
Grace and Peace to you from God our Father, and from our Lord and Savior, Jesus 
Christ. Amen.  
  

The following is a Facebook post by Anne Lamott, an American novelist and spiritual 
mystic.  Pr. Stacey wanted me to read this to you to frame our Gospel text for this 
morning. Anne writes,  
  

“It’s not just dark and terrifying anymore. Those were the good old days, but 
now, as Caroline Myss, [mystic writer and contemplative], said recently, “the 
darkness has become nuclear.” She said our light must become nuclear too, 
through prayer. I don’t know about you, but the light inside me, if anything, 
has more dust mites than usual floating around it. 
I know we are each the light of the world, but I’m so not in the mood—my feet 
really hurt, and plus I’m exhausted and a little bitter. You’d think after two 
years of Covid horror, we’d get an ostentatious Spring, a time of ease, with 
maybe a little random and visible magic. If I were God’s West Coast Rep [Ann 
lives in California], I would have scheduled oceans of grass and tulips, with a 
cancer cure thrown in, rather than this brutal, evil war on Ukraine, and Putin 
shaking the nuclear saber. (I guess no one thought to share with him what 
Einstein said, that the fourth world war will be fought with rocks and sticks.) 
Still, I know that if you want to have loving feelings, instead of doom and 
hatred, you do loving things—care for the lonely and sick, feed the hungry, 
welcome strangers, treat yourself gently, or call an incredibly annoying 
relative just to say hello. And I know how to help hope bloom—remember 
back to all the times that life found a way out of No Way: plant tulips for the 
joy of it (which also increase the light in the world), give the biggest donations 
you can muster to humanitarian aid groups, and overtip. 
But where, in the face of Putin and certain very special Senate friends, do we 
even begin? How can motley old us change the world, become a great light 
brigade through prayer and generosity and reckless love? 

    Might it help to begin with recent proof that there actually is a God?”  
  

Ann goes on to explain a personal episode in her life. She had recently lost her credit 
cards and driver's license a few days before embarking on a trip. While she was running 
around town completing errands in a frenzy, her cards had fallen out of the stick-on 
cardholder she had on her phone. After she got home, she prayed, called a few places 
she had been, and then did a rare thing.  She let go.  She “moved into acceptance, with 
some sighing and eye-rolling.” She said, “Self-criticism is dark side stuff.” So she 
reminded herself she could use her passport for her airport ID and other unused 
emergency credit cards she had on hand for expenses while away.   
The next morning, however, Anne woke to a text from an acquaintance she hadn’t seen 
in ten years.  Her acquaintance had received a call from a friend familiar with her and 
Anne’s past friendship.  This friend had found Anne’s cards and a $20 bill lying on the 
street a few blocks away from Anne’s accountant’s office, a stop Anne had made the 
day before. This friend phoned Anne’s acquaintance and Anne’s acquaintance texted 
her.  And now, the rest is history. Anne ended her post with the following: 



  

I endless[ly] repeat[ed] my belief that God is a total show-off, but this was just 
ridiculous. What were the odds? And how does this help us all shine brightly 
enough to maybe change the world for the better? Well, it changed me—and 
if the mystics are right: as above, so below; as within, so beyond.  
  

I gave thanks, great thanks to Abby [her acquaintance] and to God, the Great 
Universal Spirit. I gave donations to Doctors Without Borders and UNICEF on 
the never-before-used credit cards. And I gave myself a manicure with glitter, 
so that people can see my light, and I can remember that we are trying to 
form a light brigade, and that grace, which is love and help for the helpless, 
always, always bats last.”  

  

By “bats last,” Pr. Stacey believes this is a reference to God’s grace hitting a home run 
at the bottom of the 9th when all the bases are loaded and it looks like evil might 
possibly win out. Anne is saying that, in the face of evil, there is most certainly hope but 
it also takes our great partnering with God to help our world do an about-face.    
  

As Christians, we are God’s Light Brigade.  We are called to take that extra step and go 
the extra mile to emit kindness, stand up for justice, and shine a little brightness into 
impending darkness. Our Gospel text this morning can attest to this calling.  
  

In our text, Jesus is emitting another set of empathetic, human emotions.  We’ve seen 
him do this throughout Lent over the past couple of Sundays. Jesus gets angry, 
frustrated, elated, and often hopeful, proving his emotions can run the gamut, just like 
ours.  
  

Like last week, he is frustrated today, which makes sense because Jesus is speaking to 
the same crowd. “Some of those gathered seek Jesus’ opinion on current affairs. Jesus 
as a prophet places the local issue within a cosmic frame that yields a divine imperative 
for the audience. Rather than focus on a past event and what cannot be controlled, 
Jesus encourages them to change what they can—their minds.”   
 

“Jesus tells them to repent—to change their mind about their current commitments to 
injustice and unrighteousness. Changing one’s mind in this way leads to a change in 
conduct. This term, [repent], is the Greek translation of the Hebrew; the core meaning of 
which is “to return” or “to go back” or even “to go home.” Jesus invites the audience to 
adjust their current course and return to God. If they opt to not return or choose to not 
change their minds, they risk being ruined in the same way as the Galileans and 
Jerusalemites.  
 

Here, ‘same way’ means ‘suddenly and unprepared.’ Jesus is not suggesting that 
repentance will prevent them from a physical, catastrophic death. Rather, he is stating 
that changing their minds will prepare them for whatever they will experience, including 
producing fruit.” 
 



Like Anne when she lost her things, we are called to put on the attire of acceptance 
every day.  Worried and grumbling, we can accept what’s not in our control. But then, 
we don’t stop there. We then unfurl from our worried, curled-up positions in whatever 
corner we’re in and we get to going outside of ourselves. We move into the world and 
out of our stifling fear.  We go forth to counteract whatever is subversively evil.  We emit 
undeniable love for ourselves and our neighbors wherever we go.  
 

Our Gospel text ends with one of a handful of parables about fig trees.  In this parable, 
Jesus is drawing our attention to the soil we nurture and cultivate to then bear good 
fruit.  It takes patience and often, second chances, to bear good fruit. Fortunately, in 
Christ, our chances are many.   
 

May we be forever mindful we are God’s Light Brigade.  I know the world is too much to 
bear some days. Yes, some say there’s more darkness and more fear in the world than 
ever before. Well, that just makes us better equipped to face whatever road is ahead.  
 

God has made our responsibilities clear. Let us go forth with the knowledge that we are 
never alone and after all is said and done, we only have eternal life to look forward 
to.  Be not afraid.  Amen.   
 


