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Proper 21, Year B 
Sept. 30, 2018 
Saint James, Wheat Ridge 
 
By the Rev. Becky Jones 
 
She was a woman who was scared to death, 
but she knew she had to speak her truth.  
She had to publicly confront a very powerful man 
and expose his evil deeds. 
She HAD to speak out because so much was riding on it. 
Yet she knew the cost of speaking out could destroy her. 
 
But at last, Queen Esther found her voice, 
and she exposed Haman’s plot 
to kill all the Jews in Persia.  
The edict against the Jews is overturned, 
and the gallows that Haman had constructed for good guy Mordecai 
is instead used for Haman’s execution.  
What a story! 
 
Because we follow the Revised Common Lectionary, 
we hear Esther’s story exactly once every six years.  
How extraordinary, then,  
that it should happen to fall on THIS particular Sunday, 
after a week when our nation has been transfixed 
by the allegations of long-hidden evil deeds 
allegedly perpetrated by a powerful man, 
and the undeniable courage of a woman  
who felt compelled to speak out 
despite the cost.  
 
Whether we believe Dr. Christine Blasey Ford’s accusations, 
or believe Judge Brett Kavanaugh’s strenuous denials, 
or whether we find ourselves in a limbo of uncertainty, 
not knowing WHAT to believe, 
there is no doubt that we all find ourselves 
caught in a strange, baffling, uncomfortable and scary time.  
A time like no other in our history. 
A time we may wish we had never lived to see. 
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In other words, 
it’s a good time to ponder the story of Esther. 
 
If you’re not familiar with Esther 
let me encourage you to go home and read it. 
It’s not a long book, just 10 chapters, 
and it makes for great reading. 
 
In the first chapter, the king, Ahasuerus, 
has banished his first wife, Vashti, 
for being a little too outspoken. 
He wants a new wife, 
a young thing he can more easily control. 
 
Esther, a young Jewish woman, 
is the most beautiful woman in the kingdom. 
But the Jews living in the Persian Empire at this time 
live a precarious existence.  
 
So when Esther gets a job in the king’s harem, 
she doesn’t let on that she’s Jewish.  
Then the king falls in love with her 
and makes her his queen.  
But the king is not an easy man to be married to.  
 
Esther’s friend Mordecai is also a Jew. 
Mordecai refuses to bow  
to the king’s right-hand man, Haman. 
This enrages the arrogant Haman,  
who plots to take his revenge on Mordecai 
by slaughtering all the Jews.  
Mordecai learns of the plot 
and asks Esther to intercede with the king.  
 
But Esther is afraid to do that. 
People didn’t just go visit the king of Persia whenever they felt like it. 
They only came when they were summoned. 
Those who came on their own, without first being summoned, 
were likely as not put to death.  
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Even the queen feared  
paying a call on the king without first being invited. 
 
But Mordecai urges Esther to step out of her safety zone, 
and to consider that just maybe she was made queen 
expressly for this moment, 
“for such a time as this,”  
just so she could save her people.  
 
In a remarkable show of courage, 
Esther sets aside her fear.  
She risks everything 
because that’s what the situation demands. 
 
That’s where our story this morning picks up. 
She does go to the king, 
and because of her actions, 
her people are saved.  
 
Now, the Bible is full of stories of God’s people escaping destruction.  
But unlike other books of the Bible, 
in Esther, God’s deliverance  
isn’t accomplished through amazing, miraculous events. 
Rather, it’s through the actions  
of flawed but courageous people 
who are never sure they’re doing the right thing.  
 
And there is something else quite curious about the Book of Esther. 
It is the only book of the Bible 
in which there is no mention of God. 
God is hidden in the story of Esther, 
just as God sometimes seems hidden in our own lives. 
But does anyone doubt that God is still there? 
 
By reading the story closely, 
we can see that throughout the tale 
God provides and protects. 
God is standing in the wings, following the drama, 
arranging the props, 
putting the actors in the places they need to be 
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at the time they need to be there. 
 
I wonder… how might God be speaking to us today, 
in such a time as this, 
through the story of Esther? 
 
How can we as people of faith, 
flawed as we each are as individuals, 
how can we model the sort of behavior 
and courage 
to speak the truth that is in us 
in such a way 
as to heal the wounds of our nation, 
not make them deeper? 
To provide a calm reassurance to others, 
even when we feel  
that the waters have overwhelmed us 
and the torrent has gone over us?  
 
How do we get past the all-too-human desire 
to silence those  
whose ways may be different from ours, 
who follow a different path, 
just as our Lord’s disciples sought to silence 
the person casting out demons, 
but who did not follow Christ? 
 
How can we be at peace with one another, 
even in a time such as this, 
when it seems there is no peace to be had? 
 
Let me tell you a story of another courageous woman I met this week. 
Her name is Veronica, and some of you met her too.  
She showed up at our church on Tuesday afternoon 
telling a very strange story 
that I didn’t know whether to believe 
or whether to scoff at.  
 
Veronica lives in Texas, 
and she has a ministry to people living on the street.  



 5 

She is a charismatic Christian 
whose experience of the Holy Spirit 
is very tangible. 
Her experiences of God include things 
that tend to make good Episcopalians cringe.  
 
Her way is not our way.  
We follow a different path. 
Yet here stood Veronica, 
wanting to learn more about OUR way. 
 
She told me she came to Denver 
because the Holy Spirit kept repeating a phrase to her, 
over and over: 
September 25, Denver, Colorado. 
September 25, Denver, Colorado. 
 
She had no idea what that meant or why, 
since she had never been to Denver, 
and knew no one in Denver. 
Still, she went so far as to check the cost of air fare, 
but when she saw the price of a ticket from Houston 
was more than $350, she ruled out coming.  
She didn’t have that much money. 
 But then, while she was still on the phone with Southwest Airlines, 
the customer service rep said, 
 “Oh, wait a minute,  
that fare just went down to $58.” 
 
So Veronica booked the flight. 
She would arrive late on the 24th, and leave early on the 27th, 
but she would definitely be here on the 25th. 
 
But she had no idea why,  
or where she was supposed to go 
once she got here.  
She asked God for better guidance. 
What was she supposed to do in Denver? 
 
Then, she said, she heard the Spirit speak to her again. 
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It said, “Saint James Episcopal Church.” 
Veronica didn’t know what an Episcopal Church was. 
She had a hard time even pronouncing it. 
But she went online, 
and she discovered that sure enough, 
there IS a Saint James Episcopal Church  
pretty darn close to Denver.  
That was all the prompting she needed. 
She flew into DIA. 
The next morning she looked up our address, 
then took a Lyft straight here.  
 
She spent much of Tuesday and Wednesday here with us, 
taking part in the life of our community.... 
which was unlike anything she’d ever seen before. 
 
During all that time, she kept asking questions, 
and kept having her mind blown.  
“Do y’all ever have revivals,” she asked me? 
No, I told her, we don’t really have revivals here. 
“Oh,” she said. 
 
“Well, do you speak in tongues?” 
No, I said, I couldn’t ever recall anyone speaking in tongues 
during an Episcopal service. 
 “Oh,” she said.  
 
“Well, what do y’all during worship?” she asked. 
I told her we follow the Book of Common Prayer, 
and every week we say the same words, 
pray the same prayers, 
and that we experience God in the beauty of the liturgy. 
“Oh,” she said. 
 
“Have you ever seen anyone healed at your Wednesday healing service?” 
she asked. 
“Um,” I said, not sure how to answer.  
“I don’t know. I mean, I’ve never seen anyone get up out of a wheelchair 
and walk away,  
but I think, longterm,  



 7 

our prayers have been beneficial to people…” 
“Oh,” she said.  
 
I could see she was struggling to see WHAT, 
if anything, we did, 
remotely constituted having a relationship with God. 
She wasn’t being judgmental.  
She was just puzzled by our ways, 
which were so very foreign to her.  
Not at all like the Four Square Gospel Church in West Columbia, Texas, 
where she worships. 
 
And then the most unexpected thing happened. 
At our Wednesday service, we celebrated  
the Feast of Lancelot Andrewes. 
Lancelot Andrews was a 17th century bishop in the Church of England 
who was one of the primary translators of the Bible 
from Latin into English. 
He was the chief editor for the King James Version of the Bible. 
And in my Wednesday homily, I said a few words about him, 
and about his gift for language, 
and the great gift he had given us all 
with his beautiful phrases and soaring language 
that still brings comfort to us, 400 years later.  
 
After the service, Veronica was ecstatic. 
She’d never heard of Lancelot Andrewes before.  
In truth, neither had most of the Wednesday congregation.  
But Veronica was mightily impressed  
by this long-dead Englishman. 
“Sir Lancelot,” she called him. 
“What an amazing man he was, what a hero to try to be like.” 
 
On Thursday, she called me to let me know she’d made it home safely. 
She was still talking about “Sir Lancelot.” 
“Miss Becky,” she said, “I am so glad that I came there to Denver, 
and got to meet you and your congregation, 
and got to learn about Sir Lancelot. 
I’m gonna tell people down here all about him.”  
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Who knew? 
Did the Holy Spirit really tell Veronica to come to Denver? 
And then to come to Saint James Episcopal Church? 
And to be here on a day  
when she would hear the story of Lancelot Andrewes? 
I have no idea. 
All I know is that SOMETHING put that crazy idea in Veronica’s head. 
And something gave her the courage to get on that plane, 
and to walk in this church 
and to trust a bunch of folks 
whose idea of worship looks far different from hers.  
 
Whoever is not against us is for us, Jesus says. 
“And whoever gives you a cup of water to drink  
because you bear the name of Christ  
will by no means lose the reward.” 
 
Somehow when we put our trust in God, 
courage comes bubbling up, 
breaking us free from whatever ensnares us, 
urging us out of our safety zones, 
showing us how to live 
in such a time as this, 
how to reach across all that divides us, 
how to find our voices, 
how to pray for one another, 
and to be healed. Amen. 


