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the growth and development of a lot of people, and so I’m prayerfully reflecting on this passage in hopes that I might bring something beneficial to
the table… and then all of a sudden I’m heading down this street where all
I’m thinking about is how I can say the right thing to make people like me…
all I’m thinking about is perpetuating a reputation where I’m adored and
respected and included.
Sometimes you get this clear picture of where you’re heading, but you know
that you have to go here and here and here and maybe here in order to get
there… and it’s so easy to be on one of those little journeys and mistake it
for the big journey. I’m reminded of the way that Mark tells the Gospel story… how, from the start, the whole thing is Jesus heading towards Jerusalem
and the cross and resurrection… and on his way he goes over here to call
some disciples and then the language is “immediately”, like he immediately
gets back on his path… and then he sees someone that’s sick and he goes to
heal them, and then immediately gets back… and then he sees a paralytic
and heals him, and then immediately gets back on the path… So I don’t
think that Jesus was like rude to people, leaving in the middle of a sentence
or anything… I think it’s just Mark’s way of telling us that Jesus had this clarity about where he was going, and when important things popped up along
the way, he recognized them as important side streets to get to where he
was going, but when he got to the end of them, he continued on his journey
towards the bigger picture.
I don’t know where you are. Maybe you don’t either.
Maybe your side street has you frustrated with your kids or your partner or
your boss or your parents. Maybe that path feels so well worn that you’ve
forgotten where you were heading. Maybe you just retired and you’re realizing your job was just a side street, but now you don’t know where to go
from here. Maybe you remember being so in love with someone. Maybe
you just landed your dream job. Maybe your side street is lonely.
So my invitation to you this morning is to look up from wherever you are.
My invitation to you is to remember, to think back to those moments of
clarity and hold onto them tightly. Where you are is not where you will be.
No matter how wonderful or terrible, where you are is not where we are
going.
So, pause, take a deep breath, remember what you have seen, and let’s go,
together.
In God’s name, we pray.

of thousands of people, the lengthy legacy of parochial leadership… and,
also, his own conscious. That’s at 8 years old. Bud’s age. So his first years
on the throne are relatively quiet it seems. But then, in his 20’s, they find
the Book of the Law… and it appears to change his life forever. He tears
his robes and says things are going to be different from now on… and then
they are. Like, he goes out and changes things… and he’s king for another
13 years… and it appears that he held onto that vision. So the thing that I
love is not that the moment of clarity happened. Like, he couldn’t manufacture that. What I love is that he recognized it for what it was, and that
he held onto it long after it passed.

When we moved to Fernandina, it was calculated. Ruby was just a baby…
and Ginny was pregnant with Bud… We had been doing a bunch of extra
things like coaching, running in a bunch of different directions, and we
knew the move here was an opportunity for us to step away from some
things, spend more time with our family… to be more deliberate with protecting that family space. So a couple years ago, when Ginny and I both
decided to go back to grad school, we did it with a little trepidation… worried about giving up some of that protected space… and we did so only
because we were convicted this was a little side street to help us get to
where we were going: being able to do meaningful work and provide for
our family… so that we could spend time together. So there was this night,
this spring… it had been a particularly heavy week… I was in class on the
weekends and Ginny was in class weekdays, and I was a chaplain intern
with Community Hospice and she was interning with Starting Point, and
the manse was in the middle of a remodel, so I was going into hospice and
then the office and then I was meeting the kids as they got off the bus
from school, taking them back to the Anchor to try to finish some work for
the church… and all along I was worried that I wasn’t doing a good job
with any of it. So that night, Ginny was in class, so I got the kids fed and
bathed and tucked into bed… and then I sat down to send some emails
and try to finish a research paper… and Bud came around the corner. And
he said, Dad, I can’t go to sleep… would you come sit with me? And I just
wanted to be done with my work. Cause sometimes you get so deep into
a side street that you start saying yes to other side streets… and before
you know it, you don’t even know where you are or where you’re going.
And so I looked at my son, into my own son’s eyes, and I thought to myself, “This would be so much easier without them. This would be so much
easier if I didn’t have to deal with a wife or kids.” Even writing this sermon, I found myself over and over again getting distracted on side
streets… I love the work that I do and I hope it has a meaningful place in

“ Side Streets”
So, hear now, the reading from 2 Kings chapter 23, selected verses:
2 Kings 23:1-4, 10-12, 21-23 1 Then the king directed that all the elders of
Judah and Jerusalem should be gathered to him. 2 The king went up to the
house of the Lord, and with him went all the people of Judah, all the inhabitants of Jerusalem, the priests, the prophets, and all the people, both small
and great; he read in their hearing all the words of the book of the covenant
that had been found in the house of the Lord. 3 The king stood by the pillar
and made a covenant before the Lord, to follow the Lord, keeping his commandments, his decrees, and his statutes, with all his heart and all his soul,
to perform the words of this covenant that were written in this book. All the
people joined in the covenant. 4 The king commanded the high priest
Hilkiah, the priests of the second order, and the guardians of the threshold,
to bring out of the temple of the Lord all the vessels made for Baal, for
Asherah, and for all the host of heaven; he burned them outside Jerusalem
in the fields of the Kidron, and carried their ashes to Bethel.
10 He defiled Topheth, which is in the valley of Ben-hinnom, so that no one
would make a son or a daughter pass through fire as an offering to Molech.
11 He removed the horses that the kings of Judah had dedicated to the sun,
at the entrance to the house of the Lord, by the chamber of the eunuch Nathan-melech, which was in the precincts; then he burned the chariots of the
sun with fire. 12 The altars on the roof of the upper chamber of Ahaz, which
the kings of Judah had made, and the altars that Manasseh had made in the
two courts of the house of the Lord, he pulled down from there and broke in
pieces, and threw the rubble into the Wadi Kidron. 21 The king commanded
all the people, "Keep the passover to the Lord your God as prescribed in this
book of the covenant. 22 No such passover had been kept since the days of
the judges who judged Israel, even during all the days of the kings of Israel
and of the kings of Judah; 23 but in the eighteenth year of King Josiah this
passover was kept to the Lord in Jerusalem.
The word of the Lord. Thanks be to God.
Ok. Here’s the thing. I’m gonna need everyone in here to pinky promise that
they won’t tell my mom what I’m about to say about her.
Ha. Only joking. We have this running joke in our family about how my
mom is able to move freely in and out of conversations and topics.
For instance, here is a typical phone conversation with my mom:

Hey momma. How are you? Hey son. I’m doing ok… just heading out on a
couple errands, my head has been kinda hurting me this morning. I don’t
know if I’m just a little dehydrated or what… that doctor tried some new
medicine on me… it’s the same one that Jeannette Stevens tried years
ago. Do you remember her… her son is the one that’s in Stirling’s class,
that played baseball with y'all over at the park that summer you got your
license… remember, when you had that green car, the one you and dad
added those speakers too… My heart just hurts for them, I guess you
probably already saw the news on Facebook… that post from Mr. Jones
about their kids… evidently they had that dog for years and years without
even knowing. Anyways, would you like for me to get some for you? I
don’t mind, I’ll get some for you? Would you like some?
Now, if you are new to this type of communication, you are probably wondering: would I like some?? Would I like some of what??? What is she
talking about???However, because I have 36 years of mom-languagetraining under my belt, I know beyond a shadow of a doubt, that she is
asking if want any yogurt from Publix… because two days earlier, she sent
me a text saying that yogurt is on sale this week at Publix. We do like to
laugh about it… but, it’s one of my favorite things about my mom… the
way she is able to categorize all this information and recall it in an instance… the way she is able to process all kinds of stuff… the way she is
able to remember what road she is on no matter how many side streets
she explores. And, truth be told, I wish I was better at it.
My experience of life has been that there are fleeting moments of clarity…
those rare opportunities to really look and comprehend, to see with blinding sight, to understand where you are and where you want to go. And
then, outside of those moments, so much of life is just trying out a bunch
of different side streets, hoping they'll lead you to where you saw you
should go. Some of my favorite people in this world are those who have
the wherewithal to recognize those moments of clarity AND the fortitude
to hang onto that vision even in the monotonous obscurity that defines so
many of our days. So, Josiah. Let’s back up slightly. When Israel was at it’s
apex of geopolitical power, when it had the largest territory in it’s history,
Solomon was King… and it was prosperous and powerful. So during his
reign, Solomon delegates some authority to this guy name Jeroboam…
and while Jeroboam is traveling, he runs into this prophet who takes this
cloak and tears it into 12 pieces and hands 10 of the pieces back to Jeroboam… saying, when Solomon dies, God is going to hand 10 of the 12
tribes of Israel to you, to be under your control. And sure enough, Solomon dies, his family squabbles, the new king makes some poor decisions…
and essentially, 10 tribes pull out to form their new nation of Israel, and

the southern 2 tribes are left on their own under the title Judah. Now,
because Jerusalem is in Judah, the center of religious practice is still in
Judah, the southern kingdom… and Jeroboam, in the Northern Kingdom, is
worried that if his people have to travel back to Jerusalem for holidays
and sacrifices, then there’s a good chance they will be influenced or might
start second guessing things, etc… So, Jeroboam decides to build his own
shrines and temples in the north… so, of course, he makes a golden calf
and says, Here is your god o Israel, that brought you out of Egypt. And
then this other prophet comes along and says, One day, a son named Josiah is going to tear down these temples. And for the next 250 years, in
both the norther and southern kingdoms, king after king after king after
king continue to make the same short sighted, power hungry decisions
that slowly but surely pull the Hebrew people away from Yahweh, the God
of their covenant…. and replaces their covenant practices with things that
simply mimic their neighbors.
Ok, we started like 250 years before Josiah. Ha. Why did I back up that
far? The thing that I have been thinking about for months is how we are,
all of us, carrying on our shoulders a giant mass of history and tradition
and expectation. From birth, We are handed a world shaped by our predecessors… Even before our memory begins to form, our family & friends
model a particular way of approaching life and relationships and decision
making… and, because I believe we are spiritual beings, we also have this
divine spark speaking deep within us…
So, all of us are living, at all times, at this crossroads of factors, this coalescence of our own conscious, of the emotional trauma from generations, of
our family tradition, of the world around us, of our culture, all of the particular circumstances we find ourselves in.
And some of it is worth holding onto. Lots actually. But some needs to be
thrown out. If we’re going to survive, it has to be thrown out. And it is so,
so difficult to make those decisions. Then, every once in a while, right in
the middle of all that comes a moment of clarity. And that is what’s interesting to me about Josiah’s story. Josiah became king of Judah when he
was 8. 8 years old. So when he was born, his grandfather Manasseh was
king. Then, when he was 6, his grandfather died and his father became
king. Then, 2 years later, his father was assassinated. Both men, according
to the biblical writers, did “evil in the eyes of the Lord.”
So I’m just trying to picture 8 year old Josiah, sitting on a throne, holding
on his shoulders the cultural weight and expectations of a dying kingdom,
the psychological trauma of this father’s murder, the religious traditions

