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  ‘Tis The Season 

 

 My daughter Eleanor will be four 
years old this October. How fast it 

goes! Kristy and I take turns 
putting her to bed, but the 

bedtime ritual is much the same regardless of the 
parent involved. Turn on the lighted star that Leigh 
Anne and Reid Shumate gifted her a couple of 
years ago (she won’t sleep without it, and we’ve 
replaced the light bulb once already). Turn on “the 
elephant” (a humidifier). Turn on the sound 
machine and the lamp. Read one book in the 
rocking chair, and one book cuddled up in 
Eleanor’s bed. Because of her October birth, most 
of Eleanor’s books are about Christmas, so we 
read a lot of Christmas books. Then we sing songs. 
Yes, Christmas songs. Her current favorites are 
Deck the Halls and Jingle Bells, sung softly under 
the light of her star in her bed. Invariably, after the 
second song, she puts her small hand on my arm 
and says, “But can you stay a little while?” Of 
course I can. And so I lay there while she “reads” a 
third book. She can’t yet read, but she can tell you 
what’s written on each page. And sometimes she 
will play with the hair on my arm and talk about 
how fine and small the hair on her arm is by 
comparison, or she will show me all of her favorite 
parts of her stuffed animals—the tails, the eyes, 
the tags. The ritual ends with “the pray.” If you 
“forget the pray,” you’ll be summoned back. “Now 
don’t say ‘amen’ until I do, okay? Dear Jeeesus, 
thank you for this yummy foooood…” And then it’s 
my turn. And then it’s hers. We thank Jeeesus for 
all manner of things, and then Eleanor will say, “In 
Jesus’ name, A-MEN!”  

 She’s excited about the Easter Bunny 
because the Easter Bunny brings toys like Santa. 
To Eleanor, a cheap Happy Meal toy is as good as 
any grand, expensive thing. Last night, as I 
observed the bedtime ritual like an ancient father-
priest, I relished the way that to my daughter, all 
time is kairos time. I’ve grown old enough now 
that my life is filled with a lot of chronos time—not 

Rev. Zachary L. Bay 

because that’s a mark of maturity, but because we 
adults lose something in our way of seeing the 
world as we age. To Eleanor all time, every day, is 
kairos time. It’s special, holy, revelatory time. To 
Dad, too much of the day is believed to me 
chronos time. Just seconds and minutes and hours 
passing on the clock face. 

 In asking for ‘Twas The Night Before 
Christmas and How the Grinch Stole Christmas, 
Deck the Halls and Jingle Bells, and then in saying 
thank you to Jeeesus for the Easter Bunny coming 
soon, my daughter is teaching me good theology. 
As her fourth birthday heads this way, she’s 
reminding me how fleeting life is. As her bedtime 
ritual is lived and relished by everyone in the 
house, she’s reminding me of some words written 
by Frederich Buechner: 

 “Listen to your life. See it for the 
fathomless mystery it is. In the boredom and pain 
of it, no less than in the excitement and gladness: 
touch, taste, smell your way to the holy and 
hidden heart of it, because in the last analysis all 
moments are key moments, and life itself is 
grace.” 

 Truth be told: Eleanor is every bit as good 
as—and better than—her Daddy when it comes to 
realizing that truth deep truth. I’m grateful to have 
such a fine teacher in my life who knows so much 
about kairos time, for whom every day is a holy 
day and every season ‘tis the season. 

 Weeping may linger for the 

night, but joy comes with the morn-

ing.  Psalm 30:5b 

 As I write today I am looking 

toward Jerusalem and Holy 

Week.  It seems to look much like last year.  We 

are unable to wave the palms branches and sing 

Hosanna together.  Worship is still muted without 

the hymns of our faith ringing out.  And yet, I am 

seeing glimpses of light with our Kentucky virus 

cases are down, many people having received vac-

cines, and we are slowly adding activities back in-

to our lives.  That sounds like hope to me.  How 

about you?                                                                                               

 At the beginning of the pandemic I planted 

my curly willow tree that I got from Sandra Pen-

nington.  It began with three cuttings and one of 

them grew strong.  John put a fence around it to 

protect it from the deer.  Over the winter it lost its 

leaves.  I have looked closely every week, anxious 

to see buds on it.  It is now covered with leaves 

and is thriving.  That sounds like hope to me.  How 

about you? 

 We walk through the season of Lent and it 

can be very hard.  Each week gets darker as Jesus 

draws closer to the cross.  Holy Week is the dark-

est and most painful time.  And then, there is 

Easter morning.  The stone is rolled away.  Jesus is 

risen!  We know the outcome even as we experi-

ence Maundy Thursday, Good Friday, and Holy 

Saturday.  And that sounds like hope to me.  How 

about you?  Happy Easter. 

 

 

 

Beth C. Parker 

Important Dates in April  
 

Deacons Meeting 

April 11th at 6:30 p.m. 

 

Finance Committee Meeting 

April 13 at 5:30 p.m. 

 

Business Meeting 

April 14 at 6:30 p.m. 

 

Zoom links for each meeting will be sent 

via email closer to the meeting date. 



Palm Sunday  

March 28 , 11:00 a.m. on YouTube or in-person 
 

The Last Supper: A Maundy Thursday Service 

April 1 , 6:30 p.m. live on YouTube 

Prepare bread and a cup to partake of communion 
 

The Seven Last Words: A Good Friday Service 

April 2, 12:00 to 1:10 p.m. live on YouTube 

Homilists include: Kristy Bay, Zach Bay, Trish Edinger, Andrea Ensor Lee, 

Jack Pennington, and John Parker. 

Musicians include: Kristy Bay, Teresa Brown, Janet Matthews, Beth and 

John Parker, a Sanctuary Choir quartet, and a Joyful Ringers quartet. 
 

CCM Ecumenical Holy Week Homily 

Uploaded to the CCM Facebook Page on Good Friday 

Rev. Kristy L. Bay preaching for First Baptist Church 
 

Easter Sunday 

April 4, 11:00 a.m. on YouTube or in-person 

First Baptist Church of Middlesboro 



February 28, 2021 -- “The Cost of Discipleship” Mark 8:31-38                              Page 3 

 Jesus casts a peculiar vision for his “congregation” of followers. “All who want to come after me must say no to 
themselves, take up their cross, and follow me.” “All who lose their lives because of me and because of the good news 
will save them.” What if a promising pastoral candidate got to their first interview with the search committee and laid 
that one on them. “So, you know a little bit about us as a congregation. Tell us about you. What’s your vision for minis-
try? Where do you think you would lead us next?”  
 “All who want to come after me must say no to themselves, take up their cross, and follow me.” “All who lose 
their lives because of me and because of the good news will save them.”  
 It’s little wonder that Peter had the adverse reaction he did. As the search committee chairperson, Peter was 
looking for a strong messiah who could lead the congregation of disciples, and Jesus says that? We are not told here 
what Peter said to him, but I can imagine. “Look, Pastor. You have to inspire them. You have to compel them. You have 
to pet their egos a little. You have to bring them along with you. And you have to project a bright and hopeful future of a 
return to the days of King David. That’s what they want to hear.”  
 If that’s something like what Peter said, it’s no wonder Jesus said what he said. “Get thee behind me, Satan.” 
Remember that we talked last Sunday about that intriguing word in Mark’s Gospel. About my Hebrew professor writing 
the word “tractor” on the board in Hebrew letters. About how Satan is the same: a Greek transliteration of a Hebrew 
word. The Hebrew word, ha satan, means tempter or adversary. Jesus isn’t calling the search committee chairperson the 
prince of darkness; Jesus is telling Peter not to tempt him, oppose him with some other vision. “Get thee behind me” so 
that I can continue unimpeded on the way that is before me. “If you’re ashamed of me, I’ll be ashamed of you.” 
 I imagine that the next day, that particular pastoral candidate gets a phone call. “Hello, Rev. Christ. We feel like 
God is leading us in a different direction.” The age old euphemism for “Yeah. This isn’t going to work out.” 
 
 Dietrich Bonhoeffer remains one of the most well-known and important theologians of the 20th century. If Chris-
tians today do not know him for one of his books, they know him as the theologian who after moral pains decided to join 
an assassination plot. He would help attempt to kill Adolf Hitler. Bonhoeffer died at age 39 in a Nazi concentration camp. 
Oddly, when I was in South Africa last year, the International Bonhoeffer Society was meeting there. All these folks—
mostly from Europe and North America—in South Africa to talk about the life and work of Dietrich Bonhoeffer, a German 
theologian. They were presenting papers on his books and writings with the intent of holding him up as a Christian worth 
studying and emulating. I don’t disagree. 
 One of the angles on this passage from Mark’s Gospel is the high cost of Christian discipleship. That search com-
mittee may have called Rev. Christ and said “We feel like God is leading us in a different direction,” but Peter and the 
disciples do not. Jesus will twice more—three times total—talk about this path before him that leads to the cross. Die-
trich Bonhoeffer wrote a lot of good stuff in his short lifetime. Sermons. Devotionals. Papers. Books. One of the books 
bears the title The Cost of Discipleship. He would know. I think this Gospel Lesson has a word to offer us about the high 
cost of Christian discipleship. Let’s spend a few moments with some of Bonhoeffer’s words on the subject. 
 “When Christ calls a man, he bids him come and die.”  
 “Discipleship is not an offer that man makes to Christ.”  
 “Not hero worship, but intimacy with Christ.”  

“The will of God, to which the law gives expression, is that men should defeat their enemies by loving them.”  
“No sacrifice which a lover would make for his beloved is too great for us to make for our enemy.”  

 “[God says] Discipleship is not limited to what you can comprehend - it must transcend all comprehension. 
Plunge into the deep waters beyond your own comprehension, and I will help you to comprehend even as I do. Bewilder-
ment is the true comprehension. Not to know where you are going is the true knowledge. My comprehension trans-
cends yours.”  
 It’s no wonder Peter took hold of Jesus and began to correct him. You can’t say that to a congregation looking 
for a new pastor who can reach the young people and build up programs. Peter was but a dutiful search committee 
chair. But Jesus had a different vision in mind. Jesus knew that his way was narrow. That it would lead to suffering. That 
following his lead was almost certainly a hard road to hoe. That’s why he goes on to say, “All who want to save their lives 
will lose them. But all who lose their lives because of me and because of the good news will save them.”  
 Following Jesus costs a lot. Costs a lot of superficial “peace and quiet.” Costs a lot of money. Costs a lot of time. 
Costs a lot of, at times, good social reputation. Following Jesus demands allegiance above all else—political alignments, 
economic theories, nationalism, patriotism—you name it. That’s the vision Jesus puts before his congregation here, and 
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that’s the vision to which Peter reacts so strongly. Of course he does. Jesus just told him that he was likely going to die in 
his 30s in a concentration camp. Peter—the disciples—have other plans for him. Plans for a big youth program. Plans for 
a new building. Plans for their benevolent strength and dominance in the community and world around them. Jesus 
won’t have it. “All who want to come after me must say no to themselves, take up their cross, and follow me. All who 
want to save their lives will lose them.” The cost of discipleship. 
 Bonhoeffer’s agony didn’t begin in a Nazi concentration camp. It began long before that. He saw his county, his 
people, becoming meaner. Scapegoating “the other.” Making institutional political moves that would silence and contain 
“them” without implicating “us.” Bonhoeffer saw them doing exactly what Pontius Pilate did, sitting within the system 
that benefits them and, when presented with the pain and suffering of one who didn’t benefit as they did, washing their 
hands of the matter. The good white Christian Germans barely raised a finger to help their Jewish, Roma, Polish, com-
munist, unionist, or gay fellow human beings. “I disagree, but it has little to do with me,” they seemed to say.  
 Bonhoeffer’s agony began long before his time in Flossenbürg. It began at his baptism. It began when he em-
barked upon following Jesus. It began when Jesus said “take up your cross.” To follow me is to risk everything for the 
good of others. Bonhoeffer gave up on the notion of loving Hitler, his enemy, in order to love all of those who Hitler 
branded as enemies. “For God so loved the world,” John 3:16 says, not “For God so loved Germany.” An agonizing moral 
place. The cost of discipleship, indeed. It cost Dietrich Bonhoeffer his life. 
 We must be careful, beloved. No social, political, economic structure is perfect. We must be careful to pay atten-
tion to the ways in which we benefit at the expense of others. We must be careful. Compassionate. Willing to not wash 
our hands of the matter in a kind of righteous indifference that says “I don’t like it, but it has nothing to do with me.” We 
must be willing to follow Jesus into the fray. That’s where he’s going. He says so to Peter, right here in Mark 8, right after 
he spends 8 chapters with his society’s maligned and right before he spends 8 chapters teaching others to do what he 
just did. Peter doesn’t like it, but to his credit, he keeps on. He fails more than once, but he keeps on. 
 Christianity is costly. It demands our first love. Our first loyalty. Our willingness to put aside anything else that 
would claim our allegiance.  

There’s much in the world right now—probably always—that clamors for your allegiance. It’s so ubiquitous—so 
every minute of every day—that you may not even notice it. And when you do notice it, you’ll know you noticed it be-
cause you’ll very likely react as Peter does. You’ll rebuke. You’ll correct. You’ll say, “Come on. It’s not that bad.” You’ll 
say, “Come on. We don’t live in a perfect world.” “Come on. We don’t have a choice in this matter.” Just like Peter.  

And yet, if you know this story in Mark 8, you’ll then hear another voice. It’ll start as a biting rebuke. “Get thee 
behind me.” And then, it will explain: “You are not thinking God’s thoughts, but human thoughts.”  

Let us resist being those like those good Christian Germans of the early 20th century. Let us resist being like Pon-
tius Pilate washing his hands as Jesus is led out and murdered. Let us not fall into thinking human thoughts, but keep our 
hearts and minds on God’s thoughts.  

It’ll cost us. But then, that’s in the job description, church. 



 For those who have ears to hear, this is a challenging story. Jesus, the good shepherd, the merciful healer, the 
gentle guide, goes white hot. Stand in the Temple with me in this moment. It’s Passover, one of the most important of 
Jewish holy seasons. There at the Temple there are people selling cattle, sheep, and doves as a service to the pilgrims 
who have had to travel a long distance to get to the Temple for the Passover celebration. It’s easier for them to sell 
their animal back home and then use the money to buy another here. Traveling with a valuable asset like a sheep is 
risky business. There are money changers seated at tables in and among the animals for sale. The Temple tax must be 
paid in the official half-shekel of Tyre. If you show up with denarii or dollars, you can’t pay the tax until you exchange it 
for the right currency. The taxes go to the Temple, and to the occupying Roman Empire. 
 Jesus goes up to Jerusalem for Passover with all the others, throngs of worshippers observing their high holy 
days. As he draws near, he sees these things. He’s seen them before. It’s common practice. But this time, it gnaws at 
him. He knows that the animal vendors are marking up the donkeys and sheep and doves. They have a corner on the 
market. He watches as the money changers set exchange rates that yield less than is given. He hears a widow complain 
that she has but a few coins, and that the markup on the dove prevents her from practicing her faith. He hears the or-
phan fret as he watches his year-long savings for this holy season get reduced in the exchange for the proper currency.  

He is filled with rage. 
Where did he get the cords? We don’t know. Perhaps he ripped them from the tapestries adorning the Temple 

walls, or from the carpets decorating the Temple floors. His face flushed, he braids the cords into a whip. The pilgrims 
all around look on, stunned. Terrified. The cracking sound scares the animals. They break their ties and race from the 
Temple into the streets of Jerusalem. The merchants wonder what’s happened. He grabs hold of the table piled with 
coins, and flips it. It nearly hits the money changer on the chin. Coins ring and roll all over. “Get out!” he cries like the 
Beast after Belle comes within an inch of touching the enchanted rose. And they do. They scramble from their chairs, 
which fall over and crash on the floor and then flee on the heels of the donkeys. And the people in the streets wonder 
what’s going on in the Temple today. And the Sadduccees and the chief priests and the Romans are enraged. And this 
story sets the stage for holy week, sets the stage for Jesus’ crucifixion. 

For those who have ears to hear it, this is a challenging story. Jesus, the good shepherd, the merciful healer, the 
gentle guide, goes white hot. We don’t think of Jesus like this often, and yet, here he is. 

When I read this story in its context, when I see the way that the system takes advantage of the poor, and when 
I see Jesus rage, I remember what Jesus says in his greatest sermon: Blessed are the poor. Apparently, he meant that. 
Meant it enough to take on the good temple-going folks and their operating procedures. Meant it enough that he want-
ed the Temple, of all places, to be a place that didn’t prey on the poor, but showed them grace. Real grace, not some 
spiritualized version of it. Grace that made their sacrifices possible. Grace that respected their limited means, not 
abused them.  

This story is challenging. It is in my hearing a story about asking hard questions about the way things are done. 
It is in my hearing a story about not just lawfulness, but justice. I was watching a rerun of Blue Bloods the other day, and 
in the midst of the story, there was a line uttered by one of the Reagans. “It’s the law, but it sure as heck ain’t justice.” 
That’s what this story in John’s Gospel—and in all three others, too—is about. Everything that was going on that day in 
the Temple was lawful, but it sure as heck wasn’t just.  

 Jesus cares about justice, and in the confines of this story, it seems to me that Jesus’ vision of justice takes es-
pecial care of the poor and the powerless.  

I think our Lenten Book Club is going very well. I’m enjoying myself, and I’m enjoying the conversations we’re 
having. The book, as you know, is Bryan Stevenson’s Just Mercy. Stevenson is a lawyer, and the founder and leader of 
the Equal Justice Initiative, a nonprofit that provides legal representation to people who have been illegally convicted, 
unfairly sentenced, or abused in state jails and prisons. EJI challenges the death penalty and excessive punishment, and 
helps provide assistance for formerly incarcerated people seeking to re-enter society. When I read this story in John’s 
Gospel, I see where Bryan Stevenson got the idea. It takes the kind of consuming zeal that Jesus has here to stand up to 
whole systems of people who are complicit in injustice. It takes the kind of fire in the belly that Jesus has here to stare 
down bomb threats. It takes courage to stand up for justice. 

I love the title of the book. Just Mercy. Theologically, there is no justice without mercy. We’re all guilty before 
God. Every last one of us. And yet, our culture relishes—I repeat: relishes—punishment. I am including the American 
legal system here, but I’m more so talking about we the people. Just look at our most popular television shows. Just 
peek through the scratches in the painted-black windows of our jails at the 25 souls sleeping on floors and tables in a 

March 7, 2021 -- “Blessed Are the Poor” John 2:13-22                                           Page 5 



March 7, 2021 -- “Blessed Are the Poor” John 2:13-22                                           Page 6 

room made to house 8. We relish punishment. “Put ‘em in jail” is the prevailing thesis statement of most primetime 
American tv shows. We rarely get around to asking hard questions because we relish punishment. We naively believe 
that the system is neutral. That the scales of justice are blind to race and money and political connections.  

Now don’t get me wrong. We know there are those out there who abuse the system. And we relish punishing 
them, too. But there are far, far more who are being ground up under the system because they don’t have the skin col-
or, the means, the connections to get out.  

In John 2, Jesus walks into the midst of a system that is grinding up those on the bottom. Lawfully. And he gets 
white hot about it. And he tears up something nearby to get cords to braid a whip. And he flips tables and throws mon-
ey. For those who have ears to hear, this is a challenging story. Jesus, the good shepherd, the merciful healer, the gentle 
guide, goes white hot. 

What’s it all about? For me, I cannot read this story which appears in all four New Testament Gospels and di-
vorce its details from the here and now. I’ve heard that sermon preached time and again. That this story is figurative and 
that it’s really about Christianity supplanting Judaism. I don’t buy that. Jesus was Jewish. Jesus was there to observe 
Passover. It’s a far simpler and far more appropriate interpretation, for me, to say: Jesus was enraged because the haves 
were no longer considering the have nots. The haves had legalized unjust practices so as to benefit from monetarily from 
the have nots.  

We claim to be Christians. Followers of Jesus Christ. And here we have a story where our Lord and Savior wields 
a whip, flips tables, and throws money. I don’t buy the old Christians replacing Jews sermon on this text. That’s too easy. 
And antisemitic.  

What I buy is a far simpler reading: Jesus walked into the house of mercy and saw no mercy.  
Beloved, we cannot be followers of this whip-wielding, table-throwing messiah and relish punishment. But the 

evidence is resounding. From our TV shows to our over-crowded jails to the horrific stories that come out of death row, 
we relish punishment. Sometimes overtly, but mostly subtly, in a quite “Got ‘im!” kind of way. 

We love Jack Pennington’s book at this church. We’re moving copies of that thing through the church office like 
hotcakes. They may shut us down for book laundering, but they haven’t yet.  

Jack’s book is about grace. It’s about just mercy. Not after you die. Here. Now.  
Today’s Gospel Lesson takes place during Passover, the holy season that celebrates the Exodus of Israel from 

Egyptian slavery. I’ll close with this rabbinical take on one of the stories at the heart of the Exodus: the crossing of the 
Red Sea. 

[Read Jack’s book.] 
 
“You” means “all y’all.” Everyone. Everywhere.   
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 The most well-known verse in all of the Bible is included in today’s Gospel Lesson. “For God so loved the world.” I 
need only say that much of it, and you—every last one of you—can fill in the rest. I’ve always loved this verse of Scrip-
ture. It centers God’s love. It makes clear that God loves not only you or me, but “the world.” It promises that death 
doesn’t win. That God, not death, gets the final word. It says that the future of human existence is eternal life. There’s a 
lot here. 
 Somehow, all that grace, all that mercy, all that hope, has been boiled down by the church into a “turn or burn” 
kind of message. The church has too often taken John 3:16 and wielded it as a weapon. “Repent! Or else!” “Believe! Or 
perish!” We, the church, have in our evangelistic zeal largely forgotten the parts of the verse about God’s love of the 
world and promise of eternal life and focused instead on human belief. One of the things that our Pastor Emeritus has 
taught me in my time as Pastor here is that there is little good news if we focus our preaching and our ministry on our-
selves. All have sinned and fall short, Paul says. We see it over and over and over again in Peter—the person closest to 
Jesus during his life on earth. If he can’t get it right, who can? One of the things Jack has nurtured in me—a lesson that 
was first planted by my mentor James—is that the good news is about God, not us. Somehow, we as a church have taken 
a verse of Scripture that is about God and made it about us. “For God so loved the world that whosoever believes in him 
shall not perish but have everlasting life.” It’s right there—right up front—and yet for centuries we have made this verse 
about our belief rather than God’s love.  
 What happened? 
 In part, I think the answer is that it’s been good business for churches to reduce the Gospel in this way. 
“Believe!” they call upon people. Truth be told, that’s not as easy as has been told, but it’s a lot better for the church to 
preach that than to preach God’s love, the line of thought goes. You see, preach God’s love too much, and those who 
have ears that can’t hear it over the noise of the world’s ways get antsy. “When you gonna talk about sin?” they begin to 
ask. “I heard you say that violence is not the answer, but don’t you think that’s a little naïve, pastor?” “I get that God is 
love and all, but love the sinner, hate the sin, right?” Truth be told, for me, I’ve yet to meet a person who actually loves 
the sinner whose sin they hate. It’s been good business for the church to reduce the Gospel to “belief.” To shy away from 
“For God so loved the world” and “everlasting life.” We don’t want to look silly. We don’t want to look naïve. We don’t 
really want to give up on our judgementalism, our exclusion, our self-righteousness. So when we come across a sinner 
whose sin we hate so, we say, “Well, obviously they don’t believe right” rather than “For God so loved the world.”  
 The good news of the Gospel of Jesus Christ is “For God so loved the world.” Yesterday, I was watching Frozen II 
with Eleanor for the eightieth time, and I teared up in when Olaf the snowman begins to come apart, right after Elsa 
freezes to ice. His magic is her magic, and without her, he cannot exist, so he begins to flurry away. Anna holds him tight 
and they talk about all that has changed. And then Olaf, the most lovable Disney sidekick character ever, looks up from 
Anna’s arms and says, “You know what? I just thought of something that is forever. Love.” And he and Anna share a 
warm hug. 
 That’s the Gospel. Love is forever because even now, everyone you’ve ever loved or been loved by in your life is 
alive in you. You remember them. You are encouraged by them. You are who you are by the grace of their love. And the 
same goes for God. And God’s love. 
 I think we’ve warped John 3:16 because we have trouble believing that love is more than the mushy stuff. Be-
cause love hasn’t won our hearts yet. We still believe deep down that we have to draw the line somewhere. That some-
one has to be out of bounds. That some problems call for violence and hate rather than love. And we, the church, don’t 
want to look soft in a world of hard actors and institutions.  

And I think we’ve warped John 3:16 because we have divorced it from John 3:17. Every last one of us can recite 
the 16th verse of John’s Gospel. Can anyone of us recite the 17th? I can’t. Not from memory. Together with John 3:16, 
John 3:17 reads: “For God so loved the world, that he gave his only begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in him 
should not perish, but have everlasting life. For God set not his Son into the world to condemn the world; but that the 
world through him might be saved.” Notice that the two verses begin the same way, almost as if they should be read and 
learned together. But we didn’t. Notice that John 3:17 continues to talk about “the world”—not just those parts or those 
people we like—all of it.  

 “For God so loved the world, that he gave his only begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in him should not 
perish, but have everlasting life. For God set not his Son into the world to condemn the world; but that the world through 
him might be saved.” 

I don’t know. Maybe we didn’t learn the two verses together because we have a hard time believing it, but I do 



March 14, 2021 -- “That the World Might be Saved” John 3:14-21                         Page 

know this: These verses are not about our belief. They are about God’s saving love. We are feeble and frail and there is 
no good news in our belief. The good news is found in a good God who loves the world so much... Who seeks not to con-
demn, but to save.  

That makes me think of another Frozen line. Kristy was away in Knoxville this weekend for EdD coursework and I 
had both kids. We watched a lot of Frozen.  

The line: “Only an act of true love can thaw a frozen heart.” The elder troll first says it. Then Olaf says it. Then 
Elsa finally hears it after years and years of fear and control and suppression. 

Church, this may not be the most popular notion going, but as I see it, we have one overarching job. That job is 
not to “believe ye” as the old preachers exhorted. That job is to love the world that God so loves. You start loving the 
world as God does, and belief will come. You try to believe and hold out on loving somebody—anybody—and you won’t 
get there from here. 

I know of a family that had many major relational rifts. Cousins didn’t keep up with one another. Siblings fought 
when young and then drifted apart when they got older. Fathers and sons would get angry and not speak for years at a 
time. It was a group of people who held grudges. Who thought punishment was the right course. Who couldn’t get past 
this sin or that sin in another. “Love the sin, hate the sinner” doesn’t work. You always end up hating the sinner, too. The 
members of this family were all church folks. They all knew John 3:16, just like you do. But they thought John 3:16 was 
about their belief. That created competition among them. Whose belief is better? Whose belief is more correct? Who 
doesn’t believe? And that competition drove wedges. It broke relationships. It made everyone image conscious and 
petty and punitive. Cousins didn’t keep up with one another. Siblings fought when young and drifted away when older. 
Fathers and sons—parents and children—would get angry and not speak for years at a time.  

But there was one member of the family who knew better. Who knew that God loved the world, not just true 
believers. That God called her not to believe, but to love. That in the act of loving, belief comes.  

She unclenched her fists. She raised her arms, and held her hands out, open, to the cousins, the siblings, the par-
ents and their children. “You’re all welcome here,” she said. And she never stopped saying it. Ever. Until her dying day. 
The other family members got frustrated and angry with her in turn for her unwillingness to exclude. She let them. She 
held the line for love, held her arms open wide to all of them. Their anger, what they might believe about her or say 
about her to others, was less important to her than her than to love. 

I think she knew what so many, many church folks don’t know. That John 3:16 is not good news if it is about our 
beliefs. It’s not good news if it’s about us. But if it is about God, well, there’s no better news in all the Bible than that. 

“For God so loved the world, that he gave his only begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in him should not 
perish, but have everlasting life. For God set not his Son into the world to condemn the world; but that the world 
through him might be saved.” 

As Olaf the snowman said, “You know what? I just thought of something that is forever. Love.” Even today, those 
who have loved you are alive within you, thawing the frozen places in your heart. Your deepest calling as a Christian per-
son is to go and do likewise. Go. Love. 
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  “Sir, we wish to see Jesus.” So said “some Greeks” who were present for the Passover festival.  
So the conclusion of Jesus’ public ministry begins. It’s the Fifth Sunday in Lent. It’s the twelfth chapter in John. 

The shadow of the cross is long now both in the holy season and in John’s Gospel.  
There’s a lot the preacher could talk about in John 12:20-33. The preacher could talk about these Greeks—these 

outsiders—being included in Jesus’ story. The preacher could talk about the germination cycle of wheat, how it’s a great 
metaphor for the important things in life. The preacher could talk those who love their lives and those who lose their 
lives, how clinging to our own way in this world will almost always cause us to lose our way. The preacher could talk—
and this one would be especially important—of Jesus, even in John’s Gospel with all its high Christology, of Jesus saying 
“Now my soul is troubled.” Granted, in John’s Gospel unlike Matthew, Mark, or Luke where Jesus agonizes about it, Jesus 
responds to that in a super-human way, just as we’d expect. But even in John’s Gospel, Jesus’ soul is troubled. The incar-
nation of God into the world in which I live as a human being has long comforted me. God knows what it’s like. God has 
felt what it’s like. The preacher could certainly talk of that, and I have talked of that more than once from this pulpit.  

I name all of those facets in this Gospel Lesson—there are still more—that are worthy of a sermon this morning 
on my way to saying: another day. This morning I want to spend a little time with the end of this passage, those last 
phrases that have been the source of some of the 20th century’s worst theology. “Now is the time for judgement of this 
world. Now this world’s ruler will be thrown out. When I am lifted up from the earth, I will draw everyone to me.” In 
seminary, you take at least two, often three courses on church history. One of the things these church history courses 
cover is the theological movements that the church struggled with as it evolved through the centuries. Heresies. Misun-
derstandings. That sort of thing. 

I believe that 50 or 100 years from now, church history will remember the elaborate, fear-drenched, rapture 
theologies of the 20th century in such a way. These few verses are their entire basis in a Bible with 66 books. I’m suspi-
cious of any theological system so elaborate as that built on so small a biblical foundation. I’ve seen maps. I’ve seen Bi-
bles with footnotes straining the gnat to make it work. I’ve seen timelines with fiery, beast-filled backgrounds. I’ve seen 
teenagers’ clothes hanging in the air in the shape of their bodies, their bodies gone and poor, sorry, sinful onlookers 
peering up into the heavens just before 1,000 years of torment visits their sorry existence. I believe that 50 or 100 years 
from now, church history will remember all of this the way it remembers so many elaborate heresies built atop so infirm 
a foundation of Scripture. A handful of verses in 66 books is not enough. After these rapture theologies get finished using 
what they can from the Bible, there’s so much Bible left unused, including the main plot line of God’s amazing love and 
grace for the world, as John 3:16 and 17 say it. 

Snake handling from a single verse in the alternate ending of Mark’s Gospel; the relegation of women to subser-
vient roles in the home and the church based upon a handful of passages in the Epistles; venomous condemnations of 
LGBTQ people based on just 6 passages in 66 books; the rapture, based like the house built upon sand on just two verses 
in John 12, a few from Daniel, and some stuff from Revelation that most biblical scholars aren’t sure what it means.  

I believe that in 50 or 100 years, we’ll find all of these ideas in the dustbin of church history. They simply do not 
have a firm enough foundation in the whole of Scripture to thrive through the ages.  

So, if not the rapture, what is John 12:20-33 about? As I do most passages of Scripture, I find this one delightfully 
complex and clever. I hope I made that clear with the opening of this sermon. But as compelling as is the inclusion of 
Greek outsiders in the Gospel story, the germination of wheat and of human life, the wisdom to loose life to keep life, 
and Jesus’ agonizing that sounds so much like ours—as compelling as all of that is, it’s this thread throughout the pas-
sage about Jesus’ being lifted up and drawing everyone to him that fires my imagination today. Don’t worry, I have and I 
will again preach about those other things. They are important too. But what does it mean that Jesus is lifted up and 
drawing everyone to him? Hint: it has little to do with the rapture. 

 In John’s Gospel, chapter 12 is the hinge between Jesus’ public ministry in the preceding chapters and 
Jesus’ betrayal, arrest, crucifixion, and resurrection in the subsequent chapters. Read on, and you’ll see a summary of 
Jesus’ teachings. Summary’s usually come at the end. You’ll see the footwashing, John’s version of communion. You’ll 
see the announcement of the betrayal, the command to love, and the announcement of Peter’s denial—all in chapter 
13. Chapter 12 is a unit break between Jesus’ public ministry and his holy week experience.  

 Jesus proclaims, “The time has come for the Human One to be glorified.” Jesus laments, “Now I am 
deeply troubled.” Jesus says, “Now is the time for the judgement of this world. Now this world’s ruler will be thrown out. 
When I am lifted up from the earth, I will draw everyone to me.”  

 It’s fabulous writing! 
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 Like all good writing, it is multi-dimensional. It is nuanced.  
The cross is here. That’s the easier nuance to hear because John makes sure we hear it. “He said this to show 

how he was going to die.” The cross will lift Jesus up. And more to the point, human beings will do the lifting of the cross. 
We are the ones who call for the release of Barabbas. Who wash our hands with Pilate. Who execute Jesus. The Son of 
Man—the Human One—will be lifted up, and will draw all to him. Jesus talks about the judgement of this world, and 
what harsher judgement is there than to have to stand before the cross of the God you and I have crucified? A lot of 
preachers like to talk a lot about hell. That’s another theological idea that has a small biblical base. We should be careful 
to not say more about hell than the Bible does, and the Bible doesn’t say nearly as much on the subject as we think. But 
if you ask me, hell is having to stand before God on a cross knowing that you and I—that humanity—puts God there. The 
cross and its judgement is here. 

But there is something else buried in these words, “When I am lifted up.” Jesus isn’t only lifted up on the cross. 
Jesus is also lifted up from the grave. And we don’t do that. We can’t do that. God does that lifting. “Now is the time for 
the judgement of the world.” A lot of preachers talk a lot about heaven. There’s another idea that has a small biblical 
base. We should be careful to not say more about heaven than the Bible does, and the Bible doesn’t say nearly as much 
on the subject as we think. But if you ask me, heaven is huddling in that upper room and being shown grace by the one 
you murdered. God undoes what we do, and then comes to us—betrayers, deserters, liars, killers—and says “Peace be 
with you.” And God keeps coming—to the empty tomb, to the upper room, to the Sea of Tiberius—God keeps coming 
until every last one of his betrayers has been forgiven. The empty tomb and its judgement its here, too. And it sounds 
like heaven to me. 

 “When I am lifted up from the earth, I will draw everyone to me,” Jesus said. It has nothing at all to do 
with the rapture. It has everything to do with what the whole Bible is about: sin and grace. In this wonderfully, angular 
passage of the Bible, we hear Jesus speak to the kind of lifting up that we do and the kind of lifting up that God does. We 
relish punishment. We did in AD 33, and we do in AD 2021. But God relishes grace. God did in AD 33, and God does in AD 
2021. That’ll draw you, if you allow it. It’s darn good news in our spiteful, hateful, violence-loving culture. It draws me.  
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  ‘Tis The Season 

 

 My daughter Eleanor will be four 
years old this October. How fast it 

goes! Kristy and I take turns 
putting her to bed, but the 

bedtime ritual is much the same regardless of the 
parent involved. Turn on the lighted star that Leigh 
Anne and Reid Shumate gifted her a couple of 
years ago (she won’t sleep without it, and we’ve 
replaced the light bulb once already). Turn on “the 
elephant” (a humidifier). Turn on the sound 
machine and the lamp. Read one book in the 
rocking chair, and one book cuddled up in 
Eleanor’s bed. Because of her October birth, most 
of Eleanor’s books are about Christmas, so we 
read a lot of Christmas books. Then we sing songs. 
Yes, Christmas songs. Her current favorites are 
Deck the Halls and Jingle Bells, sung softly under 
the light of her star in her bed. Invariably, after the 
second song, she puts her small hand on my arm 
and says, “But can you stay a little while?” Of 
course I can. And so I lay there while she “reads” a 
third book. She can’t yet read, but she can tell you 
what’s written on each page. And sometimes she 
will play with the hair on my arm and talk about 
how fine and small the hair on her arm is by 
comparison, or she will show me all of her favorite 
parts of her stuffed animals—the tails, the eyes, 
the tags. The ritual ends with “the pray.” If you 
“forget the pray,” you’ll be summoned back. “Now 
don’t say ‘amen’ until I do, okay? Dear Jeeesus, 
thank you for this yummy foooood…” And then it’s 
my turn. And then it’s hers. We thank Jeeesus for 
all manner of things, and then Eleanor will say, “In 
Jesus’ name, A-MEN!”  

 She’s excited about the Easter Bunny 
because the Easter Bunny brings toys like Santa. 
To Eleanor, a cheap Happy Meal toy is as good as 
any grand, expensive thing. Last night, as I 
observed the bedtime ritual like an ancient father-
priest, I relished the way that to my daughter, all 
time is kairos time. I’ve grown old enough now 
that my life is filled with a lot of chronos time—not 

Rev. Zachary L. Bay 

because that’s a mark of maturity, but because we 
adults lose something in our way of seeing the 
world as we age. To Eleanor all time, every day, is 
kairos time. It’s special, holy, revelatory time. To 
Dad, too much of the day is believed to me 
chronos time. Just seconds and minutes and hours 
passing on the clock face. 

 In asking for ‘Twas The Night Before 
Christmas and How the Grinch Stole Christmas, 
Deck the Halls and Jingle Bells, and then in saying 
thank you to Jeeesus for the Easter Bunny coming 
soon, my daughter is teaching me good theology. 
As her fourth birthday heads this way, she’s 
reminding me how fleeting life is. As her bedtime 
ritual is lived and relished by everyone in the 
house, she’s reminding me of some words written 
by Frederich Buechner: 

 “Listen to your life. See it for the 
fathomless mystery it is. In the boredom and pain 
of it, no less than in the excitement and gladness: 
touch, taste, smell your way to the holy and 
hidden heart of it, because in the last analysis all 
moments are key moments, and life itself is 
grace.” 

 Truth be told: Eleanor is every bit as good 
as—and better than—her Daddy when it comes to 
realizing that truth deep truth. I’m grateful to have 
such a fine teacher in my life who knows so much 
about kairos time, for whom every day is a holy 
day and every season ‘tis the season. 

 Weeping may linger for the 

night, but joy comes with the morn-

ing.  Psalm 30:5b 

 As I write today I am looking 

toward Jerusalem and Holy 

Week.  It seems to look much like last year.  We 

are unable to wave the palms branches and sing 

Hosanna together.  Worship is still muted without 

the hymns of our faith ringing out.  And yet, I am 

seeing glimpses of light with our Kentucky virus 

cases are down, many people having received vac-

cines, and we are slowly adding activities back in-

to our lives.  That sounds like hope to me.  How 

about you?                                                                                               

 At the beginning of the pandemic I planted 

my curly willow tree that I got from Sandra Pen-

nington.  It began with three cuttings and one of 

them grew strong.  John put a fence around it to 

protect it from the deer.  Over the winter it lost its 

leaves.  I have looked closely every week, anxious 

to see buds on it.  It is now covered with leaves 

and is thriving.  That sounds like hope to me.  How 

about you? 

 We walk through the season of Lent and it 

can be very hard.  Each week gets darker as Jesus 

draws closer to the cross.  Holy Week is the dark-

est and most painful time.  And then, there is 

Easter morning.  The stone is rolled away.  Jesus is 

risen!  We know the outcome even as we experi-

ence Maundy Thursday, Good Friday, and Holy 

Saturday.  And that sounds like hope to me.  How 

about you?  Happy Easter. 

 

 

 

Beth C. Parker 

Important Dates in April  
 

Deacons Meeting 

April 11th at 6:30 p.m. 

 

Finance Committee Meeting 

April 13 at 5:30 p.m. 

 

Business Meeting 

April 14 at 6:30 p.m. 

 

Zoom links for each meeting will be sent 

via email closer to the meeting date. 



 
 

 
  
 

 

PRAYER REQUESTS FOR BEREAVED FAMILIES 
Deceased  Added By                 Who to contact                                                                                                                    
Michael Bowling  Jay and Kelley Shoffner (Michael was their brother in law) 

2609 Cumberland Ave.  
Norman Richardson Evan Goodin Evan and Oksana Goodin (Norman was Oksana’s grandfather)  

8959 Edgeridge Drive  
West Chester, OH 45069 

 
 

RECENT PRAYER REQUESTS FOR CHURCH FAMILY 
Traci Barnett 111 Hebrew Cemetery Road 606-896-0956 Joel Goodin 
David Cook 3226 Cumberland Ave. 606-248-5092 Denise Shumate 

Barbara Murray 680 Jones Ridge Road 
Speedwell, TN 37870 770-617-6772 Charles Jones 

Hazel Powell 1208 Gloucester Ave. 606-248-3991 Lisa Epperson  

Jenna Welch 107 Turnberry Ct.  
Trent Woods, NC 28562 606-269-1150 Reid Shumate 

 

ONGOING PRAYER REQUESTS FOR CHURCH FAMILY 
Joyce Anderson 605 Elmwood Drive 606-248-4072 Kevin Barnett 
Mildred Alexander PO Box 957 606-248-1521 Kevin Barnett 
Judy Ausmus 1307 Gloucester Ave. 606-248-7708 Kevin Barnett 
Anna Brumbach 710 Dorchester Ave 606-248-1792 Gloria Jones 
Joyce Fuson 8 Cherokee Drive 606-248-1351 Trish Edinger 

Suzanne Gregory 10335 Iron Ore Road 
Conroe, TX 77303-2413  Lisa Epperson 

Louise Hearn 115 Dead Horse Hollow Road 606-248-7633 Trent Walters 
Jeanette Minor 805 Dorchester Ave 606-248-6971 Charles Jones 
Lyndel Murrell 504 Manchester Ave 606-248-1599 Charles Jones 
Marie Partin 1108 W Chester Ave 606-248-4808 Mark Watson 
Fred Peace 165 Lake Hill Dr 606-248-8812 Mark Watson 
Joe Stamper 165 Wellington Drive  606-248-5245 Kevin Barnett  
Alvena Thompson 601 Elmwood Dr. 606-248-3660 Bridgette Myers 

 
 
 

 
 
 

March 24, 2021 
Based on our best information, the following members and friends of the church are 

included on our weekly prayer list to guide you during your private devotional time. Please 
remember them, not only in your prayers, but also take a moment to send a card, call or 

visit. Please also remember our church staff and our deacons in your prayer time. 
“The prayer of a good person has a powerful effect.” (James 5:16) 

 Please remain diligent in your prayers for all people everywhere in the midst of the 
COVID-19 Pandemic. Remember especially those who are essential workers, risking 
their health and wellbeing for the health and wellbeing of us all. There are many of 

them in our church family and extended church family. We love them all, very much. 



March 
17- Amy (Price) Wilson (S. Goodin) 
14- Carey Huddleston (G. Bellar)  
6- Sharon Vaughn (B. Nagle) 
4- Eddie Suttle (D. Mike) 
 
February  
19- Raymond “DC” Cloud (S. Goodin) 
19- Tim Williams (S. Goodin)  
19- Ann Katherine Smith (S. Goodin) 
15- Crystal Vines 
10- Roger Price (S. Goodin) 
8- Jim Evans (B. Nagle)  
8- David Thomas (S. Goodin)  
5- Betty Lou Cochran (V. Giles) 
2- Mike Rogers (S. Martin)  
2- Madison Lawson (S. Martin)  
 
January  
25 – Elke Pecking (T. Edinger)  
19- Lisa Hughes (D. Watson) 
19- Joy Asher (B. Asher) 
19- Sue Martin (K. Whitlock) 

19- Mary Shive (Chad’s grandmother) (T. Edinger)  
19- Edd Laws (G. Laws)  
12- Nadean and JC Meredith (J. Grandey) 
12- Irene Johnson (T. Edinger)  
10- Margie Sexton (T. Edinger) 
5- Lori Anthony (B. Murray)  
5- Jana and Joseph Kennedy (S. Goodin) 
 
December  
22- Brian Barton (G. Banks-Barton) 
17- Zen and Zasha Cochran (B. Murray)  
17 – Cynthia Schwindt (B. Murray)  
17- Lenore Leach (B. Murray)  
17 – Autumn (Sunshine) (N. Harvey’s granddaughter) 
16 – Anna Lee Burchfield (B. Burchfield’s aunt) 
16 – Julie Hoe (R. Hoe)  
15- Joann Willis and family (W. Bevins) 
15- Talmadge and Delores Hays (S. Goodin) 
13- Johna Caleb (S. Burchfield)  
13- Mike Akers (P. Akers’ nephew)  
11- Lowell Whitlock (D. Whitlock’s uncle) 
 

 
 
MOUNTAIN VIEW REHAB 
39 Ferndale Apartments Road, Pineville, KY 40977 
Karla Jo Stapleton  Room 114 Bridgette Myers 
 

TRI-STATE NURSING HOME 
600 Shawanee Road, Harrogate, TN 37752 
Doe Jenkins        Room 602       David Whitlock 
 

MILITARY 
US Armed Forces, Allies and their Families  
Harrison Hughes (Debra Watson’s nephew)  
Joey Hintz (E. Martin’s brother-in-law)  
Jacob Arnett (Lisa Arnett’s son)  
Isaac Lawson (letters only, no care packages)  PV2 Lawson, Isaac 

BLDG 6764 
Desert Storm Avenue 
Fort Campbell, KY 42223 

 



 
1 Melissa McGeorge - 7957 Wilderness Rd Ewing, VA 24248 

2 Pat Tolliver - 714 Exeter Ave Middlesboro, KY 40965-1461 

2 Stanley Alexander - PO Box 957 Middlesboro, KY 40965-0957 

3 Bill Johnson - PO Box 266 Middlesboro, KY 40965-0266 

7 Bill Jones - 2504 Cumberland Ave Middlesboro, KY 40965 

8 Marilyn Billingsley - Tri-State Health & Rehab 600 Shawnee Rd Harrogate, TN 37752 

8 Teresa Brown - 2116 Cumberland Ave Middlesboro, KY 40965-2831 

8 Anita Hunter - 251 South 45th St Middlesboro, KY 40965-9730 

9 Dana Greene - PO Box 955 Middlesboro, KY 40965-0955 

11 Bridgette Myers - 501 Wildwood Rd Middlesboro, KY 40965-1721 

13 Joe Stamper - 165 Wellington Dr Middlesboro, KY 40965-9419 

20 Charles Nagle - 2522 Cumberland Ave Middlesboro, KY 40965-1534 

20 Kevin Barnett - 111 Hebrew Cemetery Rd Middlesboro, KY 40965-1476 

21 Corey Eldridge - 219 Ed Hunter Lane Middlesboro, KY 40965 

22 Chris Gulley - 209 Foxglove St Harrogate, TN 37752-7042 

25 Eli Wilson - 15 Cherokee Dr Middlesboro, KY 40965 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Psalm 118:24 This is the day that the Lord has made;  

let us rejoice and be glad in it. 
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