
“Gold” 
The 23rd Sunday After Pentecost (Proper 28C)  

Luke 21:5-19 

When some were speaking about the temple, how it was adorned with beautiful stones and gifts dedicated 
to God, Jesus said, "As for these things that you see, the days will come when not one stone will be left 
upon another; all will be thrown down." 

They asked him, "Teacher, when will this be, and what will be the sign that this is about to take place?" And 
he said, "Beware that you are not led astray; for many will come in my name and say, `I am he!' and, `The 
time is near!' Do not go after them. 

"When you hear of wars and insurrections, do not be terrified; for these things must take place first, but the 
end will not follow immediately." Then he said to them, "Nation will rise against nation, and kingdom against 
kingdom; there will be great earthquakes, and in various places famines and plagues; and there will be 
dreadful portents and great signs from heaven. 

"But before all this occurs, they will arrest you and persecute you; they will hand you over to synagogues and 
prisons, and you will be brought before kings and governors because of my name. This will give you an 
opportunity to testify. So make up your minds not to prepare your defense in advance; for I will give you 
words and a wisdom that none of your opponents will be able to withstand or contradict. You will be 
betrayed even by parents and brothers, by relatives and friends; and they will put some of you to death. You 
will be hated by all because of my name. But not a hair of your head will perish. By your endurance you will 
gain your souls.” 

No one can imagine it just yet, but the end of the world as Jesus’ followers have known it 
will be the beginning of the life that they never knew was possible…but were destined to 
live. 

It makes sense though that they can’t quite grasp it.They have just heard that the glorious 
temple, with its carefully crafted columns and porticoes, will soon crumble to pieces. The 
temple, you see, isn’t simply a building or monument. It’s the place that generations 
experienced God’s presence. Want to find God? Go to the temple. Their very existence is 
rooted in this place. Without it, what will they do? Where will they go? Where will God go? 

To be fair, Jesus does go on to something about endurance: that if they walk through the 
storm,  
 if they endure,  
  if they don’t seek after other gods—those of financial security or political   
   advantage, for example—  
they will discover the abundance of a life that has been taken, blessed, broken, and given 
in love to others. But they can’t imagine that right now. They don’t want to imagine it. 
What they want are answers.  

Who can blame them? 
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_________________________  

Hours after nurses and doctors turned off the machines and tubes that had been doing the 
living my father’s body could no longer do, my sister and I curled up next to our mother 
desperate for our own answers. I was 16, and in less than 4 days, the world had come to 
an end. Like the friends of Jesus, I wanted to know what was next.  
Who would take me to the local donut shop or What-a-burger on the way to school now? 
Who would tell me to shake the dust off my feet after a tough day?  
Who would pass me mints and chapstick when I got bored in church?  
Who would pay the big bills and plan the trips? 
Who would make trips to Virginia to visit my sister in college and take her to lunch and 
visit old buddies? 
  
To every question my mother responded: “I don’t know yet, but I’ll figure it out. We’ll be 
okay.”  I wanted more though. I wanted certainty. I wanted familiarity.  
I wanted things back to how they were supposed to be.  

Months later, after the barrage of flowers and casseroles and cards stopped parading 
through our front door, I still wanted to go back. I likened the emptiness of my dad’s 
absence to an extended business trip, but that line of reasoning had begun to lose its 
traction, and people noticed. Friends of mine—in a wisdom beyond their years—sat me 
down and handed me a sign written they’d handwritten and covered in glitter. It read:  
 All your heartaches 
 All your sufferings 
 All your trials are gold.   1

The lyrics were from a song we often played and were based on the words of the 
beleaguered Job (of the Bible) as he sat in the ashes of his grief after his entire family and 
livelihood were destroyed. Job prayed and clung to those words trusting that his 
experiences were not a loss; they were a refining fire.  

My friends’ sign was a way of saying “We know it doesn’t make sense. We know you want 
to run and hide, BUT, you will die trying. What you’re going through is not all for naught. 
Yes, it is a part of who you are, but it’s not all of who you are. We are in this together, and 
you need to bread. Only then can the rebuilding begin.” 

Over the next couple of year years—whether riding in the car from school or grabbing a 
swig of water during marching band practice—one of them would often utter a form of the 
sign’s words, “Gold, Maria. Gold.”   

 Crystal Lewis, “Gold,” Gold (Nashville: Metro One Records, 1997). 1
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It was a prayer, 
a plea, 
a hope, 
a promise, 
a path.   

__________________ 

I can’t help but believe though (by virtue of being a fellow human being like you) that 
there might one of you, maybe two, maybe more, who has something in your life that if it 
were to end or break or be destroyed, you are certain you won’t be able to go on. There is 
something you are desperately trying to hold together, something you are afraid to face, 
something you are certain will spell the end of a life and future worth living. Maybe it’s 
your marriage, your sanity, your job, your tepid savings.  
Maybe it’s your health, your church, or something you can’t yet name.  
And you’re trying to hold it together.  
You’re trying to smile or pretend your way through it. And you may be thinking, “God, if 
you show me what’s ahead or give me a plan then I’ll trust you. I’ll let go. I’ll ask for help. 
I’ll fall apart. I’ll say goodbye. I’ll walk away. But you have to give me the answers first.” 

That’s what the disciples and all those early followers of Jesus want this morning. Once the 
temple is destroyed so too will their notion of God. If they can’t stop it they at least want 
to be ready for it. 

But that will not be. 

All they can do is let all they know about the world and themselves break and be swept 
into the embrace of the One who will soon be broken and poured out for them: Jesus. 

In a few moments the guards will take Jesus, and they break him. 
It will be excruciating.  
Everyone will watch and then walk away,  
because nothing good has ever come from a crucifixion.  

But he will endure.  

And in his breaking they will see it’s not a flawless Lord to whom they have entrusted their 
lives adore, it’s a bruised and broken One.  
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Together, they will walk through the valley of the shadow of death not expecting or 
counting on any resurrection. But soon enough they will learn that: “Whether it is a seed in 
the ground, a baby in the womb, or Jesus in the tomb, new life starts in the dark.”   2

Out of death will come eternal life—not the kind that comes after death, but the kind that 
heals and transforms us now,  
the kind that happens amidst the trials,  
the kind that tells us we can and we ought to be more kind, more loving, more 
compassionate, more gracious, more daring, because the worst thing is never the last 
thing. There is more than enough grace with which to begin again. Our insistence on 
control is simply the arrogance of assuming all life and knowledge begin and end with us. 

___________________ 

Despite the weight of those early years, I had forgotten about the sign my friends made 
and the words they uttered to me until when one of them reminded me a few months ago.  
At the time none of us could have imagined where life would take us. I lost the God I had 
met in Sunday school, the One who created the birds and the trees and the ocean, the 
One who was easy to understand and project my desires upon.  

In its place I discovered the fullness of the God who sits in the dark with us when we walk 
through death’s valley,  
the One who is both far and near, 
the One who doesn’t grant wishes like Aladdin but instead pours out grace, refining and 
transforming us into nothing less than pure gold.  

My friends were right: the worst thing is forever a part of who I am but it’s not all of who I 
am. And while I’d give anything for one more conversation with my dad, life took and 
broke me, but it also blessed and poured me out. 

_________________________________________ 

You don’t have to have the answers.  
You don’t have to be confident in your faith.  
You just have say yes to being broken open,  
to learning to walk in the dark when you can’t see your way forward.  

 Barbara Brown Taylor, Learning to Walk in the Dark (San Francisco: Harper One, 2014), 129. 2
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I know that’s no preventative against failure and death and hurt. But as long as you and I 
look for an easy way out of life, we will never know the resurrection as more than a mere 
idea. We will never know what it means to be seen and loved and caressed into wholeness 
as God sees, loves, and caresses us.  We will never know the fullness of our existence.  

2,000 years ago, on the temple steps, Jesus foretold both the end and the beginning of 
the world and called his followers into a world of disaster relief. Today, Jesus calls us to the 
same slow steady work of letting go of the narrow confines through which we have 
understood God, our lives, and each other.   

As we do, the Spirit lifts us up (beyond our knowing and understanding) and does a new 
thing— 
not a bigger thing,  
not a better thing,  
not an improved thing.  
But new.  
Different.  
Gold, where there was once only  
silver.  

With a limp,  
an ache,  
and a tremble,  
we endure.  

So, break, 
in remembrance of him. 

Break, 
and live forever.  

The Rev. Dr. Maria A. Kane 
St. Paul’s Episcopal Church, Waldorf, MD  

November 17, 2019 
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