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There’s an old story that’s been circulating on social media yet again these days about an older, 

successful couple that have been living in their home for quite some time. I’m not so sure where 

it comes from originally, but one version states that one morning the couple is sitting down at 

their kitchen table, enjoying an amazing breakfast together. 

 

Eve, the wife, looks out the window and she notices her new neighbor is hanging laundry out on 

the clothesline. (You can tell how old this story is because not too many people hang their 

clothes outside to dry anymore.) As Eve’s neighbor was hanging up her clothes, Eve notices a 

glaring problem. The laundry looks like it had never been washed in the first place. It is dirty. 

 

Eve turns to her husband and says, “Frank, that laundry isn’t even washed. It’s filthy. Just look at 

it. Someone needs to teach her a thing or two about washing her clothes before she hangs them 

on the line!” 

 

This happens several mornings in a row as the couple sits down for breakfast. Each day, Eve 

turns to Frank and says, “She still hasn’t figured out how to wash those clothes. Can you believe 

it?” 

 

Eventually, one morning Eve and Frank are sitting at the kitchen table yet again for breakfast. 

Once more, Eve notices her neighbor hanging the clothes on the clothesline. But this morning, 

something looked different. 

 

Surprised, Eve turns to her husband and says, “Well, will you look at that! You’re not going to 

believe this, Frank, but her clothes are clean! Someone must have finally taught her how to wash 

her clothes before she hangs them up to dry.” 

 

Without even looking up from his breakfast plate, before he takes the next bite, Frank says, 

“Actually, dear, I got up early this morning and washed the window.” 

 

Friends, how often in life is this the truth for us, as well? Our perspective usually depends on the 

window through which we are looking out into the world. 
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One of the most challenging religion professors I had in college always used to ask essay 

questions that he would expect us to answer from a different worldview; from a different 

perspective than our own. He was constantly challenging us to look at situations through the eyes 

of someone else with a different view and life experience. He was a tough grader, too. Yet, his 

students learned so much in his classes because we were moved beyond ourselves into a broader 

worldview of issues, situations, and even essay answers. 

 

For a number of years, I’ve found myself reading more social media statements than I tend to 

post on most days. In recent days, following an increased awareness of conversations about race 

and racism, you may have noticed or participated in the uptick of conversations on racism. With 

the murder of George Floyd in Minneapolis, we’ve been forced to face the inhumanity of racism 

that still infests our land, our ideas, our institutions, and our systems. 

 

So often I hear how folks thought that we’ve moved beyond so many injustices since the fifties 

and sixties and we’re living in better days. We’re quick to point out how far we’ve come. It’s 

almost as if we just don’t want to talk about it yet again. Somehow, folks think that we’ve been 

on that road before, but things have changed. 

 

The more I read on our social media feeds, however, the more I realize that we just don’t know 

how to have difficult conversations very well, do we? Why is it that we struggle with 

conversations about racism? It’s so uncomfortable for so many. We want to move on to the 

healing and beyond any pain. So quickly we become defensive as we’re ready to say there are 

some bad folks out there, but we’re not those folks. 

 

It’s really hard to sit with people in the pain of their own experience as the pain is all too often 

something so far beyond our everyday experiences. Besides, who likes pain and suffering? We 

look through our windows and we just wish everyone else would get their laundry clean so the 

world could be a better place. 

 

The other day, I saw a popular meme that keeps being reposted in one fashion or another that 

tends to say something like “If you didn’t break the law, then the police would leave you alone.”  

I’m shaken to the core every time I read that, especially when I see it posted by people of faith, 

because that might be your experience and even my experience, but it’s not the experience of a 

lot of folks, especially persons of color. 

 

After the killing of George Floyd which is so visibly seared in our memories, we’ve heard the 

stories of so many others who have lived to tell of their encounters. The other week, Saturday 

Night Live alumnus Jay Pharaoh shared that in April he was out exercising in his Los Angeles 

neighborhood and found himself facing LA police officers with guns drawn as he was placed on 

the ground with a knee on his neck to restrain him. It seems that they were looking for someone 

who had just fled the scene of a crime and that suspect happened to be a black man. 

 

That’s not an experience I’ve had in life as a white man. I’ve never been mistaken for a suspect 

in a crime because the best description that someone had for the suspect was that he was a white 

man. Yet, I’ve read enough and had enough conversations with others to know that my 

experience is not everyone’s experience. My worldview is different; my window from which I 
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see the world is different. While my privileged experience might not change because of who I 

am, I do have the power to expand my own worldview. I can go outside and wash my window so 

that I can see the world from a different perspective. 

 

In our scripture lesson today, we find ourselves “on the road again,” as Willie Nelson might have 

said. Yet this week, our road is not the road of last week that led from Jerusalem to Jericho. 

Rather, this road south leads from Jerusalem to Gaza. Philip has been encouraged to walk this 

road by the Spirit of God. Along the way, he notices a chariot. A chariot would have represented 

someone of dignity, and in fact, back home in Ethiopia, this God-fearing man was a man who 

had been entrusted with the treasury of the queen. Yet, that came with great price to ensure that 

the wasn’t a threat to the queen. He was made a eunuch, castrated, kept faithful to the queen but 

emasculated and thus, safer. 

 

In Jerusalem, he might have had a reverence for the God of the people of Judah, but he was still a 

Gentile. As a eunuch, there was no space for him in the temple even if he was God-fearing. 

 

The Spirit of God moves Philip to go spend some time with this man in his chariot. As he 

approaches the chariot, he recognizes the words of Isaiah. Did you listen carefully to the words 

that he was reading? Let me read them again: “Like a sheep he was led to the slaughter, and like 

a lamb silent before its shearer, so he does not open his mouth. In his humiliation, justice was 

denied him. Who can describe his generation? For his life is taken away from the earth.” 

 

Philip asks him if he understands what he’s reading and the eunuch says, “How can I unless 

someone guides me?” So Philip gets up into the chariot with him. 

 

Friends, you need to know how countercultural this was for Philip. His own reputation is at 

stake. Not only is this Ethiopian a Gentile, but he is also a eunuch. There was no compassion for 

him, but rather he was one to be avoided. Educated though he may be, what in the world is this 

man doing with the scroll of Isaiah? Philip risks what others might say about him as he hops up 

into the chariot that day. 

 

Philip could have turned and walked in the other direction. He could have argued it out with 

God. Philip could have said, “No way.” But that day, Philip was led by the Spirit of God as he 

got up into the chariot with a eunuch. And he stayed in the chariot as they explored the scripture 

together. 

 

I can only imagine the questions this man had as he read that passage from Isaiah. He asks, 

“About whom is this written? Is it about the prophet himself or someone else?” 

 

I can only imagine that when this eunuch read the story, he saw his own story there in the scroll 

of Isaiah that day. He had been led as a sheep to slaughter, as a lamb before its shearer when his 

identity had been stripped off him, as well. He had experienced the pain of humiliation and 

justice denied. He knew what it was like to experience a false acceptance and yet to be scorned 

for who he was. The power he received was not that great when you consider how much of his 

life had been robbed from him. 
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I wonder what it was like when he was at the Temple, seeking this God that seemed so real to 

him, yet so far away. How did it feel as he was scorned or turned away; not fully accepted and 

headed home when Philip meets him on the road again? 

 

The Spirit of God invited Philip to see his full humanity that day. I’d bet that it wasn’t just the 

Ethiopian eunuch who came to a better understanding in that chariot ride, but perhaps Philip did 

as well when God pushed him up into that cross-cultural experience that put his own reputation 

at risk. Isn’t that just like God? Isn’t it just like Jesus to invite us to look at someone’s story 

again and see it from a different perspective; to see someone’s humanity and sacred worth; to 

learn about his or her or their experience? 

 

Years ago, when I was in seminary, I joined the gospel choir at Garrett. It was led by another 

student at that time. Kelly was our director and a colleague in ministry. I loved singing and so 

appreciated the depth of the spirituals that we sang together. Yet, when I first started singing with 

that choir, I noticed something different about our rehearsals than all of the other choirs in which 

I sang. When Kelly and I sang together in the chapel choir, we had music in front of us and we 

could see the notes to sing. 

 

Whenever the gospel choir gathered together, however, Kelly would sit at the piano and begin to 

play. There was no sheet music for our choir. Kelly would simply sit down and play. At some 

point, she would look at us and say, “Now sopranos, here’s your part.” And Kelly would sing it 

out to the sopranos and they would sing it back to her. She did that with each part; no sheet 

music. When she got to the basses, she’d say “And basses, here’s your line.” 

 

I learned to sing gospel music not by reading the notes on a page, but by listening to Kelly as she 

sang my part, by listening to the parts that were sung around me, and by being open to how we 

sounded when I listened first before I sang. 

 

Are you too quick to be defensive? Are you simply trying to prove your point that you’ve held 

for so long? Are you trying to win the debate while lives are at stake on a matter of misguided 

principles? Where’s the Spirit of God moving today? 

 

Have you read that book yet? Have you listened to the podcast from someone whose perspective 

is different than your own? Are you enflamed because you feel accused? When are we going to 

work to understand? When are we willing to risk our own reputation to hop in the chariot and 

hear someone else’s story, that together we might sense a greater connection to Jesus and live 

more like the blessed community? 

 

Perhaps we might learn to sing better if we’ll first take the time to listen as we step out onto the 

road again, going places that we’ve never been, seeing things that we may never see again. I’m 

not dreading being on the road again, my friends. It’s on the road that we gain a new perspective 

and discover Jesus at the precise moment that we think we’re witnessing to him. 

 


