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I have a confession to make as we begin. I don’t know whether or not I am alone in this, but I 
have a tendency to take some things a little too seriously. I have been known to become 
fixated on an idea, a word, or a phrase to the point that it is problematic. There are times 
where I will be having a conversation with someone and they will say or do something that 
sticks in my mind like a splinter. As hard as I try, there are times when I just cannot let 
something go. 
 
Take Astronaut Ice Cream as an example. It seems strange, but the term Astronaut Ice Cream 
bothers me. I understand that Astronaut Ice Cream is a freeze-dried product that was designed 
for use by astronauts. It has a design that is convenient for space travel, which I understand… 
but how is it astronaut ice cream just because it is freeze dried ice cream? For one thing, do 
you know what I call dried ice regardless of the temperature? I don’t call it anything. Ice is 
another form of water and dried water is evaporated water. The name is nonsense even before 
you consider the fact that I would not call all beef jerky by the name “astronaut beef jerky” if an 
astronaut took it into space. The name of Astronaut Ice Cream makes absolutely no sense and 
the name is an abomination. 
 
As I said, I take things too seriously, which can sometimes be a real problem. This week is 
Saint Patrick’s Day and I will admit that Saint Patrick’s Day has a fond place in my heart. I 
grew up being told by my aunt that a good part of me was Irish and Scottish. My aunt told me 
that we were descendants of royalty and that I should be proud of who we were. As such, once 
my college roommate exposed me to corned beef and cabbage on Saint Patrick’s Day, I was 
hooked deeply by Irish culture. I wore green, put away my favorite color orange for the day, 
and started listening to Celtic folk music. I was all-in on Irish culture and remain an ardent fan 
of Irish culture. 
 
There are two things that have put a dent in that enthusiasm over the years. The first is the fact 
that my wife decided to help me to cement my roots by buying me an Ancestry test for 
Christmas one year. I am still deeply proud of my Irish heritage, but there’s now a problem that 
my wife gives me grief about.  
 
I can only be about 1% proud of my heritage as apparently I’m only 1% Irish. I’m telling you 
that years of my comments about how “This is my culture” comments about things like 
potatoes and how “It would be wrong of me to not have Corned Beef on Saint Patrick’s Day as 
an Irishman” came back to bite me really quickly. 
 
The second thing that put a dent in my enthusiasm was a mission trip to Northern Ireland. I 
went as part of the United Methodist Volunteers in Mission program on a VIM trip to Belfast. 



The trip was hosted by our Annual Conference and I excitedly went to learn more about Ireland 
and to help repair some damage to a Methodist Church that was vandalized for doing 
ecumenical peace work on the Springfield Road. 
 
The challenge that emerged from that trip had to do with the phrase "Éirinn go Brách." The 
phrase means “Ireland forever” and I had used it most of my adult life as a toast to lift up on 
Saint Patrick’s Day. It was innocuous and silly, right? “Ireland forever…” Nobody would take 
that phrase so seriously that it would cause them to stop in their tracks once they realized what 
that saying meant, right? 
 
Remember my problem with Astronaut Ice Cream? Yeah, I fixated on the phrase. Things 
became serious once I saw the history of the conflict between the Northern Irish and the 
English with my own eyes. It was one thing to hear a U2 song about the troubles and it was 
another to walk down the street where people died. It was one thing to drink green beer and 
say “Ireland forever“ and it was quite another to see fencing and barbed wire on the top of a 
wall between two homes. 
 
How could anyone wish for this to go on forever? It is one thing to lift up a phrase as a silly 
cheer and another to realize that people shed their blood while yelling phrases like the phrase 
“Ireland forever.”  
 
By the sea in Northern Ireland there is a place called Corrymeela that works for peace 
between Protestants and Catholics. Across the sea in Scotland there is a place called Iona that 
is famous for monastic and spiritual growth, but in Corrymeela, the space is set aside to host 
conversations between people that grew up trying to kill each other. In that holy space, there’s 
a quiet peace that somehow supersedes all of the anger and hatred between people who have 
gathered in that place.  
 
At Corrymeela, above the crashing sea, I prayed about what I saw and what I knew. I knew I 
was proud of my heritage and I still have not let go of that part of my being. Even knowing 
about all of the challenges, there was still a deep part of my heart that loved the land where I 
stood. 
 
I also knew that despite my love of Ireland, I had been deeply shaken on one of our walks 
through Derry. We were walking through Derry which was a hotspot during the troubles. While 
walking along the border, I asked our guide why the window across the fence was yellowed. At 
the time I had two young children who weren’t even in kindergarten. There was a crib with a 
mobile behind the window and I was wondering why they used yellow glass. Was it to protect 
the baby from some kind of sunlight or something? I wasn’t expecting that the reason the glass 
was yellow was that the glass was bulletproof. I never thought of bulletproof glass being part of 
a nursery before, so how could I have guessed? You never see bulletproof gas on a baby 
registry in the US. 
 



To this day, that bulletproof glass bothers me deeply and thoroughly. How could we live in 
such a world that bullets would be fired at babies? It made me want to throw up as I realized 
that the police officers being pelted with bricks and being bombed on the streets were once 
someone’s babies. What’s more, the people throwing the rocks and setting the bombs were 
once people’s babies. 
 
Ireland forever? Could any place stand such a sentimentality if it caused them to keep sending 
child after child into the grinder of violence? Could I really say such a thing if it meant I might 
send my own child to throw that brick or leave my child fatherless by trying to force peace and 
order on someone so angry they would face a machine gun with a brick? 
 
By now, you might be asking why we are talking about this during Lent. There’s honestly three 
reasons I will share. First, while sitting on the Irish coast I realized that the world was a broken 
place and as a minister I needed to both offer Christ and to offer my experiences, especially as 
few would make it to Northern Ireland themselves. Part of that realization is that I do my best to 
talk about the challenges I saw as a part of my ministry so that others will understand that the 
world is far more challenging than we may see on a daily basis. 
 
Second, I always touch on the subject of Ireland during the week of Saint Patrick’s Day. You 
might say I consider it to be part of my service as a distant son of Ireland to participate in Irish 
Awareness Day this week every year. With 1% of Irish in me, that’s probably a bit odd, but 
there’s more to being Irish than Corned Beef and Cabbage. There’s a history with ups and 
downs that should be remembered. 
 
Third, I touch on it because it is Lent and one of our goals is to remain in the present. One 
thing I did not expect in Ireland was to come across a bit of home, but one of the things we 
were told was how Native Americans had traveled to Corrymeela and Northern Ireland to help 
in peace efforts. As a people who also felt pushed out of their own land and heritage for 
centuries, the Native Americans felt a kinship to the Irish. We learned about how there were 
regular trips across the ocean from various tribes to Northern Ireland to both support and to 
share experiences with the Northern Irish. As someone who grew up near a reservation, I had 
no idea these things were happening. 
 
It is important to remember that Lent is a season of repentance and reconciliation. This season 
is founded on Jesus heading towards Jerusalem to help bring peace between God and 
humanity. This season is a natural time to think about what Jesus was doing and why. 
 
Our reading fits into this pattern of reflection. I chose our reading today because it did more 
than fit into our unofficial pattern of looking at these letters from Peter throughout Lent. The 
reading addresses a real challenge faced by the early church which still bothers many of us in 
the present. A lot of the people of the church came to believe that Jesus would be present 
soon. Jesus had ascended and would be returning shortly, but the years kept passing. They 
waited and still no Christ was there. They waited, and waited, and waited… 



 
The response from others probably started just as odd looks. In time it might have devolved 
into comments or laughter behind their backs. By the time the letter is written people are 
mocking their beliefs. When will Christ come? Why is God so slow?  
 
In Northern Ireland, I helped repair a community center that fostered relationships between 
Roman Catholic and Protestant kids. Angry people had lashed out in violence towards that 
community. Property was stolen, graffiti left, and the kids threatened. The little child who slept 
behind that yellowed bulletproof glass when I visited is now old enough to be in that youth 
group and there are still differences. As we write this, have they walked into a room to find 
slurs about their family spray painted on the walls? Have they faced the angry stares or 
shouted curses through their windows and walls? 
 
Honestly, that makes me wonder if God isn’t being slow. When will Christ come? Why is that 
child at risk? For that matter, I wonder if the kids from my high school still go to the nearby 
reservation to buy cigarettes and cause trouble. Are kids still looking for a bit of excitement on 
the rez each weekend? Do they still insult the people selling them cheap gas and cigarettes 
behind their backs like the kids in my class once did? Is it any different when we pick on 
someone because of the color of their skin, their political party, or where they were born? Why 
does any of this still happen? Why is Christ so slow? It seems we rarely grow in maturity by 
leaps and bounds, so why are we still doing the same things generation after generation? 
 
Our reading tells us that God is neither slow nor forgetful. The reading tells us God is patient 
and waiting for people to understand. As I have grown up, as I have grown older, as I have 
grown wiser, I have come to realize that I was not exactly the perfect child myself. While I 
didn’t act nearly as bad as some of my classmates, I will admit I often acted like I was 
somehow better than the people on the reservation. I’m ashamed to admit it, but I looked down 
on others as a kid. 
 
As Christ went towards Jerusalem long ago, Christ went to make peace. There have been 
times in my past that my behavior has neither encouraged nor grown a peaceful world. There 
are places in my life that need repentance today and if I keep walking through this life there will 
probably be places where I need to grow in the years to come. As impatient as I am, I am also 
grateful that I have had the time to keep growing. Still, how long can this last? 
 
While there are times that I am frankly impatient with what’s happening and wish Christ would 
return to put an end to our continually fresh attempts at nonsense, the reality is that some 
things have not changed since this letter was written. The people being written to long ago 
could not choose when Christ would return. People today cannot choose when Christ returns 
either. 
 
What we can do in this present moment is take solace in two things: First, while we cannot 
make the world a perfect place, we can choose to continue to walk in the footsteps of Christ. If 



Christ walked down this Lenten path to bring peace to a broken world, then we can follow 
Christ in our days and help seek a future where righteousness is more at home. We can seek 
justice, love kindness, and walk humbly with God while we wait. As far as it is possible, we can 
make this world a more peaceful world where there will be no need for babies to sleep behind 
bulletproof glass when we live down the road, where there will be no need for children to learn 
the ways of war on our account, and where adults can raise their children knowing that they 
and theirs are safe from our children. 
 
Second, we can remember that Christ will return. There is a point in the story when things will 
change. The letter describes it in very sudden terms. Loud noises and fire are the descriptors, 
which has led people to connect the end of days to things as violent as nuclear destruction or 
meteoric impact. Regardless of how it happens, the letter predicts that this heaven and earth 
shall end, but that the next world will be one in which righteousness finds a home. 
 
I like to think of what is described as a world in which there is as much right in the world then 
as there is wrong in the world now. Regardless of how you picture it, it is my hope that we 
would say “Críostaí go Brách” with hearts open to that truth: Christ forever, Jesus our 
Emmanuel with us forever. 
 
Let us be honest, as much as some of us may wish for Ireland to be forever, all things will 
pass, even Ireland. In the end, the only forever rests with God. Críostaí go Brách: may Christ 
be forever. Let us pray... 


