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Sermon  7  9&10, 2016 

On Friday once again I found myself in the sad, disturbing situation of realizing I had 

to rewrite my sermon.  As your priest I cannot ignore the events of the past week no matter 

how much we all might want to. 

“Oh no…  There she goes again. It’s going to be all about God’s love for us and how 

God loves us unconditionally and how we should love each other – how God’s love and 

loving like God does can solve all our problems.”  “Let’s talk about the real world!”  

That’s exactly what it’s going to be all about.  Because that is the real world.  Because 

God is with us in the real world.  God is with us here and now.  And because we all have 

seen enough of what violence can accomplish in the real world.  Falcon Heights, MN is the 

real world. Dallas, Texas is the real world.  Violence only begets violence.  It doesn’t work.   

What feeds these murderous situations is anger, hate and fear born of ignorance.  

Ignorance, fear, anger and hate feed each other and that leads to the gunshot.  

I grew up in St. Anthony Village, the suburb of Minneapolis that employs the 

policeman who shot Philando Castile in Falcon Heights, Minnesota.  He was apparently on 

loan to nearby Falcon Heights. Ironically, the policeman’s name is Jeronimo Yanez. I think 

we can safely assume he is Hispanic.  I’m rather surprised that St. Anthony hired a Hispanic 

police officer. Neither Mr. Castile nor Mr. Yanez would ever easily be able to find homes in 

St. Anthony Village.  Not in my hometown. Oh no. It’s a pretty lily-white community. 

Nobody talks about it of course. I’m not surprised that if the St. Anthony Village Police 

Department felt it necessary to hire a policeman of color, they loaned him out to Falcon 

Heights which is only 75% Caucasian.  Far more acceptable.  

I grew up in an “idyllic” community. At least I thought so. I remember seeing a 

drama on TV as a child about cross burnings on someone’s lawn. And there were scared 

black people all around. My parents explained to me that some people hate other people 

because they are a different color, but “we don’t do that.”   

As a child I never actually saw people of a different color up close – they all lived on 

the “North Side” of Minneapolis, across the river. 

Then, on April 4, 1968, Martin Luther King Jr. was assassinated, and one of my 

classmates, a guy I actually liked – I thought he was a funny guy – ran around the school 

shouting, “Yay! The Big Nig is dead!” I couldn’t believe it! I could never even look at him 
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after that.  I didn’t want to see the face of someone who talked of murder with joy and 

hated that much. 

Then, only two years later, I found myself in the South End of Boston.  I got there as 

a performer in a traveling troupe.  I stayed behind to teach theater to children at St. 

Stephen’s Episcopal Church, a mission church in the South End where we performed. 

Nowadays, the South End is a highly desirable, gentrified area to live in.  St. Stephen’s is still 

a mission church, but it serves youth in the South End and Roxbury and beyond.  

When I was there, the South End was just entering into redevelopment.  A health center 

had started up.  But the community, with 43 different ethnic groups at the time, was 

teeming with drug abuse, poverty, and pain.  

And there I was, a young white woman right smack in the center of it. I think the 

only thing that saved me was my naivete.  

I came to know and understand, as best I could, hatred of white people.  I would be 

in a meeting and I could feel someone glaring at me with unalloyed, no-attempt-to-hide-it 

hatred. There was nothing I could do about it. It made no sense to apologize for being 

white. It was really uncomfortable. But I felt drawn to the community. That’s when I 

discovered the common sense of just being yourself. It’s also when I realized that many 

race problems are solved person by person – with honesty – with faith in each other, in 

human capability, and in God.  It’s the only way – or put it this way, IT’S ALL WE HAVE 

LEFT – the wounds are too deep.  

Violence begets violence. Is this what we want? Where does it end? The answer is – 

it doesn’t.  All that happens is that human life is devalued – we come cheap… and cheaper.  

In this context I look at the Parable of the Good Samaritan.  People often tried to bait 

Jesus. A lawyer trying to bait Jesus asked him a question he already knew the answer to. 

Every good Jew did. “Teacher, what must I do to inherit eternal life?” So Jesus answered his 

question with a question, “What does the law say?” (A little dig there – being a lawyer he 

should have known the answer to that!) And he did. He recited it back like a good student – 

straight from Deuteronomy: “You shall love the Lord your God with all your heart, and with 

all your soul, and with all your strength, and with all your mind; and your neighbor as 

yourself.” And Jesus told him he was right. But this guy had to “justify” himself – establish 
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the need for his question. He asked – “And who is my neighbor?” Jesus’ answer, the parable 

of the Good Samaritan, gave him more than he bargained for. 

It went like this. A man was beaten and robbed and left for dead on the road 

between Jerusalem and Jericho. This is a journey of about 20 miles as the crow flies, but 

much much further on the road. The road twists and turns and in Jesus’ day it was known 

as “The Bloody Pass.” It was dangerous – deadly.  

When my sister took me to Israel, our bus drove into this area between Jerusalem 

and Jericho. It’s bleak, one rocky hill after another – as far as the eye can see – utterly 

desolate.  How anyone could travel it alone… 

But one man did. He was robbed, beaten, stripped and left for dead – utterly alone. 

Two upright citizens passed him by.  Jesus pointedly made them a priest and a Levite, men 

who were supposed to be good, who were supposed to care for their fellow man.  I don’t 

believe for a moment they would be traveling alone. Excuses have been made for them – 

maybe they thought he was already dead and they would defile themselves by touching 

him. Maybe they thought he was a trap – and that they would be robbed in turn.  Does any 

excuse really serve?  Was there no way to check? 

 Or maybe, and this should freeze our blood, they just didn’t care.  

 But then we hear of the Samaritan. The people of Jesus’ day must have thought – 

“WHAT!”  “A Samaritan!?!?  What’s he doing there?”  

 You see, the Jews of Jesus’ time thought of Samaritans as a lower life form. They 

hated them. They had hated them for hundreds of years. The Samaritans were/are 

descended from the faithful remnant – those left behind. When the Babylonians conquered 

Judah, the southern portion of what we know as Israel, they destroyed the society by 

exiling their intellectual elite, artists and craftspeople (anyone they thought could rebuild) 

back to Babylon, forcing an entire population into exile over the course of 16 years. The 

hope was that they would assimilate. Those who were left behind were the poor, the 

farmers and herders, people who couldn’t cause Babylon any trouble – not worth worrying 

about.  The Samaritans were descended from them, the ones left behind, the faithful 

remnant, the garbage of Israel.  

 Once Persia conquered Babylon in 539 BCE, they allowed the Jews to return to 

Judah, an entire generation after they’d left.  But they did return and rebuild and proceeded 
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to displace those that had been left behind. All this happened almost 460 years before the 

birth of Christ, but it could have been the day before. Both the Samaritans and the exiles 

claimed to be the true Jewish nation. They still do. The returnees brought wealth with them 

and persecuted the Samaritans, usurping their lands. Persia supported them and helped 

them to rebuild their temple and Jerusalem.  

Over the next two thousand years, persecution of the Samaritans continued. And of 

course there was the inevitable blending of the two groups and conversions to Islam and 

Christianity.  So, as of 2015, 777 Samaritans remained in Israel. 

Jesus made his hero a Samaritan for a reason. When he asked the lawyer who was a 

“neighbor” to the victim, the lawyer couldn’t even say, “the Samaritan,” his prejudice was so 

great.  He said, “The one who showed him mercy.”  It’s easy to play with words.  

Speaking far more directly. Bishop Stokes has felt called to write a pastoral letter to 

us, the people of this diocese.  I’m going to quote from it. 

  “It has been an unholy week in the United States of America. Violent shooting deaths 

defile our core values as Christians and as Americans. All of this has occurred in the week of 

our nation’s 240th anniversary. This should challenge us. We are neither the nation we 

could be, nor the nation God calls us to be. 

The brutal killings at the hands of police officers force us, once again, to 

acknowledge and confront the sins of racism and injustice. The clearly planned, intentional 

targeting of police officers in Dallas, who were doing their duty during a meaningful and 

peaceful demonstration, is abhorrent.  

In Where Do We Go from Here:  Chaos or Community, Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. 

spoke of the “ultimate weakness of violence,” observing, 

The ultimate weakness of violence is that it is a descending spiral begetting the very thing it 
seeks to destroy, instead of diminishing evil, it multiplies it.  Through violence you may murder 
the liar, but you cannot murder the lie, nor establish the truth.  Through violence you may 
murder the hater, but you do not murder the hate. In fact, violence merely increases 
hate.  Returning violence for violence multiplies violence, adding deeper darkness to a night 
already devoid of stars.  Darkness cannot drive out darkness; only light can do that.  Hate 
cannot drive out hate; only love can do that.    
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The Bishop continues – The events of this past week underscore great social ills – 

racism, gun violence, distrust between communities and the law enforcement persons 

charged to protect those communities.  

We are members of one another. As Bishop of New Jersey, I am profoundly aware 

that the people of this diocese are diverse in every way .“  

‘Who is my neighbor?’ the lawyer asks Jesus. What a vital question for us all to 

consider this week. I urge us all to pray for our neighbors who were killed and injured this 

past unholy week.  Pray for their families and loved ones who grieve.  Pray for this nation, 

which is in desperate need of healing and of God’s love. Pray for those whose hearts may be 

inclined towards violence. Pray for justice and peace.” 

 I would add – pray to God for the ability to love, to genuinely care. Yes, love, God’s 

love is the answer. It’s the only answer. 

 

 

  


