
Grace and peace to you from God, the truth-teller, who, in Christ, holds 
nothing back. 
 

I remember preaching at my home church for the first time.  I was still in 
seminary in California but home during my holiday break.  My pastor asked 
me to preach for him the Sunday after Christmas on the most dreaded of all 
texts--the murder of the innocents at the hands of King Herod.  This text is 
about a man so threatened by the foretelling of the birth of baby Jesus by 
the 3 wisemen, he decrees every male child in Bethlehem two years and 
younger be slaughtered.  It’s a lectionary text in Matthew that every 3 years 
rears its ugly head before the hub-bub of Christmas has had a chance to 
die down.   
 

Anyway, I preached on it and you’d think I remembered how it went 
considering the nature of text, but I don’t.  I’m sure this was due to my total 
preoccupation with the people who were in church that day.  People knew 
me in this church.  I mean, REALLY knew me.  I remember seeing my 
mom’s eyes on me and thinking, “Is she believing me up here when she 
knows, full-well, every detail about my life--the good AND the bad?”  Then, 
there was my high-school science teacher in the second pew.  I got in 
trouble several times in her class for passing notes and goofing around with 
my friends.  I’m sure she was thinking, “Please, this girl is far from holy. 
Tisk tisk.”   My highschool sweetheart’s family sat in the last pews on the 
left.  He was back at college, thank God, but I swear his family was giving 
me the stink eye.  Yes, I broke his heart.  But what what’s a girl to do?  I 
wasn’t going to follow him to college when I had my own plans and path to 
forge!   
 

Suffice it to say, preaching in your hometown is tricky, so I resonate with 
Jesus in our Gospel text this morning.  I’m glad it went better for me than it 
did for Jesus.  To my relief, I didn’t have my audience pushing me toward a 
cliff when I was done. In fact, I think everyone was actually happy to see 
me and everything I was thinking up there was simply my own fears trying 
to get the best of me.  But what happened to Jesus is interesting.  There’s 
something crucial taking place for him that I want to pay attention to this 
morning.     
 

For starters, people weren’t liking what Jesus was saying and it’s important 
to understand the reasons why.  If we don’t, we may fail to see how Luke is 
giving us a choice in this story.  He’s asking us, “are you going to recognize 



Jesus as the truth-teller God is in Christ?  Can you and will you pay 
attention to his heartfelt proclamations? Or, are you going to be one of 
many in the crowd whose righteous anger pushes Jesus to the edge of a 
cliff whenever you’re challenged to take up (and not make up) what the 
cross and God are all about?”  
 

Secondly, this is a story that runs parallel to the opening credits of a movie 
as Jesus begins manifesting what is God’s spirit in the world.  Again, 
epiphany means to manifest, display, or show a quality or feeling by means 
of one's acts or appearance.  As Jesus moves into position to carry out his 
destiny,  he receives push back, particularly in his efforts to uproot and 
break open notions of tribalism and our tendencies to, especially in groups, 
think we’re better than everyone else.  
 

Friends, Jesus was preaching in his home church--not in the streets to 
strangers, not to Gentiles, but to his own people in his home synagogue.  If 
that’s not the definition of “preaching to the choir” then I don’t know what 
is.  What this means, then, is we, too, are being asked, when we read this 
passage, to place ourselves there directly, as the already faithful, who are 
being called out by Jesus.   
 

So often we pat ourselves on the back for being believers.  We look at 
others around us in contempt and fear for their lives because they’re not a 
part of the “Jesus club.”  We go on missions around the world pretending 
like got it figured out.  We think our jobs aren’t to be better neighbors to 
others but rather saviors in our own right.   
 

But I tell you what, we’re not fooling Jesus, folks.  Like the prophets of old, 
Jesus preaches and prophesys to already religious folks more than he 
does any other group in the New Testament.  And his own people (we) 
start to hate him for it.  In fact, it was his own community that ultimately put 
him on the cross.  That’s huge to think about. So, minding this, let’s take a 
deeper look at Jesus’ intentions and why our text for today almost ends 
with a cliff-hanger. 
 

We need to remember where we left off from last week to do this.  In our 
text from last Sunday, Jesus had just stood up in his home synagogue and 
he started reading from the scroll of Isaiah where it was written, ‘“The Spirit 
of the Lord is upon me, because he has anointed me to bring good news to 
the poor. He has sent me to proclaim release to the captives and recovery 



of sight to the blind, to let the oppressed go free, to proclaim the year of the 
Lord’s favor.’ And he rolled up the scroll, gave it back to the attendant, and 
sat down. The eyes of all in the synagogue were fixed on him.” 

 

We then pick up today with his hometown being rather impressed.  “Who is 
this guy?” They say.  “Isn’t that Joseph’s son?”  They’re all acting amazed 
and in awe about Jesus’ homecoming.  I can imagine all of them wanting to 
run up to Jesus to pinch his little cheeks and pat him on the head.  But then 
Jesus starts to lay down the hammer and to their surprise, he was not the 
Jesus they once knew anymore.   
 

Jesus says something like, “so to be taken seriously by all of you--so you 
no longer see me as the little boy I once was and instead as the person I 
am destined to be--I suppose you want me to cure myself or work some 
miracles or something like I did in Capernaum.  Well, I’m not going to do 
that.  Rather, we have some misunderstandings to make right because 1.) I 
love you and 2.) I want you to get this.  I want you to see who I truly am and 
who God has always been”   
 

He then refers to the first prophets of Israel, Elijah and Elisha.  We learned 
about these guys in our last confirmation class, didn’t we, Keegan?  He 
says, “when our people were once destitute, when a severe famine had 
come over the land, Elijah was sent not to the widows of Israel to help 
them, but rather a gentile woman, a widow in Sidon.  And the same goes 
for Elisha.  There were many lepers in Israel during his time, too, but he 
wasn’t sent to them.  He was sent to a leper in Syria, someone outside the 
folds of our flock, who we would presume isn’t favored by God at all.”   
 

This is the point in our story where Jesus’ own people turn on him.  “How 
dare he mention Gentiles!” “How dare he call us out!”  “How dare he 
question our faith!  It’s on! Take him down! Get him out of here!”  They then 
drive him out of town to the brow of a hill.  They’re about to push him off a 
cliff--just kill him right there!  But again, Jesus has a destiny to fulfill.  He is 
God made manifest and this was not his time.  Our text says he “passed 
through the midst of them and went on his way.”   
 

Wowza, what scandalous intrigue we have before us today in our Gospel 
lesson!  But this isn’t a soap opera, dear ones.  This is serious biz.  What 
our text teaches us today is so important as we go about our daily 
lives.  What it’s teaching us is to pay attention, to note who’s on the outside 



and the outskirts of society.  Who’s being marginalized and manipulated, 
controlled and left for not--not only by society in general, but ESPECIALLY 
by our society as God’s church?  Who isn’t being included into our folds? 
Who out there needs to feel the unconditional, all-enrapturing love of God 
and in what ways are we, the supposed faithful, denying them that love?   
 

Finally, when challenged to let the estranged in, are we going to push 
Jesus and such prophets to the precipice of a cliff?  Or are we going to 
listen and do all we can to pay attention to and learn from those who aren’t 
a part of the same crowds, familial lines, cultures, and ways of 
understanding we belong to?   
 

So often we turn to our tribes, our families, our churches for protection and 
comfort.  We live in a society where the lines of comfort are being more and 
more distinctly drawn.  We’re not willing to tolerate what’s different, 
opposite, or unfamiliar (and I’m calling us out on both sides of the aisle, 
particularly when it comes to our political affiliations).  But this only happens 
when we let fear of the other take control.  When we fear, we turn into 
Herod who wants to take out anyone who messes with his power.  Or, we 
become like one in the crowd, again ready and willing to push anyone off 
the edge of a cliff who threatens our sense of control and prosperity.       
 

God is asking us to be something altogether different than any of this. We 
are called to be children of the light who learn to hold gently our 
relationships, our sensibilities, our tongue.  We do things to never 
perpetuate hate, prejudice, injustice, and intolerance.  We mind the 
subjugated and those held captive by oppressive forces.  We pay attention 
to whether or not we take part in or perpetuate forces or systems of 
oppression.  This is what God’s children of the light do.   
 

And, I guess, if you don’t believe me, you’ll have to just push me off a cliff. 
:)  
 

To reinforce God’s message of hope and healing for all, let us stand and 
sing, Christ, Be Our Light, vv. 1, 2, and 5.  Amen.   
 


