garner, not 
two weeks after no indictment in the death 
of Michael Brown. That’s when the Black 

Lives Matter banner went up at our church 
doors, Importan las Vidas Afro Americanas.  
A few months later, UC police shot and 
killed Samuel Dubose, three blocks from 
our church, where one of our families could 
see it all from their front porch. The banner 
remains, and we have to keep walking.   
 
But besides walking, these two distressed 
would-be believers did an unlikely thing:  
They invited an outsider into their 
conversation.  Pero ellos no lo 
reconocieron, y es que parecían  
tener vendados los ojos.   
Their eyes were kept from recognizing 
him. They didn’t know that they were in the 
dark.  They were full of information about 
everything that had gone wrong, and they 
had all the latest analysis.  It would be 
normal for colleagues immersed in grief and 
analysis to avoid a stranger on the road.  Or 
if, after the basic courtesies, they realized 
that he was from a world completely 
different from their own, they might have 
said, “If you don’t know we can’t explain it, 
never mind.”   
 
Many of us Episcopal clergy are introverts.  
It’s one of God’s jokes to put us where 
Coffee Hour is the 8

th
 Sacrament.  But 

Coffee Hour is nothing compared to what 
we must do if we’re about the banquet that 
God is preparing. Not only must we walk 
outside the church lacking answers.  We 
must talk to strangers, listening as if they 
know more than us.  And we must show our 
people that our future is in walking, talking, 
and breaking bread with strangers – that 
this is our best hope of finding Jesus.   
 
Last week a NYT article was posted on the 
FB page for General Convention.  It 
observed that the future of evangelical 
churches is multicultural and not primarily 
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English speaking. (We already knew this 
when I was in seminary!) I noted that this is 
true for the Church, and it’s true for The 
Episcopal Church, if we have a future.  I 
feel blessed to be participating in that future 
now.  But there were immediate reactions 
to the post, like, What, do I have to 
apologize for being white?     --And 
arguments about reverse racism, and 
analyses of how prejudice is a universal 
human phenomenon.   
 
That’s how people get when they feel loss, 
when they sense change ahead; when they 
fear there will be no place for them; when 
they realize they may be walking in the 
dark.  We can’t write them off for that. We 
keep walking with them into their darkness, 
because Jesus will be revealed in them too.   
Even the darkness is not dark to you; 
the night is as bright as the day. Keep 
walking, and talking to strangers.  Trust that 
God is already in the kitchen, preparing the 
banquet. 


