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I have to begin this morning’s sermon by admitting that it’s been the most difficult 

sermon I’ve written in a long time. I must have started it over five times. Still not sure 

whether this is really what I should share with you, to be honest. I’ve had a hard 

time discerning the difference between my feelings on what’s going on this week in 

our city and what the Spirit is calling me to share with you. I pray that I got it right. 

Here we go. 

 

My chiropractor said something that stuck with me this week. He said: “is it bad that 

I want something to happen when the truckers arrive on Parliament Hill? I mean, I 

don’t want anyone to get hurt or anything, but I’m just itching for something to go 

down.” I tensed up and reacted quickly. I asked him: “Is it because you’re bored? 

Or listening to too much talk radio?” He said: “Yeah, maybe I’m bored. Or maybe 

just too much Joe Rogan”.  

 

This little snippet of conversation was meaningful for me. It’s stuck with me all week. 

It surprised me, and it left me with a bit of a sour taste in my mouth. All of a 

sudden, my chiropractor and I were on opposite sides of an issue. I’ve been his 

client for close to a decade. He has provided amazing care to me and our girls. He 

is a great guy and we’ve had wonderful conversations about all kinds of things. Our 

kids’ love of sports and the challenges of parenting , but also about music, 

spirituality, and religion. He’s told me very entertaining stories about his experience 

being a guitarist in an alternative band in the 1990s. I loaned him my copy of 

Tolstoy’s A Confession. I was upset by his comment this week. Did our disagreement 

mean anything to our relationship going forward? I felt a wall, a division come up 

between us. 

 

I’ve thought about this all week. On Thursday morning our Morning Prayer group 

had a wonderful discussion about today’s Gospel reading. We talked about how 

quickly the crowd in the synagogue turned on Jesus. We talked about how quickly 

the mood went from awe to rage and then violence. How appropriate that we hear 



 
this story on this particular weekend in 2022 as we witness protesting crowds take 

over the downtown core of our city. 

 

The Gospel we heard this morning is Part 2 of a two-part story. The story is about 

courage. It’s about Jesus taking on the mantle of his calling. We heard Part One 

last Sunday: Jesus standing in his familiar synagogue, being handed the scroll of the 

prophet Isaiah, and then announcing that he was the one Isaiah was talking about. 

Can you imagine what that must have been like for Jesus? Did he have butterflies in 

his stomach as he stood up to read in the synagogue he knew so well? As he made 

his declaration to the people who knew him since he was little?  

 

And this week, we get Part Two, the To Be Continued. Jesus knows the people are 

going to get angry. He anticipates their objections. “Doubtless you will quote to me 

this proverb, 'Doctor, cure yourself!' He gets confronted by the same people who 

were in awe moments ago. They say: “hey, wait a minute. We heard you’ve been 

doing impressive things in other towns. Now you come here, tell us you’re someone 

special, and you won’t even do the signs you’ve been doing elsewhere. What 

exactly is going on here?” 

 

Instead of a calm discussion between Jesus, the religious authorities and those 

attending synagogue, rage erupts. A rage so forceful and contagious that “they got 

up, drove him out of the town, and led him to the brow of the hill…so that they 

might hurl him off the cliff.” This is the part of the sermon where I really struggled. 

So bear with me. 

 

It would be easy for me to draw a comparison between those in the synagogue that 

day and those participating in the trucker protests. I could say now: “Instead of a 

calm discussion between those protesting vaccine mandates, the government and 

those in favour of vaccine mandates, they got in their trucks, raised $6 million 

dollars, and headed to Ottawa to disrupt.” I could vilify those in the synagogue that 

day and those protesting this weekend. I could make it about us and them. But I 

don’t think that’s what the Spirit is calling me to proclaim to you this week, I really 

don’t. 

 



 
I hear that we’re being called to something greater than that. I hear that the spirit 

reminds us that there is no us and them. Only us. Did you notice that the response to 

the protests are almost equally full of anger and rage? The speed and intensity 

with which people are ready to paint all protesters with the same brush is 

astounding too.  

 

The Holy Spirit kept nudging me to ask the question this week: what would Jesus do? 

Well we get the answer, right in the story. What does Jesus do in the middle of this 

chaos at the synagogue? Does he stand up and shout back at the crowd? No, he 

doesn’t. It says: “he passed through the midst of them and went on his way.” 

Someone said to me this week, yeah but maybe he kicked and shoved his way 

through the crowd. I think the writer of the Gospel of Luke would have included that 

important bit if he did, don’t you think? He passed through the midst of them and 

went on his way. Period. I want to denounce, criticize, ridicule, shove back, defend 

myself and my views. But I keep coming back to: “he passed through the midst of 

them and went on his way”.  

 

Now you’re going to say to me, what exactly are you advocating for, here? Don’t 

we have a responsibility to call out the potential for right-wing hate and extremism? 

Don’t we have a responsibility to call out hypocrisy when we see it? Port-a-potties 

are being set up for protesters, but we can’t seem to figure out how to provide 

public toilets for the unhoused? That police response to protests seems to depend on 

what is being protested and by whom?  

 

Yes we do. As Christians, we definitely have this responsibility. Our calling to 

proclaim God’s love and justice for all is unequivocal. We say, like Jeremiah, “I am 

only a boy”, “I am only this or that” and make excuses. But God replies to Jeremiah 

and to us: “you shall go to all to whom I send you, and you shall speak whatever I 

command you. Do not be afraid of them, for I am with you to deliver you, says the 

Lord”. We all have this prophetic calling. 

 

But how we do it is important. We are called to hear each other out. We are called 

to put ourselves in another’s shoes. We are called to see the situation we are upset 

about from another’s perspective. We are called to rise above the fear we feel 



 
when we’re being attacked. We are called to stay calm, as Jesus did when he 

passed through the crowd. We are called to love and respect. And to love and 

respect all. Not just us, but them too. There is no them. Just us. Ugh. 

 

I’m going to leave us by inviting us to reflect on the familiar verses from 1 

Corinthians 13. I always think of the characters played by Owen Wilson and Vince 

Vaughn in Wedding Crashers. They can rattle off this passage by heart because it’s 

always the one read aloud at marriages. It’s easy to hear these verses and just 

gloss over them because they are so familiar. But when we hear it in the context of 

what’s going on in our city this weekend, these verses sound quite different, don’t 

they? “Love is patient; love is kind; love is not envious or boastful or arrogant or 

rude. It does not insist on its own way; it is not irritable or resentful; it does not 

rejoice in wrongdoing, but rejoices in the truth.” Amen. 

 

 

 


