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In the year 1903, seven years after the beginning of the Klondike Gold Rush, was published 
the novel that made Jack London famous:  “The Call of The Wild.”   Buck was a massive 
dog whose father was a St. Bernard and whose mother was a Scotch Shepherd.  Buck lived a 
life of ease in the Santa Clara Valley, having the run of, and ruling, his master’s domain.  
Sold into slavery by treachery, Buck’s life soon became the miserable existence of countless 
beatings and chainings, until he learned that, to avoid them, he would have to become 
submissive to his slave-masters.  However he never lost the ability to kill, with a viciousness 
inherited from the ancestors of all dogs, the wolf. 
 
Wolves live by killing . . . and at times they kill their own in order to retain mastery and 
control of the pack.  The wolf is an expertly-crafted killing machine . . . that is their first 
nature.  However their killing is neither random nor senseless . . . their killing is for food, 
mastery and survival. 
 
Abused by several owners, Buck ultimately became a sled dog in the Yukon, and, in the face 
of one particularly vicious master, Buck was rescued by John Thornton, to whom the dog 
was devoted until Thornton himself died.  After which, now freed, not from his devotion to 
Thornton, but from his responsibility to, and for, Thornton,  Buck returned to the wild, 
running, and killing, with the pack,  which was now his family. 
 
The story closes as the Yeehat Indian Tribe follows the moon and the moose . . . all the 
while never daring to enter the valley of the great, gloriously-coated wolf, who comes from 
the timber into the open places, there to muse for a time, then howling, as wolves do, "long 
and mournfully, ere he departs." 
 
"But he is not always alone", writes London near the close of the novel,  "for when the 
wolves follow their meat into the lower valleys, he may be seen running at the head of the 
family . . . as he sings a song of the younger world, which is the song of the pack." 
 
Buck had returned to his ancestors . . . driven there by the memory in his DNA . . . called to 
them by the plaintive, unmistakable howling of the wolves . . . this once-domesticated king 
of his master's domain, was now drawn irresistibly back to his roots by The Call of the Wild. 
 
Four weeks ago we remembered the end of another killing machine.  10 million civilians 
were slaughtered, together with 10 million military personnel.  Another 21 million persons 
were injured in this ghastly combination of machine guns, bombings, bayonets, gas and  
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rifle fire.  Fought in and from the trenches, it was not unusual for ten men to be slaughtered 
for every 36 inches of territory gained, only to have that gain destroyed the next day, with 
another ten killed per yard lost.  
 
In some sectors, although the armistice had already been signed, the killing went on by 
command of many generals, until exactly 11 a.m. on November 11th. 
 
This was sheer, wanton murder, not for sustenance, only to appease the hubris and 
arrogance of officers, who fought the battles through their proxies . . .  the proletariat mired 
in the mud and filth of the trenches.  WWI was a very crude, very efficient, killing machine. 
 
Two days ago we remembered the 77th anniversary of the beginning of another World-wide 
killing machine.  This one so diabolically effective that it murdered 15 million military 
personnel and more than 50 million civilians.  25 million persons survived war wounds. 
 
And there is another kind of killing machine operating today . . . well-tuned and viciously 
effective . . .  killing by the gerrymandering of voting districts . . . killing by the suppression 
of voting rights . . . killing by creating illegal voting restrictions according to the whim of 
those in power . . . killing by administrative lies and decrees . . .  killing by walls . . . killing 
by tweet and innuendo . . . killing for the mere sake of killing.   Personal politics grows 
rapidly and surely into a finely-crafted killing machine. 
 
Ultimately, humankind itself . . . our self? . . .  is THE killing machine par-excellence.  
Indigenous populations in South and Central America were not only destroyed by sword and 
gun, they were slaughtered by the diseases inflicted upon them by their marauding 
conquerors.  Native Americans were shipped off to reservations . . . treaties forced upon 
them were broken at will by their non-savage superiors.  Swamps and wetlands were drained 
. . . only too late to discover that they are the filtering and cleansing systems of the land.  
Think Florida's Everglades . . .  Mountain tops are still being removed and the detritus has 
filled in valleys, polluted streams and rivers, killing off humankind in fact and in spirit  
. . . wildlife, fish and fauna alike are being irrevocably destroyed.  The results of this 
systemic killing machine will be felt for centuries to come . . . and that says nothing about 
the undeclared, illegal wars which continue to maim and murder. 
 
If killing is by instinct and necessity among wolves, it is also being accomplished by war, by 
human ignorance and greed, together with governmental action, merely as a playground for 
the wealthy, and  for the enjoyment of, and to appease those who have been given, or taken, 
the authority to order it.  The Call of the Wild to kill or be killed, whether it be howled by 
wolf or human, is a never-ending cacophony of wanton slaughter in the first degree. 
 
Against this backdrop we hear, once again, The Call of The Advent. 
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The texts, familiar, carry a political ring:  "in the fifteenth year of the reign of Tiberius 
Caesar, Pontius Pilate being governor of Judea, Herod being tetrarch of Galilee, his brother 
Philip being tetrarch of the region of Iturea and Trachonitis, and Lysanias being tetrarch of 
Abilene . . ."  
 
. . . having disposed of six politicians, Luke then moves to identify two clerical brass, 
Annas and Caiaphas . . . all of which served to pinpoint the coming of John with historical 
precision.  Like using GPS coordinates, The Baptist's exact location was known. 
 
Were this text to be written today, the author might well have identified the occasion, using 
some words of William Lamar, IV, (pastor of the AME Church in Washington, D.C.):   "In 
the second year of the reign of Donald Trump, Jefferson Beauregard Sessions having been 
fired as Attorney General, with Rudolph Giuliani the defender of the present order, with 
Jared Kushner, Trump's son-in-law, being his wife's father's puppet, together with Franklin 
Graham, Paula White and Joel Osteen, the profiteers, purveyors and prophets of Prosperity 
Religion . . . of American Civil Religion . . . the Word of God came to preachers preparing 
to proclaim The Gospel on the Second Sunday of Advent, 2018"  (Christian Century, 
11/7/18). 
 
All religion, and all faith, have intense and inevitable political implications.  And all 
politics will inevitably subvert, or enable, all morality, all ethical consideration and 
conversation, together with all religious sensibilities. 
 
The Call of the Advent in this, and every season of the Church Year, is to get past the power 
of the state and the false accusations of this Administration . . . the call is to bypass the lure 
and the temptation to believe that we are the superior race and that humans are above the 
laws of nature . . . the call of The Advent is to recognize that the only response to life and 
living is with a sense of appreciation . . . a profound sense of awe and humility . . . the sense 
that the Story of the Tree in the Garden remains to remind us that, while we may well be 
little less than God, we are not God.  The Call of the Advent is to hear and respond 
faithfully to God's covenant with humankind:  to care for and to nurture the earth and all 
that is therein.  Having designed everything for food to sustain those created in the Imago 
Dei, God's simple command to God's created was to care for that creation.  And, in so 
doing, the balance of nature would remain intact . . . and peace and well-being would prevail   
(Gen 1ff). 
 
Would that it were so . . .  
 
All killing, whether it be of flora or of fauna, would be purposeful, intentional and for the 
sustenance of the chain of life.  Killing would be done by moving up the trophic layers of 
existence . . . and with it would come the recognition that, for survival, killing must needs be 
done.  However, Kahlil Gibran wrote that, as one bites into an apple, one ought to offer not 
only a prayer of thanks to God for the apple, one ought also to apologize to the apple for  
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destroying it.  Native Americans, whom whites labeled . . . libeled? . . . savages, evidence 
this holy, sacred and worshipful response to the natural world which sustains and nurtures 
them . . . and, for that matter . . . all humankind. 
 
There is more than a bit of sarcastic irony in the bumper sticker:  " Save the animals.  Eat 
people." 
 
In his book, "Beyond Words:  What Animals Think and Feel", researcher/scientist Carl 
Safina wrote of the human-like emotions and communication systems evidenced by almost 
all animals, including plants and insects.  He writes of observing two porpoises, who 
reversed their course to travel alongside a cruise liner, one on each side, which was 
returning to port bearing a passenger who had died on board.  Once at the dock, the 
porpoises turned back to their original course and, together, headed out to sea.  It was as if, 
said Safina, that these mammals had sensed the tragedy and were serving as an honor 
guard to bring the deceased home.  Once they had completed that task, they were then free 
to resume their own travels.  If facial expressions were to be read, Safina says, they looked 
sad and morose until their self-imposed duties were completed, after which their expressions 
became ones of joy.  Elephants evidence behavior similar to that of humans when one of 
their family is slaughtered, or when one of their babies is stillborn or dies in infancy.  To 
read such accounts completely undercuts the arrogance and the sense of supremacy which 
infect humankind with a fatal virus. 
 
Seventy years after Yellowstone's last wolf was murdered, the entire Eco-system of the 
world's first National Park had collapsed.  At great cost, the reintroduction of wolves into 
the park immediately began to restore the entire system. 
 
"Understanding other animals," Safina quotes Alfred Russell Wallace, "is not a boutique 
endeavor.  Failure will speed their end and the bankrupting of our world.  And if we 
treated animals as they deserve, human inhumanity to humans would stand out all the more 
appallingly.  We might then turn our attention to the next step beyond human civilization, 
humane civilization.  Justice for all."  (The Malay Archipelago, 1869). 
 
In 1928 Henry Beston wrote:  "We patronize (animals) for their incompleteness, for their 
tragic fate of having taken form so far below ourselves.  And therein we err, and greatly err. 
For the animal shall not be measured by man.  In a world older and more complete than 
ours they move, finished and complete, gifted with extensions of the senses we have lost or 
never attained, living by voices we shall never hear.  They are not brethren, they are not 
underlings; they are other nations, caught with ourselves in the net of life and time, fellow 
prisoners of the splendour and travail of the earth"  
(Henry Beston, The Outermost House, 1928). 
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If we are still not convinced, note that whales communicate with one another even though 
separated by more than 200 miles of ocean.  This without cell phones.  And if arrogance still 
remains our insistence, ponder the waggle dance of the bee.  Or consider how ants find your 
picnic lunch before you do. 
 
In this Season of The Advent, when electoral power structures, disasters and celebrities  
make great noise and vie viciously for our attention, we just might, instead, elect to listen 
again to the voice of one, crying in the wilderness, "Prepare the way of the Lord, make his 
paths straight . . . that all flesh shall see the salvation of God." 
 
God had good reason to come in the form of helplessness, birthed not in a palace of power 
and royalty, but born in a barn for beasts.  It is long past time for humankind to listen to the 
voices of the prophets:  "Prepare the way . . . for he is like a refiner's fire . . . he will sit as a 
refiner and purifier of silver, and he will purify the sons of  Levi and refine them like gold 
and silver, till they present right offerings to the Lord."  (Mal 3:1ff). 
 
The process of refining at first must destroy . . . until the dross is removed and pure and 
precious metal is left.  Given human nature, the process of refining is never ended.  When 
our dross is taken from us, we create more, such is our stubborn arrogance. 
 
The prophets continue in The Advent:  ". . . for God has visited and redeemed God's people . 
. .    that we should be saved from our enemies . . ." (Lk 1:68ff). 
 
Saved from ourselves? 
 
And, more .  . . ". . . every valley shall be  filled and every mountain and hill shall be 
brought low, and the crooked shall be made straight, and the rough ways shall be made 
smooth, and all flesh shall see . . . "  (Lk 3:4ff). 
 
If it were such that we would dare to believe this . . . The Call of The Advent . . . Advent's 
call to grace and humility . . . if we were to decide to leave killing to the wolf and in the 
jaws and claws of the natural order . . . if we could dare to return to our roots . . . return to 
our ancestors in the wild, East of Eden, east of The Flaming Sword, there to be clothed with 
the righteousness of God . . . garments with the fur-side in (Gen 3:21) . . . if we would dare 
to return to our roots at the foot of the cross . . . drawn irresistibly to Calvary by our DNA . . 
. there to hear the words which we already know . . .  "Father forgive" . . . then we might 
become who we already are . . . then we just might rest in the position of faith and trust long 
enough to see the salvation of God. 
 
Amen. 


