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I hope that you noticed we are in a different Gospel this morning than the main one we’re 

exploring this year. We’ve been jumping around in Mark, but today we have John. John’s Gospel 

does not get its own year like the other three Gospels, so it fills in, especially during certain parts 

of the year like the seasons of Lent and Easter. Since Mark’s Gospel is so short, we read extra 

selections from John when Mark is on the year-long menu. 

Some of John’s stories are entirely different than those in Matthew, Mark and Luke, such as the 

wedding feast at Cana, which only takes place in the Gospel of John. Same with Jesus raising 

Lazarus from the dead as well as the story of so-called Doubting Thomas: all only in John. But 

today’s story of Jesus knocking stuff over in the temple is in all four Gospels, but we don’t read 

Mark’s version on Sundays. We use this longer one instead. 

So what? Aren’t they all pretty much the same? Sure, for the most part. But, interestingly, Mark 

placed today’s story in his chapter 11, not long before Jesus was crucified; whereas John places 

it in his chapter two, much earlier in Jesus’ ministry: right after Jesus’ miracle at the wedding 

feast at Cana. The Gospel of John shows this event happening as Jesus is just starting his public 

ministry, rather than as an event toward the end. 

Such drama: Jesus makes a whip of cords and chases animals out. He pours out coins and 

overturns tables. This is a scary protest. Jesus is acting like a crazy person. He is not being polite 

and gentle. This is a story some of us might want to skip. 

This is a story that should make us nervous. What tables would Jesus knock over if he came into 

our building today? 

This pandemic has forced churches, including ours, to reimagine everything. We are approaching 

one year since we had to stop meeting in person. We regathered in a limited way for a little over 

five months in summer and fall before we had to close again. During that time, some of our staff, 

like me, started working less, while others, like Connie, started working more. I really like that 

change. I think it makes a lot of sense. But it’s a big change. 

When the then-wardens and I started talking about it last fall, Dana Blackman said, everything is 

changing right now. We have an opportunity to do things differently. 

How else are we doing things differently? How can we reimagine our church? 

A year ago, we had livestreaming. It was finally working well after two years of 

experimentation. But we had to figure out how to do communion during a pandemic. I never 

would have dreamed that we would have drive through events with individually wrapped cups 

and crackers. But those little sacraments were a lifeline to me over the summer when I was 

worshipping at home, and I know many of you feel that way now. 

Churches all over the world are reimagining our relationships with our buildings. How many 

times have I said to you, our church is not a building? How many times have I heard that from 



others? Church is not a building, yet we have learned how much we love our building when we 

haven’t been able to gather here routinely. 

I value that our building is not as expensive and fancy as a cathedral. Every year around this time 

I get a mailing regarding the St. David’s cathedral in Wales. They want us to send them money 

because we share their name.  

I feel conflicted about this, because St. David’s in Wales is on my bucket list as a place to visit 

someday, because I love our church, and I want to learn more about our patron saint, and 

somehow, being there, I think I would feel more of a connection to him, even though he’s a hazy 

figure. But when I get a request from them every year seeking money, I think about other places 

that need our money: CCHASM, which helps people in our community who need food. How can 

a cathedral compare with that? And what about all the money we still owe for our own parish 

hall? 

“Stop making my Father’s house a marketplace,” said Jesus. Yet I, as your rector, am someone 

who makes my living being paid by St. David’s. So would Jesus chase me out of here? 

This story coming at the beginning of John’s Gospel shows us how Jesus tangled with the 

religious authorities of his day from the beginning. This should give all religious professionals 

like me pause. 

This should give all of us pause. During Lent, this story invites us to engage ethically with what 

church means. With what making God’s house a marketplace means in the twenty-first century. 

When Jesus’ disciples watched his one-man protest, they recalled a line from a psalm: “Zeal for 

your house will consumer me.” 

Are you zealous for God’s house? Where is your zeal? Where is mine? 

On Facebook, I notice some zealous clerical colleagues give up their church buildings—that is, 

they sell them—and become church out in the community, renting space, not having a home. I 

admire them, but I’m not zealous that way. Still, I want to take St. David’s out into the 

community, and I want to invite the community into St. David’s. We did that, thanks to Jess 

Robison when we offered our space for some classes to the county. We also had an opportunity 

just this past week to offer space to the Chesterfield Police for a socially distanced citizens’ 

academy in April and May. We have a big gorgeous parish hall that has been languishing unused 

by potlucks and classes for almost a year. I am excited that members of our community will use 

it in this way, and I hope to fill it back up with church programs as well. 

We are on track to fill this worship space back up on Palm Sunday. We will still have limitations. 

We still don’t have certainties. But we have hope. 

What fills you with zeal? How does that tie to your faith? 


