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Second Sunday of Epiphany 
Jan. 15, 2017 
St. James, Wheat Ridge 
 
By the Rev. Becky Jones 
 
I remember the exact moment the door opened  
to one of the most sublime pleasures of my life.  
It was a Sunday evening,  
and I was looking for some mindless entertainment on TV  
to pass the time until bedtime.  
 
A friend from out of town  
was staying at my house for a few days  
and she casually mentioned  
that her daughter had watched the first episode  
of a new PBS series  
and had found it very enjoyable.  
Would I like to give it a try and see what I thought?  
 
“What’s it about?” I asked, skeptically. 
 I am not easily swayed by other people’s opinions  
about what makes for good television.  
The stuff on PBS often does not interest me.   
 
“Well,” said my friend, “it’s a period piece,  
set in England in the early 20th century. 
It’s sort of like Upstairs Downstairs.”  
 
“There’s a yawner,” I thought to myself,  
not at all excited at the prospect.  
But sensing that my friend would like to watch it,  
and wishing to be a good host, I agreed.  
And THAT is how I came to watch  
my first episode of  Downton Abbey.  
 
By the end of that episode, I wanted to watch another.  
After the second episode, I was hooked.  
I began watching every week,  
and eventually I bought the whole first season,  
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so I could go back and rewatch episodes. 
 
By the time the third season rolled around,  
I had reorganized my entire life  
to ensure there were no interruptions  
to my Sunday evenings with Downton Abbey.  
From 8 to 9, I would rewatch the previous week’s episode,  
the better to prepare me to savor every nuance of the newest episode,  
which came on at 9.  
 
I have never been so hooked on a show. 
I loved the characters,  
but most of all, I loved how watching it made me feel.  
I felt refreshed and uplifted,  
like I’d just been to visit a simpler, more genteel time.  
I grieved for days after the show finally ended last year.  
I don’t regret a single minute of all the hours I invested  
in watching and rewatching Downton Abbey.  
It was a pure gift to me.  
 
I received that gift  
all because a friend invited me to watch an episode with her.  
And I didn’t want to appear rude by turning her down.  
I feel certain that, left to my own devices,  
I never would have experienced Downton Abbey.  
It took a friend inviting me to try it.  
 
Really, I’ve found that much of life is like that.  
The most expensive, sophisticated ad campaigns  
that Madison Avenue can mount 
usually have no impact on me.  
Even those sneaky pop-up ads that show up in my news feed  
because Facebook knows what products I’ve looked at online – 
even they rarely tempt me.  
I actively resist being influenced by big corporations  
or big media  
or consumerist society.  
I guess I’m just a contrarian. 
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But let a friend tell me about something I might like,  
let a friend invite to something,  
and suddenly my defenses are lowered  
and I’m ready to be manipulated.  
 
Ever has it been this way.  
Our gospel lesson this morning is a perfect illustration. 
 
John the Baptist is standing with two of his disciples  
and Jesus walks by  
and John says,  
“Look, here is the Lamb of God!”  
 
Had the disciples not heard that,  
had they not been given that personal invitation from their friend John  
to look and see for themselves,  
they might never have been tempted to follow Jesus.  
 
One of those two was Andrew, Simon Peter’s brother.  
We don’t know who that second disciple was.  
But traditionally, scholars have identified that unnamed disciple as John.  
Keep that in mind. 
 
Regardless, after spending some with Jesus,  
Andrew went and found his brother, Simon, 
and he said to him, “We have found the Messiah.”  
And he took his brother and he brought him straight to Jesus.  
And the rest, as they say, is history. 
 
Now, this story of the calling of the first disciples  
is a little bit different from the story we’ll hear next Sunday.  
Next week, the account we’ll hear is from Matthew,  
and it tells of Jesus walking along the shore of Sea of Galilee  
and seeing Andrew and Peter fishing,  
and calling to them, and inviting them to follow him, and they do.  
 
Next, he sees two brothers, James and John,  
in a boat with their father, Zebedee,  
mending their nets, and he calls them too.  
James and John immediately leave the boat – 
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and their father – and follow Jesus. 
 
But the account this morning is from the Gospel of John, not Matthew. 
We don’t know for sure who wrote that Gospel 
but if it wasn’t written by John himself, 
it was certainly written by someone in the community 
that formed around John.   
 I’ve often wondered if the story in John is different  
because maybe John was just a little embarrassed  
about going off and leaving his father like that.  
So in his version, he left that part out.  
I don’t know. 
 
Whichever version of the story you prefer,  
they both involve those first disciples  
leaving something that was known and familiar  
and stepping out into the unknown and unfamiliar.  
But in John’s version,  
that invitation to “Look!” 
 to “Come and see,”  
is a personal invitation from a friend or a brother.  
It’s an invitation not from a charismatic stranger walking along a beach  
but from a trusted source.  
 
You see, the Gospel of John is all about relationship,  
much moreso than any of the other gospels.  
John wants us to be in relationship to God, yes,  
but also to be in relationship with others.  
Families don’t get left behind in John’s gospel,  
the way they do in Matthew and Luke.  
 
Similarly, last Sunday,  
in Matthew’s telling of the baptism of Jesus,  
the sky opened up and a voice came from heaven  
declaring Jesus to be the Son of God.  
We don’t get any such dramatic scene in John.  
Instead, we get John the Baptist  
simply telling his disciples what he had seen and heard,  
and in fact, confessing his own ignorance,  
just as one friend might confide to another  
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that you really don’t know what you’re doing,  
you’re just trying to make sense of things you can’t explain,  
and to be faithful. 
 
You know, we may not get many voices from heaven these days, 
but I believe that God is still speaking to us.  
Like John, we may not always understand  
just what it is we see and hear,  
but nevertheless we are called to share our stories with those around us.  
 
And just like Andrew,  
we are called to bring others,  
so that they, too, may come and see for themselves,  
so that they may know where Christ lives in the world.  
 
Personally, I think Christ lives right here  
at St. James Episcopal Church.  
Every day, the faithful people of this congregation  
seek to embody the love of Christ,  
we seek to share our stories with everyone who walks in that door.  
 
And that’s wonderful.  
But what about all the people who don’t walk in that door?  
How do we share out stories with them?  
How do we invite them to come and see,  
to experience for themselves the sublime pleasure,  
the transforming power of Christ’s love? 
 
Every now and then, we lure someone in  
with our sign or our social media.  
But by far, the No. 1 way we get people  
to come and see that the Holy Spirit is alive and at work at St. James  
is by personal invitation.  
People come here because someone they know invited them.  
 
I know this sounds suspiciously like “evangelism,”  
a term most Episcopalians are distinctly uncomfortable with.  
We equate it with street preachers  
and zealots going door to door handing out tracts,  
and pushy, judgmental know-it-alls  
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who think we’ll draw people to Christ  
by loudly discrediting what others believe  
and telling them how wrong they are  
and how right we are.  
 
But that is NOT true evangelism.  
No, as one of my favorite authors, Madeleine L’Engle, once observed,  
true evangelism is instead showing others a light that is so lovely  
that they want with all their hearts  
to know the source of it. 
 
So, my friends, let your light shine.  
Let our light here at St. James  
be a lovely light of acceptance and friendship and compassion.  
Let us be a light to our community.  
I don’t know, but I think we’ve already begun to glow around here. 
 
And then, I want you to screw up your courage,  
and I want you to talk to a friend.  
Tell your friend what you’ve found,  
and invite that friend to come and see.  
Come and see where Christ lives.  
Show them that life in Christ is not a yawner.  
And it’s not a relic from an earlier century.  
It is pure gift. 
 
Who might be out there, just waiting for an invitation?  
Who only needs to hear the words, “Come and see,” 
to be drawn into a life-changing experience?  
What are we waiting for?  
It’s what friends do. 
 
Amen.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


