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Texts: Genesis 15:1-12, 7-18 • Psalm 27 • Philippians 3:17-4:1 • Luke 13:31-35

Genesis 15:1-12, 17-18
At that very hour some Pharisees came and said to him, “Get away from 

here, for Herod wants to kill you.” He said to them, “Go and tell that fox for me, 
‘Listen, I am casting out demons and performing cures today and tomorrow, and 
on the third day I finish my work. Yet today, tomorrow, and the next day I must be 
on my way, because it is impossible for a prophet to be killed outside of Jerusa-
lem.’ Jerusalem, Jerusalem, the city that kills the prophets and stones those who 
are sent to it! How often have I desired to gather your children together as a hen 
gathers her brood under her wings, and you were not willing! See, your house is 
left to you. And I tell you, you will not see me until the time comes when you say, 
‘Blessed is the one who comes in the name of the Lord.’”

Psalm 27
The Lord is my light and my salvation; whom shall I fear? The Lord is the strong-

hold of my life; of whom shall I be afraid?
When evildoers assail me to devour my flesh— my adversaries and foes— they 

shall stumble and fall.
Though an army encamp against me, my heart shall not fear; though war rise 

up against me, yet I will be confident.
One thing I asked of the Lord, that will I seek after: to live in the house of the 

Lord all the days of my life, to behold the beauty of the Lord, and to inquire 
in his temple.

For he will hide me in his shelter in the day of trouble; he will conceal me un-
der the cover of his tent; he will set me high on a rock.

Now my head is lifted up above my enemies all around me, and I will offer in 
his tent sacrifices with shouts of joy; I will sing and make melody to the 
Lord.

Hear, O Lord, when I cry aloud, be gracious to me and answer me!
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Come,” my heart says, “seek his face!” Your face, Lord, do I seek.
Do not hide your face from me. Do not turn your servant away in anger, 

you who have been my help. Do not cast me off, do not forsake me, O God 
of my salvation!

If my father and mother forsake me, the Lord will take me up.
Teach me your way, O Lord, and lead me on a level path because of my 

enemies.
Do not give me up to the will of my adversaries, for false witnesses have 

risen against me, and they are breathing out violence.
I believe that I shall see the goodness of the Lord in the land of the living.
Wait for the Lord; be strong, and let your heart take courage; wait for 

the Lord!

Philippians 3:17-4:1 
Brothers and sisters, join in imitating me, and observe those who live ac-

cording to the example you have in us. For many live as enemies of the cross of 
Christ; I have often told you of them, and now I tell you even with tears. Their end 
is destruction; their god is the belly; and their glory is in their shame; their minds 
are set on earthly things. But our citizenship is in heaven, and it is from there that 
we are expecting a Savior, the Lord Jesus Christ. He will transform the body of our 
humiliation that it may be conformed to the body of his glory, by the power that 
also enables him to make all things subject to himself.

Therefore, my brothers and sisters, whom I love and long for, my joy and 
crown, stand firm in the Lord in this way, my beloved.

Luke 13:31-35 
At that very hour some Pharisees came and said to him, “Get away from 

here, for Herod wants to kill you.” 
He said to them, “Go and tell that fox for me, ‘Listen, I am casting out de-

mons and performing cures today and tomorrow, and on the third day I finish my 
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work. Yet today, tomorrow, and the next day I must be on my way, because it is 
impossible for a prophet to be killed outside of Jerusalem.’ Jerusalem, Jerusalem, 
the city that kills the prophets and stones those who are sent to it! How often 
have I desired to gather your children together as a hen gathers her brood under 
her wings, and you were not willing! See, your house is left to you. And I tell you, 
you will not see me until the time comes when you say, ‘Blessed is the one who 
comes in the name of the Lord.’”

This last week I spent a couple of days at Lakeview Methodist Camp outside 
of Palestine, Texas. It is spelled the same as the Palestine (p AE - l uh s - t AY n) we 
know in the Middle East, but in good East Texas form it is Palestine (PAL uhs teen). 

I am 40 years old, and I’ve been going to this camp since I was 10. At least 
once a year and often more than that, I’ve gone for camps, retreats, meetings, even 
funerals. 

Like every good youth at camp, I have fallen in love (at least I thought I did), 
and I have made friends and on and on. I loved Lakeview camp and longed to at-
tend there every chance I got.

One year I was set to go to Lakeview camp and instead had a bicycle accident 
that required stitches, which made me miss that camp. 

As a child I didn’t know the language of lament, but I was sad that I couldn’t 
go. I was grieved about it — what I would miss, who I wouldn’t see, the love that 
might have been, and who knows what else?!

Such that another year later when I was attending camp and had a fairly dam-
aging little accident in a foot race with another guy — on the first day — my mother 
came to pick me up and there was no way I was going home and missing this.
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I had lamented the loss of missing once, and I wasn’t letting that happen again. 
The language of lament and longing is all over our readings today even when 

those words aren’t uttered.
Jesus is on the move. Here we interact in the Gospel story at a point when 

Jesus has work to do and he knows it. He is casting out demons and curing diseases; 
he is doing the work of the Messiah. 

In one of the more poignant scenes in the Gospel narratives, Jesus looks upon 
that great city and longs for it. Every nook and cranny of it. Every woman, man, and 
child. Every little bird and chickadee within it. 

And this work he names is one thing, there are sick people to see, but the 
other Messiah work here is lament and longing. 

He doesn’t say those words but evokes them when he weeps over Jerusalem.
During an extremely repressive regime in El Salvador in the 1970’s, Archbish-

op Oscar Romero wrote: “God is the exquisite likeness of a mother with child. God 
bore me in [the] womb and loved me…. Let us not be afraid, brothers and sisters. 
We are living through difficult and uncertain days. We do not know if this very eve-
ning we will be prisoners or murder victims. We do not know what the forces of evil 
will do with us. But one thing I do know: even those who have disappeared after ar-
rest…are known and loved by God….[God] loves us, [and] keeps on loving.”

For Romero the foxes were the Salvadoran death squads, the ones that would 
eventually kill him.

In our Gospel the fox Herod is contrasted with the little chicks of Jerusalem.
Foxes go by all sorts of names — and we have them, too.
These forces of evil are always characterized in the scriptures as those powers 

in this world that oppress, dominate, and destroy.
Jesus laments over Jerusalem and longs to gather all into his embrace. 
Jesus’ lament and longing comes in the great traditions of the prophets of the 

Old Testament.
Lament in the Hebrew Bible is an expression of sorrow, a description of dis-

tress, or a protest about injustice.
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Lament as prayerful plea to God for help or a complaint to God over social 
injustice or about the death or destruction of something or someone.

Psalm 13 is an example of a lament: 
How long, O Lord? Will you forget me forever? 
How long will you hide your face from me? 
How long must I bear pain in my soul, and have sorrow in my heart all day 

long? 
How long shall my enemy be exalted over me? 
Consider and answer me, O LORD my God! 
Give light to my eyes, or I will sleep the sleep of death, and my enemy will say,  

“I have prevailed”; my foes will rejoice because I am shaken. 
Jeremiah laments: “How long will the land mourn, and the grass of every 

field wither? For the wickedness of those who live in it the animals and the birds are 
swept away.”

In the New Testament, the apostle Paul in his letter to the Romans: For the 
creation waits with eager longing for the revealing of the children of God; for the 
creation was subjected to futility, not of its own will, but by the will of the one who 
subjected it, in hope that the creation itself will be set free from its bondage to decay 
and will obtain the freedom of the glory of the children of God. We know that the 
whole creation has been groaning in labor pains until now; and not only the cre-
ation, but we ourselves, who have the first fruits of the Spirit groan inwardly while 
we wait for adoption, the redemption of our bodies.           

— 8:19–23 NRSV
Lamenting is a practice for the believer, so let’s do a little of that.
I lament that too many of us are yielding to fear in our decision making — 

about money, about work, about relationships, in politics, in all of life. Fear and not 
love is too often carrying the day for too many of us. 

I lament that a few Sundays ago, when our facility staff arrived early, they 
interacted with a woman who had no where to go and had to sleep here, under our 
covered entrance. I am glad she found a place to sleep here. But as our staff assisted 
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her they noticed what looked like a bundle of clothes, which as it turned out was a 
little child bundled up in blankets. I lament that they are homeless in our city…

I lament that we are in many ways retreating as a nation from our founding 
creed. The poem on the Statue of Liberty — “give me your tired, your poor, your 
huddled masses yearning to breathe free” — now has several caveats associated with 
it. We of course must have processes and systems and the like. I’m here lamenting 
the lack of kindness in our speech or in the language of those policies.

Of course what is most important is Jesus’ lament. Jesus is lamenting all of 
this, I am confident. If we crawl into the scriptures, we can then align our own la-
ments with God’s.

Good Christian people! We are set apart by our hope that is found in our 
longing.

Longing is not simply a pining away for a nostalgic past or an idealized 
future. 

Longing in the Christian faith is as Jesus has done it — longing to gather, to 
embrace, to protect.

Lament and longing actually help ground us in Christ.
Marilynne Robinson in her book Housekeeping says “To crave and to have are 

as like as a thing and its shadow. For when does a berry break upon the tongue as 
sweetly as when one longs to taste it, and when is the taste refracted into so many 
hues and savors of ripeness and earth, and when do our senses know any thing so 
utterly as when we lack it? And here again is a foreshadowing — the world will be 
made whole. For to wish for a hand on one’s hair is all but to feel it. So whatever we 
may lose, every craving gives it back to us again.” 

“Be present with your want of the Deity, and you shall be present with the 
Deity,” as the 17th-century poet Thomas Traherne puts it.

The word Lent means Spring, essentially. We long for the Spring of Easter, of 
hope, of resurrection. 

If you have your Lenten practices, and I hope you do, include in them lament 
and longing. 
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Lament what shouldn’t be. Long for what should, and in that longing, you’ll 
be connected to the Christ who gathers and saves.

Henri Matisse we know as the vanguard artist of the late 19th and early 20th 
centuries. He was first known as an artist who painted stock paintings of other art-
ists’ work. And it paid the bills. He painted fruit bowls and bread on table, so that he 
could put bread on the table. He was paying the bills, living fine except that he was 
dying. The creative artist in him was dying. He lamented that all he was doing was 
reproducing others’ work. And he longed to bear his own artistic creation. 

In the Spring of 1904 he sat in front of his latest reproduction of someone 
else’s work, and he ripped it in pieces. He then wrote this amazing sentence in his 
journal: “I count my emancipation from that day.”

Matisse’s lament and longing for deeper life as an artist moved him toward 
something beautiful and freeing. 

Lament and longing ultimately are not ends in themselves but they lead us to 
freedom, salvation, redemption, love — being more fully who God wants us to be 
— fully who God wants this world to become. 

As you practice your Lenten disciplines, include in them lament and longing 
that moves to love for the sake of Christ’s kingdom to come on earth as in heaven.


