
The Time Has Come… 
Isaiah 62:1-5; John 2:1-11  
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A pastor had made a bad decision.  Not only had he gotten behind the wheel after drinking, he 
had even brought the bottle of wine he had been nursing into the console with him.  After 
rolling through a stop sign, he was pulled over.  As the officer was going through the usual 
routine of requesting license and registration, she smelled the alcohol on the breath of the 
minister.  “You been drinking, Rev?” she asked.  Not ready to own up to his mistake, he blew 
her off.  “Nope, just water.”  “Well, in that case, may I have a look at your water bottle then, 
sir?”  “Uh, sure,” he replied, as he reluctantly handed her the brown paper covered bottle.  The 
officer barely needed to look to confirm her suspicions.  “This is not water – this is wine,” she 
said with a pointed look at the guilty minister.  Still not willing to concede, the pastor smiled 
widely and proclaimed, “Praise Jesus, he’s done it again!” 
 
I had to begin with some humor, if for no other reason than to lighten the mood for myself.  
This is the first time I have stood before you to preach since my ordination was terminated by 
the Shenandoah District Leadership Team in December.  While there is a significant part of me 
that does not want to speak about it, I feel both a personal and professional obligation to 
address the reality in which I find myself.  Most of you are fully aware of the circumstances 
leading to that action, but for those of you who are not – the very, very abbreviated story is that 
after a long and intentional process of discernment, our congregation took action last May to 
join the Supportive Communities Network of the Brethren Mennonite Council for LGBT 
Interests, and also to authorize us as pastors to officiate for any legal marriage, including 
same-sex marriages.  We were aware that this decision was not and is not in accord with 
current district or denominational policy, and there has predictably been a considerable 
amount of backlash from our district.  One of the consequences of our action was that Jeff and 
I were investigated by the Ministerial Leadership Team of the District this fall.  The discovery 
that I had officiated for the wedding of two women not long after our council decision was 
judged to be grounds for the termination of my ministerial credentials.  That decision was 
rendered on December 10.   
 
I continue to wrestle with the emotional and spiritual turmoil this action has caused for me.  
While I am quite aware of the privileged position I hold as a white, straight, American, Christian 
male – not to mention my gratitude that I serve in a supportive community in which the loss of 
my credentials has not rendered me unemployed –  and although I consider it an honor and a 
privilege to stand with those who are not so privileged and had counted the cost of following 
my conscience and anticipated this outcome, I would be lying to you if I said that my defrocking 
has not caused deep wounds, both emotionally and spiritually.  I am struggling with anger and 
sadness and grief; with feelings of betrayal by the church to which I have given my vocational 
life; and with increased pessimism about the future of the church and its continuing ability to 
witness to the good news.   
 
For all of these reasons, I have been very conscious of my words, and hesitant to speak 
without the intentionality and self-editing benefits of writing, not the least reason being that we 
are not of one mind on the issue here at BWCOB.  I did not feel ready or able to preach 
effectively on my regularly scheduled preaching date in December, especially in a season with 
the obligatory good cheer of Christmas, so Jeff graciously agreed to pick up that responsibility 
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for me, while I designed and led an alternative Christmas Tenebrae worship that could speak 
from the darkness that clouded my outlook with ritual that might be meaningful for those who 
similarly found it difficult to resonate with the celebratory festivities of Christmas.   
 
Now, nearly a month later, the time has again come for me to preach.  Determined to get 
things back to usual and fulfill my responsibilities, I began my preparations for this sermon the 
way I usually do, by consulting the assigned texts in the Revised Common Lectionary.  And 
these were the first words I read: For Zion’s sake I will not keep silent, and for Jerusalem’s 
sake I will not rest, 
until her vindication shines out like the dawn, and her salvation like a burning torch.”  These 
are the opening lines of Isaiah 62, which called us into worship this morning.   
 
I began to think about the series of decisions and events that led me to lose my ordination.  All 
were intentional and arose out of personal and community discernment processes.  All 
stemmed from a desire to follow where Jesus seemed to be leading.  All were motivated by the 
desire to extend justice where it had hitherto been thwarted.  All were grounded in faith and 
love and conscience.  All had moved forward only after counting the cost.  And I would do it all 
again, because I am convinced they were the right things to do.   
 
It hasn’t been easy.  But as I affirmed in my open letter, nothing of consequence ever is.  This 
reality has been driven home to me even more profoundly this week as I have reread Why We 
Can’t Wait, Martin Luther King’s articulation of the events and forces behind the Civil Rights 
Movement from 1964.  While I in no way equate my own struggles with those of the thousands 
of brave women and men, girls and boys who placed their very bodies and lives on the line in 
advancing the cause of civil rights in the nonviolent direct action campaigns of the 1950s and 
60s, I have found my own resolve strengthened as I read this account of courageous public 
witness, determined nonviolent resistance of injustice, and willingness to make sacrifices for a 
just cause.  And I have been reminded of what can be accomplished when people of faith take 
a stand for justice.   
 
I believe the time has come for us to take a stand for justice today.  One of the most frequent 
critiques I have heard of the actions our congregation has taken is that we acted too quickly, 
without allowing time for the district to change its policies.  This is eerily similar to the criticisms 
brought to the proponents of civil rights in the mid-twentieth century.  In his oft-quoted Letter 
from Birmingham Jail, Martin Luther King quotes a letter he received from a white southern 
brother: “All Christians know that the colored people will receive equal rights eventually, but it 
is possible that you are in too great a religious hurry.  It has taken Christianity almost two 
thousand years to accomplish what it has.  The teachings of Christ take time to come to 
earth.”1  
 
King’s response is convicting:  
 

We will have to repent in this generation not merely for the hateful words and actions of the 
bad people but for the appalling silence of the good people.  Human progress never rolls in 
on wheels of inevitability; it comes through the tireless efforts of [people] willing to be 
coworkers with God, and without this hard work, time itself becomes an ally of the forces of 

                                                 
1
 Martin Luther King, Jr. “Letter from Birmingham Jail” in Why We Can’t Wait (1964).  Signet Classics, 2000.  pp 98-99.   
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social stagnation.  We must use time creatively, in the knowledge that the time is always 
ripe to do right.2 

 
One commentator has asserted that “part of King's many-faceted genius was his recognition 
that chronos, mere clock time — the passage of days, weeks, and years, no matter how long 
or short, no matter how trivial or important — is no match for kairos, that unique or opportune 
moment of God's visitation. Longevity, length of days, is a pale imitation and sad substitute for 
a decisive choice at a critical moment, however short the time.”3 
 
I believe that our congregation now finds itself at such a kairos moment – a time ripe for the 
proclamation of God’s Kingdom.  Our decisions of the past year, and the chain of events they 
have set off in our relationship with our district, have created a perfect storm.  As is the case 
with such moments of crisis, we find ourselves in the midst of both danger and opportunity.  
The danger is obvious.  But the opportunity to give witness to the Kingdom of God is acute.  
And the way in which we respond to this challenge will determine whether this moment will find 
us withering under the pressure and succumbing to the dangers of bitterness, divisiveness, 
and despair, or rising to offer a bold witness to the love of God, the way of Christ, and the 
movement of the Spirit – to be a sign that the reign of God – the “Kingdom of God” proclaimed 
by Jesus – is at hand.  As Jim Wallis says in The (Un)Common Good:   

 
The church is supposed to be saying, and the church is supposed to be showing, that our 
life together can be better.  In our shallow, superficial, and selfish age, Jesus is indeed 
calling us to a completely different way of life that people are supposed to be able to see.  
He called it the kingdom of God, and it is a very clear alternative to the selfish kingdoms of 
this world….We are called to show people how to love God and their neighbors and 
thereby bring new hope to lives, neighborhoods, nations, and the world.4   
 

In today’s Gospel text that was read just before the sermon, we find the familiar story of Jesus 
turning water into wine at a wedding feast at Cana.  It is one of those gospel stories that has so 
many layers that there is almost always something new that jumps out when one hears the 
story.  When I was first preparing for this sermon, I was drawn to the reluctance of Jesus to 
meddle in the affairs of the hosts.  When his mother alerts him to the fact that they are almost 
out of wine at the wedding banquet, he effectively tells her to back off.  “It’s not my time,” he 
tells her.  But as is so often the case with mothers, her influence ended up being irresistible.  
Next thing you know, Jesus is giving instructions on filling up the jars with water and presenting 
them to the host, who discovers that they are now filled to the brim with abundant, superb 
wine.   
 
I found myself initially sympathizing with Jesus.  I empathized with the way he was seemingly 
thrust into action before he was ready, and I imagined his mixed feelings when he found 
himself in the spotlight at someone else’s wedding.  I fancied him wondering whether or not it 
was a wise move to take action for something as trivial as a wedding celebration when his 
sights were really set on the “big picture.”   
 

                                                 
2
 Ibid. p. 99. 

3
 Daniel B. Clendenin, “The Time Has Come,” Journey With Jesus: A weekly essay on the Revised Common Lectionary. For 
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 Jim Wallis.  The (Un)Common Good: How the Gospel Brings Hope to a World Divided.  BrazosPress, 2014.  pp. 22-24. 
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But then I realized, of course, that I was reading myself into the story, and entertaining that 
always dangerous idea that I was Jesus in the story.  So I took another look, and tried a 
different perspective.  And surprisingly, the character with whom I found myself most 
resonating was Jesus’ mother.  For it was she who was paying enough attention to notice that 
the wine was running out.  Given that such a situation presented a crisis for the family that 
shouldered the responsibility of hospitality for the celebration, her compassion was stirred.  
And given that she was standing next to someone she believed could help this family avert the 
impending social disaster, she prodded Jesus to take action.   
 
Commentator Carol Lakey Hess states that “just as the mother of Jesus saw her son as one 
who could – and should – meet need, so do many followers of Jesus.  We see a world in need, 
and we believe in one who claimed to bring abundant life to those in need.”5  In her prodding of 
her son into action, the mother of Jesus created a kairos moment in the gospel.  Not only did 
water turn into wine in that moment.  Scarcity turned into abundance, hesitancy turned into 
action, symbols of purification turned into symbols of extravagance, and the uncertainty of 
Jesus’ disciples turned into belief.  The gospel of John says that this was the first sign Jesus 
gave – the first glimpse offered of his glory.  It was a kairos moment.  And it came about 
because Mary saw a need, and insisted that the time was now to act upon it.  Perhaps she 
knew as well as Martin Luther King did that the time is always ripe to do right.   
 
In suggesting that our congregation is now poised at such a kairos moment, I confess that I 
worry I am suffering under delusions of grandiosity.  However, the confluence of our long and 
careful discernment and the circumstances in which we find ourselves lead me to this 
conclusion.  I am convicted by the words of Martin Luther King, who reminded his listeners 
gathered to hear his keynote address during the March on Washington of “the fierce urgency 
of now,” proclaiming that “now is the time to make justice a reality for all God’s children.”6  And 
so I believe the time has come for us to speak with a unified voice in the midst of crisis, to give 
witness to our vision of the reign of God breaking into our current situation, and to proclaim the 
justice and love and extravagance of God in this time and place.  The time has come for us to 
put flesh on our stated mission to work for justice, extend grace, and partner with God to offer 
abundant life, healing, and hope to our community and the world.  The time has come for us to 
live the love of God in such a way that waters of our crisis become the wine of our witness.   
 
With God’s help, may it be so.  So that when others look at what we are doing today, they 
might be able to truthfullly exclaim, “Praise Jesus, he’s done it again!” 
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