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 Sermon, 2nd Sunday After Pentecost, Proper 6A, June 14, 2020, Jane A. 
Beebe  

“ …Suffering produces endurance, and endurance produces character, and 
character produces hope, and hope does not disappoint us, because God's love has 
been poured into our hearts through the Holy Spirit that has been given to us.” 
(Romans 5:3-5) 

 In meditating on the readings this week (including today’s collect) certain 

words have stood out for me: endurance, compassion, hope. It was as if they were 

sparks leaping out of a lovely fire, catching my attention, illuminating my heart. 

They shone out in the darkness like connecting stars forming a heavenly 

constellation. At the same time, I was caught up in Paul’s ability to take similar 

breath-taking leaps from one concept to another, leaving us with a steady flame 

that continues to reassure us with its light and warmth. 

 The Greek word translated as ‘endurance’ in the passage from Romans is 

hypomonē,  literally to “abide under” or “bear up under.” There is an aspect of 

patient waiting, of perseverance, of purpose. One of the Latin roots of the word is 

durus, meaning “hard.” I think of that beautiful prayer book collect: “Lord Jesus 

Christ, you stretched out your arms of love on the hard wood of the cross…” The 

wood of the cross is described as “hard,” a telling detail. Meaningless suffering or 

endurance is not what God wants for us. However, endurance when sustained by 

patient love does lead to hope. It is a hopefulness not for us alone. For those who 



 1

have found new purpose following the 12 steps, this is what the 12th step is about: 

carrying the message to others who struggle with the same addictive behavior. 

Then there is the word ‘compassion.’ (The Greek word is esplanchnisthē, that I 

will not attempt to pronounce)! At the beginning of the Gospel reading from 

Matthew we hear that Jesus has been traveling widely, ministering to all whom he 

encounters. People are drawn to him, gathering in crowds. What unexpressed 

hopes might they have? When Jesus saw them, “he had compassion for them, 

because they were harassed and helpless, like sheep without a shepherd.” (Matthew 

9:36) The word ‘compassion’ literally means “to suffer with.” It seems very close 

to the word ‘endurance’ as Paul is using it..  

The compassion Jesus feels comes from deep within, literally from his 

“guts.” Jesus perceives that their sense of helplessness has made them weary. This 

same scene of compassion for the crowds is also described in Mark (Mark 6:34), 

telling us that Jesus’ response made a deep impression. The same word for 

compassion is used to describe what the father feels for his prodigal son when he 

sees his son returning in Luke’s parable. (Luke 15:10) The father runs to his son. It 

is what the good Samaritan feels when encountering the injured man by the road. 

(Luke 10:33) It is Jesus’ response to a widow whose only son has died. (Luke 

7:13) 
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My engagement with these readings was turned on its head this week when I 

was given the news that the Rev. Karen Safstrom had died suddenly a few days 

ago. She had served with Canon Rich Simpson in Holden for several years, and 

more recently in Wilbraham at Christ the King-Epiphany Church where she led a 

combined Episcopal and Lutheran congregation. I had begun to get to know her in 

our Fresh Start gatherings for clergy new to the diocese—especially her wonderful 

sense of humor! She had an endless supply of jokes and cartoons about 

pharmacists (as she used to be one) and the behavior of cats. It made me realize 

that as worshipping communities, one of the ways we express the endurance that 

brings hope—and certainly the compassion underlying it—is in grieving together. 

To endure is to undergo what is hard. Yet by sharing our burdens there is a kind of 

joy that can emerge. It is the joy we experience when we see that God is in our 

midst, that we are knit together. It is the ‘Alleluia’ sung at the graveside. 

Grieving takes an enormous amount of energy; it is work: important human 

work. It tends to be cyclical. We do not always (or ever?) “Get over it” or “Move 

on.” I do not want to suggest that our losses and griefs are necessary to our 

experiencing a closer relationship to God. Nor do I want to suggest that suffering is 

necessary for holiness. I do want to suggest that holiness, even amazement, is not 

denied to us simply because we are suffering.  
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Paul tells us that the hope that arises from enduring suffering “does not 

disappoint us.” (Romans 5:5)  Another translation of this phrase is: “This hope 

does not cause shame.” The Rt. Rev. Rob Hirschfeld wrote, “Shame would have us 

remain alone, in isolation. God calls us to companionship.” (Without Shame or 

Fear, A. Robert Hirschfeld) Endurance fueled by compassion such as Jesus shows 

us on the cross is what leads to real hope: hope that is shared. Hope can seem 

fragile or fleeting. Whenever I have a chance to walk on Marconi Beach near 

Wellfleet I marvel at the beauty of the dunes. They are subject to erosion and storm 

damage, yet serve as habitat for nesting shore birds. Season by season, they endure.  

There is a temporal quality to enduring love. It implies a willingness to 

commit, to stay the course, perhaps even a willingness to let go of expectations. 

One of my favorite lines from Jane Austen’s novel Persuasion comes near the end. 

The main protagonists, Anne Elliot and Captain Frederick Wentworth, had fallen 

deeply in love as young people. However, Anne was persuaded by a trusted older 

friend of the family not to marry Frederick because his financial prospects did not 

seem good at the time. They are brought together again after eight years have 

passed. The social conventions of the time prevent them from communicating 

directly, causing awkwardness and much anguish between them. 
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Finally, towards the end of the novel, Frederick overhears Anne speaking to 

a mutual friend. The conversation revolves around who is more constant in love, 

man or woman? After a playful back and forth Anne says, “All the privilege I 

claim for my own sex (it is not a very enviable one: you need not covet it), is that 

of loving longest, when existence or when hope is gone!” Frederick famously 

writes his reply in a surreptitious letter to Anne, “Dare not say that man forgets 

sooner than woman, that his love has an earlier death.” He tells her, “For you 

alone, I think and plan.” The barrier between them is broken and they are reunited 

at last. For me, Anne’s words especially illustrate what it means to endure—and I 

am not sure that her gender matters. Surely Jesus has demonstrated this love in the 

Garden of Gethsemane, on the cross, and in hell itself. He endures in the face of 

utter annihilation. Existence and hope have gone. Yet he is able to assure us that, 

“The one who endures to the end will be saved.” (Matthew 10:22)  

May it be so. 

 

 

 

“Rise up in hope again today, no matter what may seek to hold you down. If the 
world around you seems dark, then have faith that your own light will only shine 
the brighter. Your witness is needed now more than ever. Do not bow your head 
before the story you hear being told by others, but lift your voice to tell your own 
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story, a story of beauty and wonder, a story of love and struggle, the narrative of a 
life lived and lived well, a sign of faith for all to see. Rise up in hope again today, 
for you are living testimony to what hope can do when hope is set free.” 

Steven Charleston 

  


