
 
  
 
 If today’s story was a television show, I think I would begin at the end. 
 
 You would see just the feet of Jesus, walking. All around him are other sets of feet, 
standing in his way, and moving at the last minute as he approaches, the dust kicking up 
as a small pathway opens before him and closes behind him. You would hear angry 
voices – “How dare he!” “Blasphemy!” “Away with him!” Who does he think he is?” 
And then the camera pans back slowly, so you can see Jesus’ face, his eyes set straight 
ahead, as if this angry mob is not even there, just one step in front of the other. As the 
camera pans back further, you see the size of the crowd pressing in and yet parting, and 
Jesus walking through like a pebble cast on a pond, moving through them with 
effortlessness, unharmed. The voices become muddled as the camera pans back even 
further, and now you can see the cliff, the crowd still gathered at its edge, Jesus moving 
through them. He keeps going on his way, on the Way.  
  
 And then, words on the screen, “One hour earlier.” Which for us was last week. 
 
 Suddenly we are in the synagogue the center of Jewish life. You remember from 
last week that it is here the central act of the Jewish faith took place week after week, as it 
does here – the reading of the sacred text.  
 

And you remember that Jesus is handed the scroll of the prophet Isaiah. Jesus 
carefully unrolls it, looking intently for the place he wants to read. And he reads with real 
presence, impressing everyone.  
 
 We keep the camera on both Jesus and the scroll. Someone coughs in the room, but 
all else is quiet. Jesus clears his throat. We see one shot of all the people, leaning 
forward, anticipating a word, and then back to the shot of Jesus, ready to read.  
 
 And you remember what he read. We read it last week. “The Spirit of the Lord is 
upon me, because he has anointed me to bring good news to the poor. He has sent me to 
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proclaim release to the captives and recovery of sight to the blind, to let the oppressed go 
free, to proclaim the year of the Lord’s favor.” 
  
 The camera stays on him as he slowly rolls the scroll up, gives it back to the 
attendant, and sits down. The camera then pans the crowd, and they are rapt, leaning even 
further forward, waiting for the proclamation. “And the eyes of all in the synagogue were 
fixed on him.”  
 
 Pan back to a close-up shot that outlines the features of Jesus’ face as he delivers 
one of the shortest sermons ever – “Today this scripture has been fulfilled in your 
hearing.” Today, he says, right now, fulfillment of these promises of God. Today. 
 
 I remember my preaching professor David Buttrick advising our class that the 
hardest part of sermon preparation, if you are doing it right, is deciding what to leave out. 
You should always have more than you need, he said, and then you have to decide what 
is most needful. Less is more. Always leave them wanting more.  
 
 Jesus didn’t get the memo. He has them right where he wants them. Just as “all” 
the eyes in the synagogue were fixed on him, so now, the camera swings around the room 
and you can hear people whispering to each other. “All” spoke well of him, at how 
gracious his words were. If he stops now, he will no doubt be invited to someone’s house 
for dinner. 
 
 But he hears one of the comments – something about him being Joseph’s son. He 
looks up sharply, his eyes narrow, and he clears his throat to say something more. 
 
 The late comedian Lewis Grizzard told a story about an old country church that 
had a ritual of confession from time to time when people would stand before the 
congregation and “confess” before everyone whatever they had done in the previous 
week or month or sometimes just last night. Someone stands and recounts a story of 
speaking harshly to her husband. The preacher responds, “Tell it all, sister! Tell it all!” A 
young boy admits to some mischief on a Saturday night, to which the preacher calls, 
“Tell it all, brother, tell it all.” After a few more of these, the preacher and congregation 
are on a roll, and a man pops up at the back and tells a story on himself I will not repeat 
here. The preacher stops, the congregation goes silent, and finally the preacher says, “I 
don’t believe Id’a told that.” 
 
 If that old preacher had been in the synagogue, he might have said the same thing 
to Jesus. “I don’t believe Id’a told that.” 
 



 Jesus mines the tradition to find two of the heroes of Israel, two prophets who were 
the embodiment of Israel’s hopes and dreams, and tells stories of their encounters not 
with Jews, but with Gentiles, non-Jews. “God sent Elijah, one of the most respected 
figures in Jewish history, to provide for a Gentile widow in Zarephath, a town in the 
Gentile land of Sidon. Then he tells about the great prophet Elisha, and how God 
cleansed Naaman through him, who was not only a Gentile but a general in the army of 
Syria, an occasional enemy of Israel.”  
 
 And again we hear that word, “All.” All their eyes had been fixed on him, all had 
spoken well of him, and now all in the synagogue were filled with rage. The people rise 
as one, rush to the front of the synagogue where Jesus is seated, pick him up under his 
arms, and drag him out the doors and toward the cliffs on which the town was built. For a 
moment, they stand there, intending to throw him off. But then, Jesus turns and calmly 
begins walking back through them, on his way, on the Way. And we are back now where 
we started.  
 
 And where exactly is that place where we started? Jesus on the way. 
 
 Jesus never stops walking his way, throughout the pages of Luke, fulfilling the 
prophecy – good news to the poor, release to the captives, recovery of sight to the blind, 
proclaiming the Lord’s favor. 
 
 He is still walking. He is still reaching out not to some, but to all. He walks the 
well-kept streets of Franklin, and the winding, potholed roads of Beirut. He walks in the 
newly-dug trenches in Ukraine and through the houses of the vulnerable with a hot Meals 
on Wheels dinner. He walks through the hallways of this church, in and among these 
pews, making his way. And everywhere he goes, he is at work, and calling us to join. 
 

 It is really tempting for us – for me – to read this text and say how awful that 
hometown congregation was for trying to throw Jesus off the cliff. I mean, we know that 
Jesus came for the whole world and not just a select few, don’t we? We would never try 
to silence Jesus, would we? 
 

 What if Jesus was from First Presbyterian Church, Franklin? What if he grew up 
here back in the day and left in the mid-80’s? Left when we were a smallish church in a 
small Tennessee town meeting on the old-fashioned square. And then he returns, in 2022, 
for the first time. We invite him to preach. We’re located now in what to him was a field 
on the outskirts of town; we have a much nicer place, lots more land, plenty of parking. 
And we’re not alone – country club to the north of us, nice apartments to the south. And 
now, so many people, so much building and growth and neighborhoods and money. 
Williamson County was not the wealthiest county in Tennessee when he left - now it is.  



 
 He climbs up into this pulpit and looks out over the congregation here and on-line, 
picks up the Bible and turns to Isaiah 61 – you know what it says. 
 
 And he looks at all of us and says, “Today, this scripture has been fulfilled in your 
hearing.” But he doesn’t stop there. He tells stories about all the ways God loves not just 
us, but the whole world, especially the people we see as other. He gets really specific, 
asking how we are using all these resources, all this abundance that surrounds us, today.  
 
 He wonders, out loud, about those we see as enemy. He reflects on the ways we 
wall ourselves off from those with whom we differ. He asks why it is that Sunday 
morning remains one of the most segregated times of the week; he wonders how good we 
are at forgiving those inside our homes and those outside our homes, around the world; 
how is it possible, he asks, that in 2022 we have not learned the ways of peace. 
 
 And I’m getting nervous. You know, Jesus, you can blow in and blow out, but I’ve 
got to live here. You’ve quit preaching and gone to meddling. I think you’ve reached a 
good stopping place. You really need to learn how to be more nuanced. You know, we’ve 
got a pretty high place across the way at Roper’s Knob, high enough to toss you off… 
 
 Yes, I can see how it happened, how it happens, how we find all sorts of ways to 
try and shut Jesus up. 
 
 The great Italian writer, the late Roberto Calasso, in “The Book of All Books” 
reflects on the Old Testament prophets. “These men,” he remarks, “shared a certain 
spitefulness, spoke with great vehemence and as a matter of principle employed only two 
registers: condemnation and consolation, vast deserts of condemnation, that is, relieved 
by rare oases of inconceivable sweetness.” 
 
 But this prophet is different. He does not call down fire like Elijah once did; he 
doesn’t summon a she-bear out of the woods to kill 42 children, like Elisha did. No, he 
just keeps walking, right through the middle of them, on his way, his grace-filled way, 
with inconceivable sweetness. The camera follows him through the crowd, forgiving their 
failures, and ours, as he goes. And somehow, all this grace teaches us that it was never in 
our power to follow him; even the following is grace. We won’t get it right all the time. 
There will be times we’d rather shut Jesus up, throw him off some cliff or another, nail 
him to a cross. Yet, even so, he keeps going on the way, and unbelievably, still summons 
us. The camera focuses on him as he goes. May we find ourselves in the frame, 
following. Amen. 


