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May 5, 2019 Year C, Easter III 

By Tom Weikert 

Acts 9:1-6 (7-20), Ps. 30, Rev. 5:11-14; John 21: 1-19 

Stop Kicking Against the Goads 

 

Worthy is the Lamb O Lord. Open the eyes of our faith, that the words of my mouth- and the 

thoughts of our hearts-may be worthy in Thy sight. Amen. Please be seated. 

 Paul said, “Who are you, Lord?” “I am Jesus whom you persecute.  It is hard for you to kick 

against the goads.” The phrase “It is hard for you to kick against the goads” deserves some 

explanation; it’s not in the translation we heard today but it is in some early manuscripts and it 

appears in Paul’s testimony before King Agrippa in Acts 26. It was a well-known Greek proverb. 

The goad was a long, hard, pointed stick used to prod oxen who did not know where they were 

supposed to go or knew and didn’t want to go. The goad hurt so the animal would kick against it 

which made it hurt even more.  

Lee and I saw a play called “Doubt” a couple of times; in it the author, John Shanley, has a 

character say “Doubt can be a bond as powerful and sustaining as certainty”. Years later I still 

have doubts about what Shanley meant by that statement. The play is about a character who is 

accused of a most heinous crime, and we are goaded- like oxen being herded with sharp sticks- 

into doubt as to Father Flynn’s guilt at the end. Now, too much doubt is certainly toxic. One who 

doubts everything all the time is going to doubt his doubt too and will perhaps descend into 

trembling insanity as his mind whirls among endless imagined scenarios of action and inaction. 

Certainly, also one who never doubts must at least be subject to stress headaches when he faces 

mutually exclusive propositions; either Father Flynn in the play is guilty or he is not. So I think 

doubt depends. It would not be healthy for me to doubt your existence; it could be salutary to 

doubt an article in the Nicene Creed. (By the way we will be exploring the history of the Creed 

and its use over the centuries at the Sunday Forum, 9:30-10:10 AM, Peirce Hall, May 19 and 

26.) 

Did Paul have any doubts about his objective to destroy Christians while he was on his journey 

from Jerusalem to Damascus? Today he could have gone by car in four hours or so, down to the 

coast from the Holy City, north on flatland, then safely east to his objective. Still plenty of time 

to think. Maybe he rode a horse. The artists universally depict him dramatically falling from a 

horse at the critical moment although Scripture is silent on his means of transportation as it is 

about his dress. Some artists picture a Roman Paul, clean shaven and all got up in Centurion 

regalia even to the cool hat they wore; after all he was born a Roman citizen and was proud of it.  

Others have painted the Apostle bearded and long robed like the Pharisee he also was; does it 

matter? It does to me; Paul’s origins were severely mixed and that could have led to- doubt. 

Whether he rode or walked he could have gone straight north through rough country, up and 

down the hills, 180 miles or so, not so safe that way even now, and perhaps there were times on 

that journey when he was goaded by doubt, and, kicking against it, began to hurt more and more. 
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In any case he fell and was blinded…” Lord what will you have me to do?” “Go! And you will 

be told.” They took him by the hand. He starved for three days. He was found by an Ananias, a 

good Ananias to balance the one who got in trouble and was destroyed earlier in Acts. The good 

Ananias doubted but after kicking at the goads for a bit he did as he was told; he called Paul 

‘Brother’ and put a healing hand on him. Paul was healed, he was baptized, and he began to 

preach that Jesus was the Son of God. 

Sometime during the early hours of August 31 in the Year of Our Lord 2000, after decades of 

periodic abuse, my incipient doubts about my ability to consume unlimited amounts of alcohol 

were confirmed; my body was in full rebellion. A disgusted angel took me by the hand and I 

endured a long and humiliating drive to an emergency room in Sacramento. Starved of food for 

days, I was handed over to other angels who strapped me down, immobilizing me.  They hooked 

me up to an IV. For hours I lay there, doubting. A young girl, we’ll call her Lois, was brought to 

the bed on the other side of the curtain. Lois couldn’t breathe. The medics cursed and yelled and 

ran to and fro-but they saved her from her asthmatic attack. And God said to Tom, not with 

sound, but in my mind, “And what are YOU doing here?” And I was ashamed. And then a young 

man, we’ll call him Bill, was brought to the bed across from me, which I could see. Bill was on 

alcohol AND drugs the medics said; cursing and screaming he fought them fiercely until finally 

some very large people strapped HIM down and a very large needle shut him up. And God said 

to Tom, not with sound, but in my mind, “And that’s going to be you very soon.” So I quit 

kicking against the goads and haven’t had a drink since. 

Of course I am no Paul. I’m just another sinner scratching his way along with the rest. But I’ve 

made progress and I have no doubt of that. And doubtless there are others here who have had 

Road to Damascus experiences; God bless us all as we approach the Holy Table. 

At Peter’s instigation, seven apostles went fishing. Were they bored? Were they afraid? Is the 

story a parable about fishing for souls? I doubt we can be sure of their motives, but the result is 

clear; without Jesus they caught nothing despite their expertise as career fishermen. All night 

long they labored for nothing. They were tired, they were sweaty, and then some stranger on the 

shore had the nerve to goad them to change their way of fishing; they did not recognize it was 

Jesus directing them until their nets were full, 153 big ones. I doubt we’ll ever know in this life 

anyway why that number is specified. St. Augustine said maybe it’s numerology; if you add 

1+2+3 up to 17 you get 153-but why 17 who knows? Maybe somebody there actually counted 

them; that would have been difficult with them all flopping around. I think the point is not the 

number but the abundance. With Jesus we have abundance. His miracles are artfully framed in 

John’s Gospel: They begin with him being goaded into creating an abundance of wine at the 

Cana wedding feast and they end with him goading his disciples into bringing abundance to the 

seashore.  

So put away all fear and doubt; if you are kicking the goads give it up. Come to the Table, 

abundant not with fish but with the Bread of Life, and then go out to be witnesses, sharing the 

Gospel, telling people about it. And witness with actions too, singing and dancing for joy in 

thanksgiving for the One who has raised us baptized from the death of sin by his sacrifice on the 

Cross. And then stand with the oppressed and persecuted wherever they may be; with Christians 
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in Sri Lanka, with Jews in Southern California and in London, with Muslims in Eastern Europe 

and in China. “Worthy is the Lamb that was slain…glory to him that sits on the throne and to the 

Lamb forever, Amen!” 


