
 This past week, my dad told me all about the ocean cruise he 

and his wife recently took in Norway. Mostly, he gushed – about the 

Northern Lights and the reindeer ride, about the food (lobster and 

filet mignon and buckets of shrimp – oh my!), but what Dad gushed 

about most of all was the man assigned to be their waiter, Singh. 

Singh was kind and courteous, always knew people’s preferences and 

consistently made good recommendations. But most importantly, 

Singh remembered their names. The very first time Singh saw them 

after their first meal with him, Dad told me, he greeted them by name. 

Hello Frank, hello Evelyn! Hearing the tone of my dad’s voice as he 

told me this, I’m guessing that just by doing that one thing, Singh 

earned himself a generous gratuity at the end of the trip.  

We all know how special it is to be called by name. It is 

affecting, powerful, to hear our name come out of someone else’s 

mouth. It is such a powerful thing that we find ourselves responding 

to the sound of our names even when they are spoken by people we 

know aren’t calling us. You know the experience – you’re in the 

grocery store, alone, and you hear an unfamiliar voice call, “Chris, 

Daniel, Barbara, Erika.”  You feel that little jolt of electricity run up 

your spine, and you find yourself turning around even though your 

brain is telling you that it is 100% certain that this voice is calling 

someone else. But it doesn’t matter; our hearts respond anyway, 

pulling us towards the sound of our name, the sound of who we are.  

 As special as it is to be called by name, when someone says 

your name twice, it is something even more profound. When you 

hear your name twice, you know that something intense is coming. 

Without the repetition, you might imagine that someone – anyone – 

was just trying to get your attention. But someone who speaks your 

name twice is someone who knows you, someone who has come very 

close to you, someone who has something important to say. Speaking 

that name a second time creates a magical, intimate space. Think of 

it – “Romeo, wherefore art thou Romeo?” is one thing, but “Romeo, 



Romeo, wherefore art thou Romeo?” is something completely 

different.  

Holy Scripture is full of these moments. God speaks 

Abraham’s name twice at the moment he prevents him from slaying 

his son Isaac – not just “Abraham!’ but “Abraham, Abraham.” God 

calls Samuel in the house of Eli in the dark in the middle of the night 

with “Samuel, Samuel.” Jesus does this too, speaking gently to that 

busy sister of Mary, “Martha, Martha,” and not-so-gently to that 

brilliant and sometimes belligerent disciple, “Simon, Simon.” Again 

and again in scripture, we find these intimate moments – Jacob, 

Jacob; Absalom, Absalom – moments that are holy and true, 

moments that reveal God’s purpose and God’s love.  

 In today’s Gospel we hear about a moment with Jesus on the 

way to Jerusalem, as he is moving through one village and another on 

the way to Holy Week. The Pharisees have put on their most earnest, 

most helpful faces and come, they say, to warn him. “Herod is looking 

for you,” they say – run, Jesus, run! But Jesus knows better than to 

take their faces at face value. These Pharisees are not his friends; they 

have not been friendly to him once in this whole long Gospel of Luke. 

He sees through the fake concern they’ve placed on their faces to the 

dark motivation that lurks in their eyes, and he knows what they really 

mean – “We don’t want you here – run, Jesus run!”  

 But Jesus does not run; instead, he challenges the Pharisees 

follow their own advice. Run, run back and tell Herod, he says, 

knowing that they will do no such thing, that I’m right here, healing 

and casting out demons, as I always have, and as I always will. I know 

where I am headed – to Jerusalem – and I know the dangers that await 

me there. I know that city will reject me as it has rejected all of the 

holy men and women who have come before me. And as Jesus is 

saying all this, he looks out at the great city that has always been his 

calling and his end, and he speaks its name. Not once, but twice. 

Jerusalem, Jerusalem.  



Jerusalem, Jerusalem, Jesus says, and the name on his lips is 

full of longing and sorrow and love. Jerusalem, Jerusalem, and then 

he continues, his eyes full of the pain of his broken heart. How often 

I have wanted to gather you up under my wings and keep you warm 

and safe; how often I have wanted to show you the strength and 

constancy of a mother’s love, but you were not willing. You rejected 

my love, scurried away to false prophets and false gods, imagined 

yourself independent and impervious to the pain and evil of the 

world. You ran away and left me behind, arms outstretched and 

reaching for you. Jerusalem, Jerusalem. 

This morning, in this moment, when Jesus repeats that name, 

I invite you to listen also for yours. I invite you to listen for your name 

in his mouth, filled with the same longing and sorrow and love. For 

Jesus feels the same love, the same passionate, intimate, exasperated 

love for us as he did for that ancient holy city. Atonement, 

Atonement. How often I have wanted to gather you up under my 

wings and keep you warm and safe. How often I have wanted to show 

you the strength and constancy of a mother’s love, but you were not 

willing. You rejected my love, scurried away to false prophets and false 

gods, imagined yourself independent and impervious to the pain and 

evil of the world. You ran away and left me behind, arms outstretched 

and reaching for you. Atonement, Atonement.  

Of course, we do not mean to reject Christ’s love. We do not 

want to run away; we want to be willing. But the truth is that it is 

often tremendously difficult for us to allow ourselves to be cared for. 

It is hard to let ourselves be gathered up, gathered in, and taken care 

of. It is hard to be willing because we are so afraid. We are afraid of 

being vulnerable, of being weak; we are afraid that others will love us 

less if we need them too much or inconvenience them too often. We 

are afraid of being helpless, about what being helpless says about us, 

our value, our humanity. There is no question about this when we 

are the helper; compared to being helped, it’s easy to help others – 



the spouse who is stressed and frustrated at work, the child who seems 

lost and frightened, the parishioner who is sick, the neighbor who is 

elderly, the parent who is ailing. Of course caring for others can be 

exhausting and frustrating at times, but when we serve others, at least 

we know who we are. For when we are serving others, are we not 

loving our neighbors as ourselves? Are we not proclaiming the Gospel 

and living our baptismal vows? Is not caring for others the principal 

way to define us as followers of Jesus of Nazareth?  

The answer to this is yes, of course – of course we are called 

to care for others, especially the weak and the poor, the sick and the 

lonely, the prisoner and the rejected, the outsider and the threatened. 

Today we are reminded that we are called to care especially for those 

who are hated and who live in fear that someday their workplace or 

their worship place will be ripped apart by the murderous delusions 

of a sick and violent mind. We are called to work at caring for others, 

sometimes even making a sacrifice to do so. But Atonement, 

Atonement, we are also called to let ourselves be gathered in, to let 

ourselves be cared for. We are called to let go, to know that we are 

completely dependent on God, and, in the words of Henri Nouwen, 

to “trust in the grace hidden in complete powerlessness.” We are 

called to live without fear, to know that Christ is always there, 

reaching out to us with open arms to gather us in and keep us warm, 

keep us safe.  

This is being willing – bearing witness to a deep and abiding 

faith, a complete trust in the righteousness and power of Almighty 

God. But this willing way of living is not just good for us; it is also 

good for the world. For when we allow ourselves to be gathered in 

and cared for, and when we allow others to care for us in Christ’s 

name, we also allow others to live out their own discipleship. We 

allow them to live out their baptismal vows – to seek and serve Christ 

in all persons, especially those who are in need, especially us. Our 

need, our letting go, serves them by allowing them to serve us.   



This Lent, be willing. Be willing to let yourself be loved. God 

is here, reaching out arms of infinite compassion and life-changing 

truth and peace to each one of us. Atonement, Atonement. Be willing 

to let go and be gathered in. Christ your Savior, Christ your Mother, 

is calling you. Not once, and not twice, but forever and always.  
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