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Twenty Third Sunday after Pentecost—Proper 25—Year B 
Job 42:1-6, 10-17 
Psalm 24:1-8, (19-22) 
Hebrews 7:23-28 
Mark 10:46-52 
 
I had a sermon written by the end of Friday. That makes for a happier Saturday in the Banks 
household. It was a sermon that tacked the restoration in chapter 42 of the book of Job—to my 
mind, one of the worst Disney-esque endings ever tacked onto a story, and in the bible no less! 
It’s a horrible piece of theology where after unbelievable amounts of unjust suffering, it’s 
all okay because Job gets back double his fortunes and 10 brand new kids because, of 
course, children are completely interchangeable. It’s an awful ending. My sermon was going to 
deal with that. 
 
But then the news broke yesterday morning. A shooting in Pittsburgh. A shooting at the Tree of 
Life Synagogue in Pittsburgh. Eleven dead, six more injured. Police sources told a local news 
outlet that the shooter shouted, “All Jews must die,” as he opened fire. 
 
As the morning wore on, I knew that the sermon written Friday was out. So, please know, this 
sermon is a little rough around the edges, and a little raw. 
 
Truth be told, God and I have been in a wrestling match all week. First, there were 14 
pipebombs delivered to 12 individuals—all leaders in the Democratic party or supporters 
of Democrats—pretty clear political motivation behind these violent and threatening acts, which 
then unleashed condemnations and counter-condemnations about who’s to blame and who 
started it. I couldn’t wrap my head around it. It felt way bigger than anything I could take on this 
morning. Too heavy. Too overwhelming. And so, I continued to wrestle with the lousy ending 
to Job. 
 
And then came the news on Wednesday. A shooting in Louisville, at a Kroger grocery, at a 
Kroger grocery 2 ½ miles from where Jim and I used to live. And that raised questions for me, 
yet again, around guns and senseless gun violence. And again, it felt overwhelming, and too big, 
and too heavy, and more than I could take on. And so, I continued to wrestle with the lousy 
ending to Job. 
 
But then, yesterday’s news came. And it too feels too big, and too overwhelming, and too 
heavy, but my first thought this morning was Rabbi Stephen and The Temple of the High 
Country because Stephen has been telling our Multi-Faith Clergy group for the last year that this 
was his worst fear. I immediately reached out to Stephen over text, and in the exchanges that 
followed, he poured out his pain and anger, especially at the President’s remarks that indicated 
this situation would have turned out differently if there had just been armed guards inside the 
synagogue. That was a bridge too far for Stephen, and a bridge too far for me. Stephen and I and 
our colleagues have talked about the reality—small congregations like the one in Pittsburgh, like 
the one here in the High Country, they can’t afford armed security. Earlier this year, I funded a 
month of security for The Temple out of my discretionary fund. I know other Christian leaders 
in our community have done the same.  



 2

 
As Stephen and I went back and forth, I knew that my sermon about the lousy ending to Job 
wasn’t going to cut it, and I wrote to our High Country Multi-Faith Clergy and Leaders group to 
ask each of them to speak to these events this morning too. 
 
Somewhere in all of this, I circled back to that shooting in Louisville earlier this week. And 
here’s the disturbing truth of that shooting. The shooter in that incident had tried to enter a 
predominantly black Baptist church, and when he was unsuccessful, he drove 2 ½ miles to 
the Kroger and shot an elderly black man inside the store—a man who was there with his 12 
year old grandson buying posterboard for a school project—that boy saw his grandfather shot 
before his eyes. The shooter then walked outside and shot an elderly black woman in the 
parking lot. A bystander exchanged gunfire with the shooter who then said to the 
bystander, “Don’t shoot me. I won’t shoot you. Whites don’t shoot whites.” 
 
All three of these perpetrators of violence this week are white men in their 40’s and 50’s. And 
all of the predictable things have happened. Efforts to drill down into the lives of each of these 
men. Discussions of past records and mental illness. Each man treated as a unique individual 
criminal—an allowance that is never granted to young African American men who are suspect 
by their very existence. The predictable banter back and forth about guns and gun control and 
whether we should have less guns or more guns. And all the while, Satan is smiling.  
 
One of the things that’s infuriating about the Job saga is that the whole thing is set up as a bet 
between Satan and God, a wager on the blameless, upright Job and just how far Job can be 
pressed before he sacrifices his integrity. 
 
And yet, I wonder, what deals are we making with Satan? Now, you know that I don’t typically 
talk about Satan or the devil, and before we go down a rabbit-hole arguing over their objective 
reality, I’m just going to ask you to go with me on this today.  
 
What deals are we making with Satan? What bargains are we driving with the devil? What are 
we willing to sacrifice in the name of gaining power? What are we willing to compromise on 
to maintain our position and protect our privilege? How are we looking the other way in 
order to protect our capacity to remain complacent, in order to preserve our sense of peace 
and tranquility?  
 
Satan in Hebrew means “the adversary.” The word for devil comes from the Greek word 
diabolos, that which seeks to throw apart—as in the English word diabolical.  
 
Think of Satan as all those forces, all those energies that seek to put us against one another. 
Think of the devil as all those forces and energies that seek to throw us apart. And God, God 
has put his money on us. But this week, it sure feels like Satan and the devil are winning the 
wager. And they are winning through the art of distraction. 
 
So, let’s cut to the chase. We can continue to help pay for security for The Temple of the 
High Country, and we will, but this is dealing with a symptom, and not the cause; the root 
cause is HATE.  
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Hatred of the Jews—religious hate whose very seeds are sown in our sacred scriptures 
throughout the gospels who lay the death of Jesus at the hands of the Jews. Christ-killers is a slur 
that has been used to by mobs to incite violence against Jews from the Crusades down to our 
present day.  
 
 
Hatred of black people—racial hate whose seeds are sown in the founding of our country that 
designated a slave as 3/5 of a human being, that built our grand economy on the backs of slave 
labor, that stacked the deck systemically, at the level of policy, that guaranteed whites could 
move forward and amass wealth and blacks would always be playing catch-up.  
 
Hatred of Democrats, hatred of Republicans—political hate that can only see the truth of my 
tribe and utter absurdity of yours and makes us blind to any good ideas from the other 
perspective, makes us blind to any sense of the common good.  
 
Hatred of immigrants—racial and ethnic hate feeding on our innate fear of the other and that 
which is different infused with the sense that life is a zero-sum game and there is simply not 
enough for everyone and if I let you in, I will lose.  
 
We could go on down the list, but HATE is a tsunami that is destroying us and sweeping us 
all out sea. 
 
The thing that’s so maddening about the ending of Job is that it is a restoration, a getting back 
to how things used to be. We don’t need a restoration; we need a RESURRECTION. 
Restoration is going back to glory days, which truth be told, weren’t so glorious for those not of 
the dominant culture; RESURRECTION is a radical transformation that moves us forward 
fully aware that we are always dying and always rising, and that in our rising, the wounds go 
with us for all the world to see, and those wounds become the very place where we will see 
the face of God. In fact, the denial of all the wounds in our collective psyche is partly why 
these adversarial and diabolical energies are having their way with us now. We’ve been blind, 
and in many ways, we’ve colluded with this blindness.  
 
But Jesus is no stranger to working with the blind. 
 
Blind Bartimaeus, he’s been blind and begging and out on the margins for a long, long time, 
but today, HE DEMANDS TO BE HEARD. “Jesus, Son of David, have mercy on me!” 
People didn’t want to hear that cry. They told him to shut up. But he cried out even more 
loudly, “Son of David, have mercy on me!”  
 
Today, our Jewish brothers and sisters are crying out. Today, our black brothers and sisters 
are crying out. Today, our immigrant brothers and sisters are crying out. And yes, today, our 
disenfranchised white male brothers are crying out. Goodness, everyone is crying out. Are we 
listening? Are these cries penetrating our hearts at all? 
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Jesus stood still, and he said, “Call him here.” And they called the blind man, saying to 
him, “Take heart; get up, he is calling you.” Jesus is calling all those who are crying out. 
Calling them from the edges, from the margins, calling them to the center, right in front of 
him.  
 
Then Jesus said to him, “What do you want me to do for you?” The blind man said to him, 
“My teacher, let me see again.”  
 
“Jesus, I am blind, let me see again.” Jesus said to him, “Go; your faith has made you 
well.” Immediately he regained his sight and followed him on the way. 
 
Bartimaeus wanted to see. Do we? Do we really want to see? Because sight is costly. SEEING 
means seeing all of our brothers and sisters who are crying out for mercy. SEEING means 
seeing the HATE that is seeping into every crevice of our country and refusing to let it 
throw us apart and that means doing a whole lot of work taking the log out of our eye. We 
do not have the luxury of throwing any gas on these fires. HATE is insidious, and it starts with 
sweeping generalizations that point a lot of fingers but leave our own intolerant rhetoric 
unchecked. It starts with a joke, or meme; it starts one dehumanizing post at a time.  
 
SEEING will cost us. What privilege are you willing to yield? What peace of mind are you 
willing to sacrifice? As a member of the dominant culture, I have the luxury of opting in and out 
of these conversations—when it gets too hard, I can check out—am I willing to stay checked in 
to the pain of those who are targeted by this HATE and the pain of those who are spewing 
it? 
 
Bartimaeus wanted to see. Do we? Do we really want to see? Because once Bartimaeus sees, 
he has to follow Jesus, and the very next verse of Mark will launch Jesus’ journey into Holy 
Week. If we see, then we have to follow Jesus, and that will mean marching straight into 
Jerusalem, straight into the economic, religious, and political power center, and 
proclaiming the gospel of love who knows no bounds.  
 
SEEING means following Jesus with outstretched arms on whatever crosses are ours to 
bear amidst all the violent, divisive forces that can’t stand that much love.  
 
SEEING means letting all that must die die, so that these forces of death and violence die 
with us, just as they did with Jesus.  
 
SEEING means following Jesus into hell and taking this love even there.  
 
And SEEING means rising again, fully aware of the power that comes from resurrection. 
SEEING means claiming that resurrection power and calling out Satan and the devil and 
the forces of HATE, and proclaiming, “NO MORE. NOT HERE. NOT NOW.”  
 
SEEING means letting our eyes be open to all the pain and letting it move us to action that 
is fierce. It will start with the examination our own souls, it will dare to call our own circles 
to account, and it will venture into the public square, not with certitude, but with a fierce 
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humility that will boldly speak the truth to the powers and principalities as that truth is 
given to us to speak in the power of the Spirit. 
 
These days in which we live. They are hard. This is a reckoning. So much pain, so many 
longing to be seen, so many cries coming to our ears. Will we hear? Will we see? Part of the 
reason yesterday’s shooting pierced my soul is because I have a relationship with Rabbi 
Stephen; we are in proximity to each other. Part of the reason the shooting in Louisville 
grabbed me was because of the proximity of place and then the racial component made me 
think of our friends in Junaluska and my colleague, Reggie Hunt. Proximity matters. 
Relationship matters. Part of our call in this time is to get out of our silos and get in close 
proximity to those who walk a different path than ours. Looking through their eyes, we will 
begin to see all the ways we are blind. 
 
In this moment of reckoning, will we acknowledge our blindness and beg Jesus for mercy?  
Will we trust that Jesus can set our sight free? Will we trust him when he tells us to go 
forward eyes wide-open SEEING from that wholeness that he has already planted in our 
souls?  
 
Will we follow him into Jerusalem, follow him to the cross? Will we die with him and rise 
with him and proclaim the power of resurrection?  
 
Will we stand firm as transformed people in the power of LIFE and LOVE and believe in 
every fiber of our being that this LIFE and LOVE has the power to drain hate of its 
current?  
 
Will we dare to believe that Satan and the devil aren’t going to win this wager, and trust 
that God knew what God was doing when God placed his bet on us? 
 
Jesus, Son of David, have mercy on us. We are so blind. Let us see again and follow you, 
cost us whatever it will. Amen. 
 
 
The Rev. Cynthia K. R. Banks  
St. Luke’s Episcopal Church, Boone, NC 
October 28, 2018 


