
Last Epiphany 

Empty me out, oh Heavenly Father, and fill me with Your Holy Spirit, so that I may preach 
Your Holy Word to Your Holy People. Amen. 

From Psalm 115:4: Their idols are silver and gold, the work of  men's hands. 5 They have 
mouths, but do not speak; eyes, but do not see. 6 They have ears, but do not hear; noses, but 
do not smell. 7 They have hands, but do not feel; feet, but do not walk; and they do not 
make a sound in their throat. 

Do you worship idols that have mouths that do not speak? Or ears that do not hear? That 
were fashioned by human hands? 

No, you say. Really? 

I was in the waiting room of  the El Dorado County Department of  Veterans Affairs. An 
Army Veteran came in, with posters advertising a fund raiser for a new Veterans Memorial 
down in El Dorado Hills. “We’re going to raise two million dollars,” he said. 

Now don’t get me wrong. I venerate our El Dorado County Veterans Monument. But the 
idea of  raising millions for another Memorial when it is a struggle to raise thousands to help 
flesh and blood Veterans got to me. 

Why is it so easy for our community to contemplate building another Memorial? For two 
million dollars? Filled with statues that do not speak. Nor hear. Built by human hands. 

It is the pain-free way to experience war. Sterilize it. It is so easy, and clean, to walk 
reverently through the Disneyland version of  a battlefield. 

And God help the homeless Veteran who tries to sleep on the bench. Or has the audacity to 
pee on a wall. None of  the smell or trauma of  real war for us. 

A few months back, I spoke to a patriotic group. Patriotic songs were sung. The pledge of  
allegiance was recited. Quite reverently, facing the flag, which was made by human hands. 

Yet, when I asked for volunteers to step forward, to help with the bleeding and dying 
Veterans, on the battlefields of  El Dorado County, hands became something to sit on. Living 
homeless Veterans often have the "eeeyou" factor. Smells and secretions. Yuck. Scary. 

There is a tendency to fear the encounter with the Incarnate. To see the face of  God may 
mean death. Moses had to screen off  the visible sign of  holiness from his face. We are 
terrified of  seeing God incarnate in the disheveled itinerant in our midst. 



In spite of  our fears, and our objections, we are called to discern the living God in the 
countenances of  the Christ bearers around us. Never mind, their missing teeth, their 
unkempt hair, their swollen eyes. 

Jesus bled. He was a homeless transient. Bet he didn't wash much. Probably didn't shave. Or 
dress fancy. Yet he was transformed into the image of  God. 

It is time for us to build a Temple to the Living God. Let's start with a homeless shelter for 
Veterans. They are hungry, thirsty, weary, hospitalized, incarcerated, and naked, in our midst. 
The living, and not just the dead, suffered for us. Their lives have been transformed by 
hearing loss, military sexual trauma, traumatic brain injury. 

Just as He, who we worship, raised His hand, and volunteered to cross the line, with the 
expectation of  death, for our sake, those who did not fall, but live in a state of  suffering, are 
icons through whom we can see the face of  Christ. 

What would Peter do? Build dwellings. 

A home for a living God, not a dead one. A homeless shelter. For Veterans. 

Might even cost less than two million. 

Heavenly Father, 

We thank you for the heroes that we encounter everyday, who put everything on the line, in 
order to save us. We ask for the gift of  discernment, so that we can see the living image of  
the Divine in those who occupy the bottom rung of  life. We ask for all of  this for the sake 
of  Your Son, Who lived in our midst, suffered, and was transformed into the mirror of  
God, then died for our sake. Amen.


