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Again and Again – God Shows Us the Way 
 

A few weeks ago, I took a week of study leave, for which I am extremely grateful. We 
are living in such a strange time, where many parts of our lives have drastically 
slowed down, and yet so much still feels so urgent. It feels hard to focus on one 
thing, because there’s so much vying for our attention. It’s feels hard to think about 
the future and imagine or dream or plan, because the future is so very uncertain. 
 
Pastor Sharon asked me this week when we were going to stop all this nonsense, 
and she was very disappointed in my answer: that I just … I don’t know. 
 
I am grateful to have taken some time to break out of my normal routine and spend 
some time in Scripture and in prayer and in study. My deliverables for the week 
were to do some serious prep on the remaining sermons in Lent. But my intention 
was to be present. Present to God and present to myself.  
 
Every morning, I began with lectio divina, which is a contemplative, prayerful way 
to read Scripture. I’ve led many of you in this practice. It’s one of my favorite 
spiritual practices, but one that I rarely get to do just for myself. And so, with my 
intention to be present with God and self, I took time every morning to pray, and to 
listen, and to journal with only a sense of where I connected with the text.  
 
This may sound weird, but it felt kind of indulgent. Because life feels so urgent, any 
time I get to study Scripture, I feel like it needs to be productive time. Time spent in 
Scripture needs to be directly transferrable to sermon creation. I wish it weren’t this 
way, but it so often feels unavoidable.  
 
So, carving out this space felt indulgent, and also it felt good and right to be 
indulgent in that way. To really just spend the time connecting to God and self for no 
other purpose than that.  
 
I’m obviously making up for the indulgence by preaching about it now, but the point 
is that in the moment, it was not my intention to turn it into a sermon. It just turned 
out that way, so it’s okay.  
 
For this particular Scripture, the foremost image that came to me during my 
meditation time was an image of my heart, my being, as the Temple. Mary Jo talked 
about this in her children’s sermon, and I’m loving the synergy here. 



 
As I thought about my center as the Temple, the place where I can go to encounter 
God, I imagined looking around and taking notice of the money changers and the 
swindlers who have set up shop around my Temple. I noticed how they were trying 
to deceive me or trick me into buying their wares. Swindlers trying to convince me 
that I need them and their products in order to enter the Temple.  
 
Take a moment to consider how ridiculous that is. That swindlers could set up 
tables around my heart, the center of my being, where I commune with God, that 
they could set up tables and convince me that I need them in order to enter my own 
heart. It’s ridiculous. And yet, it happens all the time to every last one of us.  
 
Consider for a moment the swindlers that like to set up shop around your heart … 
 
What do they say to you?  
 
What do they say you are missing?  
 
What do you they say you must do before being welcomed in?  
 
As I came to the realization of how ridiculous it is that I would fall prey to these 
tricks, wrote in my journal: “I know who I am. I know what is true about myself and 
my God. I know that my heart is God’s Temple, and the swindlers who have set up 
shop around my heart, trying to convince me that I don’t belong there, well they are 
about to have a rude awakening.”  
 
I had this image of following Jesus around the tables set up around my heart, 
cheering him on and turning them over with him. It was a joyous moment. An 
empowering moment. A moment to acknowledge the myriad things that try to 
prevent me from remembering what is true.  
 
And the most profound part was that it was that I felt this sense of power. This 
conviction that these swindlers do not get to control me. They aren’t cunning 
enough to deceive me nor are they powerful enough to destroy me. They do not 
have the final say about me. 
 
Like Jesus, they can try to destroy this temple, and even if they succeed, it will be 
raised right back up in three days.  
 
The season of Lent is a time to strip away all the barriers which stand between us 
and God, between us and one another, between us and the healing that God desires 
for us to have.  



 
And the act of turning over these tables, chasing out the swindlers and disrupting 
their exploitative market, this is all about breaking down these barriers. The 
authorities want to know basically who Jesus thinks he is, and his response is meant 
to reveal not only the true authority and power that he has but also the way he 
exercises that power.  
 
The worldly authorities tear down for the purpose of control and intimidation. They 
would silence him because he threatened their exploitative economy. But his power, 
his authority tears down for the purpose of building up.  
 
He tears down the walls which divide the haves and the have nots. He flips the 
tables which are used to exclude. He dismantles the market which thrives on our 
insecurities and fears. A market full of products we’re told we have to buy before we 
can encounter the Divine, before we can fully belong among God’s people, before we 
can be whole and good and right.  
 
This episode in Jesus’ life is so very important, my friends, because way too often we 
hear Jesus described as just another nice guy who did nice things. But this couldn’t 
be further from the truth. Yes, Jesus offered healing and forgiveness. Yes, he had 
compassion for all kinds of people. Yes, he welcomed the stranger, he ate with the 
sinner, and he said let the children come to me. 
 
He was nice and gentle, and he did nice things for people. And also, at least once, if 
not many more times, he got angry. The disciples quote Scripture saying, that he has 
zeal for God’s house. That’s such a disciple thing to say, to downplay what is 
happening here.  
 
Jesus was spittin’ mad, because what was going on there was the epitome of sin. Sin 
is that which separates us from God. And this marketplace not only perpetuated that 
separation, but profited off of it and called it holy. And if there is anything that 
makes Jesus mad, that makes God mad, it is doing evil in the name of God.  
 
I am thankful for Jesus’ anger, because the ways in which I experience this kind of 
sin in the world makes me angry.  
 
It makes me mad when I dissociate from myself and my God because of the 
swindlers set up around my own heart.  
 
It makes me mad when I fall for their tricks and think that there is something wrong 
with me, or something that I need to do to better myself before I can encounter the 
love of God and the love of community.  



 
It makes me mad that churches exclude and demonize LGBTQ+ people, and call it 
the will of God.  
 
It makes me mad that churches perpetuate White Supremacist lies about worship 
style and music, or fail to see how racism is baked into leadership structures and 
approaches to ministry in and out of the church. 
 
It makes me mad that “the combined wealth of all U.S. billionaires increased by 
$1.138 trillion (39 percent) between March 18, 2020 and January 18, 2021.” 
Meanwhile, “84 percent of domestic workers reported experiencing food insecurity. 
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It makes me mad that Black folx are twice as likely to die from COVID than white 
folx. Latino and Hispanic folx … 2.3x as likely. And indigenous folx are 2.4x as likely 
to die from COVID than white folx.2  
 
I believe that this all makes Jesus mad too, because it is all antithetical to the ways of 
the Holy One who delivered the Israelites from the oppressive hand of Pharaoh. 
Who led them through the wilderness, provided for their every need, and delivered 
them to a land flowing with milk and honey, a land where they could thrive.  
 
It’s antithetical to ways of the God of the Prophets, who always hears the cries of 
oppressed people, and again and again sends messengers to remind us what is good 
and just and righteous.  
 
Inequality and exploitation, markets that thrive on insecurity and fear, these are 
antithetical to the Divine, who above all desires to be in communion with Creation, 
to be in communion with us.  
 
The Holy God, who saw it good to dwell among us. Who decided to dwell within us. 
Who despite our best efforts to run away, calls us back, forgives us, and tends to our 
wounds.  
 
Our Gracious and Loving God who is committed to again & again showing us the 
way. The way to justice. The way to healing. The way to wholeness as a people, as a 
world.  
 
Again & again God shows us the way to God.  

 
1 https://inequality.org/facts/inequality-and-covid-19/#wealth-income-inequality-covid 
2 https://www.cdc.gov/coronavirus/2019-ncov/covid-data/investigations-discovery/hospitalization-death-
by-race-ethnicity.html 



 
Very often that path begins right here, within our hearts. Where God has promised 
to write God’s laws.  
 
Right here in the Temple of our beings, where we can encounter God whenever and 
wherever we are. Where we can come to know what is true and just and righteous. 
 
And sometimes, that looks like getting mad, kicking out all those swindlers, turning 
over their tables, and calling them out for their lies so that we can begin to move 
from a place of truth and wholeness, rather than fear and insecurity.  
 
So that we might follow Jesus’ lead, and learn to spot and confront those swindlers 
wherever we encounter them. That we might dare to flip over their tables, which 
only serve to divide and destroy us.  
 
And that we might come to believe once again that they do have power over us. 
They do not have the final say. They can try to destroy us. But we worship a God 
who reveals true power through acts of love. And a God whose anger tears down for 
the purpose of building up. Thanks be to God for a love like that.  
 
In the name of the Triune God, who creates, sustains, and redeems us all. Amen. 
 


