
I am going to take a moment of pastoral privilege and speak, very briefly, upon the solemn and serious 
proceedings still yet underway in our nation’s capital. I noticed this week that it has been easy for me to lapse 
into thinking about this country through the lens of elected officials, what they do and what they do not do. It 
has been easy for me to lapse into thinking about elected official as the ones responsible for the direction of 
the country. But I had occasion to remember, as well, this week the preamble to our constitution: 
 

We the People of the United States, in Order to form a more perfect Union, establish Justice, 
insure domestic Tranquility, provide for the common defence, promote the general Welfare, 
and secure the Blessings of Liberty to ourselves and our Posterity, do ordain and establish this 
Constitution for the United States of America.  

 
The very first words are “We the People;” the very first words. And we the people will have the final word, 
too.  
 
The crowd that had gathered around Jesus was drawn from far and wide, a jumbled-up assemblage of every 
sort of person. Here they were in the northeast of Israel, in Galilee. And there were people from the far 
southern villages of Judea, and from the far west too, the cities of Tyre and Sidon on the Mediterranean Sea, 
capitol, Jerusalem, and the capitol, Jerusalem.  
 
This was every corner of the country, and every sort of person was there, for all sorts of reasons. There were 
people who were sick, who heard that Jesus was a man who might make them well. There were people there 
to hear the words of power he was speaking, looking for hope. There were people who were there to dispute 
with Jesus, to argue that their way was better than his way. There were the rich, who had leisure time and to 
spare so that they could drop what they were doing and go listen to an itinerant preacher. And there were 
the desperately poor, who had nothing but time on their hands and hoped that Jesus might have for them 
something more.  
 
The crowd that had gathered around Jesus was drawn from far and wide, a jumbled-up assemblage of every 
sort of person. Jesus lingered over all the sick, healing every single one. And once he had taken the time to 
heal every single sick person, every single person troubled in spirit, only them did Jesus start to speak. 
 

Blessed are you who are poor, 
   for yours is the realm of God. 
Blessed are you who are hungry now, 
   for you will be filled. 
Blessed are you who weep now, 
   for you will laugh. 



Blessed are you when people hate you, and when they exclude you, revile you, and defame 
you on account of the Son of Man. Rejoice on that day and leap for joy, for surely your reward is 
great in heaven; for that is what their ancestors did to the prophets. 
But to you who are rich, 
   alas, you have received your consolation. 
To you who are full now, 
   Alas, you will be hungry. 
To you who are laughing now, 
   alas you will mourn and weep. 
And when all speak well of you, alas, that is what the ancestors did to the false prophets. 

 
An enormous reversal of fortunes, that is what Jesus was talking about. For those in the crowd whose lives 
were desperation and terror, they were told that better days were just ahead. Those in the crowd whose 
lives were peaceable and calm, they were told that storms were on the horizon. The crowd was filled with 
every sort of person, sumptuously dressed and those dressed in threadbare rags, the well-fed and famished, 
the joyous and the mourning, the sick and the health, every sort of person looking at the others in the crowd 
and being told, imagine yourself in someone else’s shoes. More than that, Jesus tells them, you are going to 
BE in someone else’s shoes. The future will not be the same as the present; it simply won’t, not for anyone. 
An enormous reversal of fortunes, that is what Jesus is talking about.  
 
For some, this would have been like music to their ears; at last, some good news, some reason to hope! For 
others, this would be the most unwelcome sort of prediction, exactly the kind of thing they hoped and 
planned and scrimped and saved to try to avoid. But for all those gathered, for every person in that jumbled 
up assemblage of people of every sort, each person received the same lesson. 
 
Everything changes. Life is not set in stone and the future is not determined any more fully than to say that it 
will not be the same as the past. It can feel like I have some certainty in how my life is going and what will 
happen to me and, indeed, my choices do matter. But when things are going great, and everything is 
breaking my way, I feel as if as long as I keep up the good work everything will keep right on being good.  
 
That’s not true. Laughing will turn to mourning, even if I will it not to be so. And when things are at their 
lowest and I can’t seem to do a single thing right, I feel as if no matter what I do I will always be in the bottom 
of that valley. That’s not true, either. Mourning will turn to laughing, even if I can’t see how that’s possible.  
 
Everything changes. Life is not set in stone and the future is not determined any more fully than that it will 
not be the same as the past. Enormous reversals of fortune, for every one of those people in that great 
crowd drawn from people from all over of every different sort—expect and know, that things will change, 
Jesus says.  
 
And, And. And. Jesus says. It is in the very deepest valleys and most shadowy vales, the most awful of losses, 
it is there that God will attend you most closely. Fortune changes like the tides, unbidden and irresistible; 
fortune does not care about any of us. But God does. Jesus promises, when you stand up for what is right, 
telling the truth about wrongdoing to those who have used their power to do what is wrong, when you stand 
up for what is right, it is then that God’s hand will rest upon your shoulder.  
 
God will not promise swift and certain victory, for when has swift and certain victory been the path of 
progress? God offers instead the memory of the prophets who came before. God offers the whole of history; 
its judgments upon the wicked, its admiration for the righteous. When you do what is right, even when it is 



hard, God will be beside you, suffering with you, for doing what is right. Jesus promises that is what God is 
like. It’s more than promises, Jesus lived it too. 
 
Jesus says: when you are mourning, and the loss is inconsolable, and every bit of your spirit is raging and the 
most that your faith can muster is to pound on God’s chest with your fists and shout why, why this, why me, I 
don’t deserve this! In that moment, God will stand with you, and be pounded upon, and will not offer 
answers. For what good is an explanation when what the heart wants is a loved ones return?   
 
God will not offer answers, but will offer comfort. God will hold in her hand laughter and joy, and will wait 
until a day when you are ready, and open her hand to you then. God will have special care and attention for 
you in times of trouble. Jesus promises that is what God is like. It’s more than promises, Jesus lived it too—
before Jesus began to teach he healed every single person who was sick, he touched every person troubled in 
spirit.  
 
Everything changes. Life is not set in stone and the future is not determined any more fully than that it will 
not be the same as the past. Mourning shall turn to laughter and laughter to mourning and round and round 
fortune shall turn. Fortune does not care about any one of us. But God cares for you. In the deepest valleys 
God will be with you. At your lowest ebb when all seems set against you, God will be with you. Even in the 
grave when life and breath have ended and the turning of fortune has finally stopped, even in the grave, God 
will be with you and will not allow the grave to have the final word. Jesus promises that is what God is like. 
It’s more than promises, Jesus lived it too. 
 
 


