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Not my will, but God’s. In our Gospel today, we hear that lesson loud and clear. From our vantage point 2000
years later, we might imagine that Jesus is putting off the inevitable. We know he’s going to go to Jerusalem.
We know that the cheers will turn to jeers and that he will eventually wind up on a cross. Why not just rip off
the band-aid and go?
Because Jesus has things to do. “I am casting out demons and performing cures today and tomorrow, and on
the third day I finish my work.” Sorry, Herod, you are just going to have to wait your turn.
We turn to these lessons in Lent, because Jesus has turned his face toward Jerusalem. Chapter 9, verse 51 of
the Gospel according to Luke says: “When the days drew near for him to be taken up, he set his face to go to
Jerusalem.” But he has a list of things to do before he reaches Jerusalem in chapter 19. And so he thumbs his
nose at the danger represented by Herod Antipas. Not my will, he says, and not Herod’s either. I’m on God’s
schedule.
His words remind me of a recalcitrant teenager, who brags that the teacher or principal can kiss his…because
he’s the big man on campus. But instead of mischief, Jesus is doing beautiful, loving work. He’s demonstrating,
over and over, by casting out demons and performing cures, that he is God on earth, and that he is a God of
boundless love.
In Jesus’ life on earth, the Pharisees often figure as opponents. There is speculation among Biblical scholars
that the Pharisees weren’t really thinking of Jesus’ welfare in warning him about Herod. They may in fact have
been trying to sideline Jesus, to drive him underground and diminish the reputation he was building. When
God’s hand is most evident, Satan is also at work, as Paul reminds us in our second lesson today,
“For many live as enemies of the cross of Christ; I have often told you of them, and now I tell you even with
tears. Their end is destruction; their god is the belly; and their glory is in their shame; their minds are set on
earthly things.”
Their minds are set on earthly things. I can see your minds churning: Did I get everything I needed at the
grocery store? Answer. No. Are we having choir practice after church? Answer: Yes. Can I afford to fill my
tank with gas for that trek to Seattle next week? Answer. Doubtful, but I’ll have to do it anyway.
When the chips are down, we turn to God. But in the mundane, the everyday, do we remember that Christ
died and was resurrected, ending death? Do we consider the boundless love, that love so deep so broad so
high, beyond all thought and fantasy, as it says in Hymn 236? Are we focused on, “not my will, but God’s? Or
are we saying, “I’ll get to your will, God, just as soon as I finish my to-do list?” Are we reacting the Herods of
this world, or are our faces turned toward Jerusalem?
Jerusalem, Jerusalem, Jesus scolds. And just like that, we’re back to the recalcitrant teen, aren’t we?

Jerusalem is us. As I said, we turn to God when the chips are down. As has been the subject of many a sermon,
we bargain with God. We make promises we know we can’t keep. But in our everyday lives, we are arrogant
and blind, clueless about our future.
Like us, Jerusalem was self-important. It was considered the Holy City, the City of David, and as such was the
destination for Jewish pilgrimages. That would be quite a reputation to live up to, and it’s easy to see why its
citizens might have thought a lot about their fair city. I don’t know how many of you have traveled widely, but
my experience is that, outside of Western Washington, people have no idea where the Olympic Peninsula,
Hood Canal, let alone Shelton are. I usually just fall back to telling people I live near Seattle, which they
equate with the Space Needle, Starbucks and all things liberal. I guess that’s better than being known as the
city where our Lord and Savior was put to death!
Once in a while, I meet someone who’s actually interested in where I live. I describe the clean air, the tall,
green trees. The rain, the mild weather, the mountains and the water. Not a skyscraper in sight, and my
favorite place to take tourists isn’t a googy architecture spire, it’s a trail among giant old growth trees. I’m
saddened by those who think they know the Northwest because they’ve seen Pike Place Market on TV. How
very arrogant! How much nuance we miss, when we generalize! When we assume we already know the
answers, even as we ask the questions.
When we presume to be good Christians, just because we show up on Sundays.
Jesus calls Jerusalem the city “that kills the prophets, and stones those who are sent to it!” That’s a far cry
from Jerusalem, the Holy City. Not exactly a slogan to attract tourists. It’s true, prophets were killed in
Jerusalem. And Herod Antipas presents a real and present danger – his father tried to kill Jesus as a baby, and
the son has proved his own bloodlust by assassinating John the Baptist.
Arrogance, indeed. You’d have thought that the residents of Jerusalem would have learned a lesson in 587 BC,
when the city was laid waste by Babylonia. Those inhabitants who weren’t killed were driven into exile, and it
was these few who were eventually allowed to return and rebuild.
By the time Luke wrote this gospel, the city was in ruins again. From 68 to 70 AD, the city was under siege.
When it finally fell, the citizens of Jerusalem were killed or enslaved. Yet another revolt in 132 AD finally
caused Hadrian to level Jerusalem and build a Roman city on the site, banning Jews from the new city.
Just a footnote here: Jerusalem, as we know, is today a thriving city of nearly 900,000. It’s an embattled city,
partly because of its long, violent history. And it’s still a bit arrogant. Here’s a line from a tourism website, as
an example: “Jerusalem is the religious and historical epicenter of the world. A surreal and vibrant city, holy
to Jews, Muslims, and Christians – over one-third of all the people on the earth.”
We are Jerusalem. We don’t learn. Yet even while he’s scolding Jerusalem, Jesus surrounds its citizens with
love, expressing his desire to “gather your children together as a hen gathers her brood under her wings.” You
may not believe that a hen has much defense against a wily fox, and in the short term, I suppose you’d be
right. But we’ve seen images of mothers, protecting their children against flood or hurricane, bombs and
shrapnel. That’s what a mother does, and there is no stronger courage in the world.
That’s the power of love. That’s what Jesus demonstrated throughout his short life on earth. And that’s what
he’s asking of us. He’s asking us to peek out from under his wing and find love in the world. He’s asking us to
look up from our grocery lists and our steering wheels and yes, our church bulletins and seek him, praise him.
He’s asking us to set our faces toward Jerusalem, to act intentionally in his name.

Like Jerusalem, we can ignore that invitation. Or we can wake up every day and RSVP to his invitation. Not
just when we’ve got nothing else to do, not just when we “need” Jesus, but every. Single. Day.
Jerusalem, Jerusalem. We are Jerusalem, and we are NOT Jerusalem. Because of the resurrection. Jesus lived
as one of us, and he died on the cross. He vanquished death by his resurrection. In my Lenten study, I ran
across a good little blog written by Josh Hosler, pastor at The Church of the Good Shepherd, Federal Way, that
lays out different theories of atonement. As Hosler so eloquently put it, “By his entire life, Jesus demonstrated
that love will hurt us and might even kill us. But through God’s grace, love is more powerful than the forces of
domination that threaten it. Those who choose to live in the hope of the Resurrection have cause for endless
celebration, no matter what indignities are put upon them by the evil powers at work in the world. The
“atoning sacrifice” accomplishes salvation by freeing us from the fear of death. Jesus has gone ahead of us
through death and has come back to show us that it is the gateway to eternal life.”
As Jesus spoke with the Pharisees, he knew his fate, but he had a bucket list to complete before he arrived at
Jerusalem for the culmination of his life on earth. At the end of our gospel reading today, Jesus states: “You
will not see me until the time comes when you say, 'Blessed is the one who comes in the name of the Lord.'"
We recognize those words from Psalm 118, where they first appeared as a song of victory. We hear them
again in the Palm Sunday story, when Jesus entered the city and his disciples cheered him on to what would
be an ignominious fate, followed by the ultimate victory. We recognize them from the Sanctus, part of the
Great Thanksgiving during our Communion Service. We repeat them as an acknowledgement that Jesus Christ
is Lord, and by his life on earth and his resurrection, death is vanquished forever. Blessed is the one who
comes in the name of the Lord. It is a beautiful, wonderful victory dance. Let’s repeat those words together:
Blessed is the one who comes in the name of the Lord.
Not our will, but God’s. Amen.

