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If you were here last week, you know I celebrated a birthday this month. And if you’re like me, 

early memories can surface at such a time and I want to share a memory I thought of this week. 

It occurs on a usual Sunday morning when my family of origin is worshipping at Countryside 

Christian Church. I’m 12 and going to be baptized. In this Christian tradition, babies are 

dedicated and baptism is a personal commitment, like our confirmation. And now I’m ready. 

When it’s time for the baptism, I walk forward by myself. I’m thinking mostly about being 

completely immersed in the huge metal tank filled with warm water. But, before the water and 

Trinitarian blessing come powerful words. I am asked: “Do you accept Jesus Christ as your Lord 

and Savior?” With the earnestness of a 12-year-old, I answer, “I do.” And ever since, I’ve been 

trying to figure out what that means. 

Isn’t that the way all altar vows are? Whether it’s a wedding or baptism, none of us knows where 

promises will take us, how the commitment will change us. Yet, there’s something in the human 

psyche that is drawn to risk and reach out for a depth of life and love we know is there and more 

than worth the chance. 

I wonder if that’s what the people sensed during their exchange with Jesus. They meet him 

between villages in what could be any old day and any old road. But, the topic is not any old 

topic. Follow me. Not the exact words of my altar vow, but they lean right in there. Follow me.  

Follow me. There’s a weight to it, not something to take lightly, something to be explored. What 

do those words mean, Jesus? When we accept you as our Lord and Savior, when we follow you? 

Jesus, how are you answering us in this roadside conversation?  

First, Jesus says, “Foxes have their holes and birds have their nests, but the Son of Man has no 

place to lay his head.” And I imagine him continuing: Don’t be thinking that following me is a 

geographical move. To following me is not about arriving at a physical place, but about a 

process. Not ticking off boxes or noting accomplishments. Not marking off your territory like a 

fox with its hole or a bird with its nest. Following me is not finding a place to lay your head, but 

an inner journey. 

Opinion writer, Pagan Kennedy, was curious about the National Radio Quiet Zone, 13,000 

square miles planted with radio telescopes with superhuman ears. It’s a strange place without cell 

phones, microwaves, or even electric toothbrushes. While there, Pagan habitually reached for her 

cell phone and adjusted to eating alone without watching a Podcast. Such is life in a geological 

space created as a “endangered Quiet Zone” in preparation for the “end of quiet”.  When her stay 

was over, she wrote: “But who will save the endangered Quiet Zone inside our own heads? What 

about the thoughts as subtle as the static caused by the Big Bang and the transmissions from the 

remote galaxies of our memories?”  



 

 

Next in the gospel reading, Jesus tells us this about following him: “Let the dead bury their own 

dead; but as for you, go and proclaim the kingdom of God.” Whoa. What to do with that? Hardly 

compassionate or kind words for a grieving son. What is Jesus saying? It doesn’t sound like him. 

Jesus who went out of his way to heal a dying child. Jesus who felt a woman’s touch at the hem 

of his robe. Jesus who spoke forgiveness from the cross.  

But instead of ignoring them, here’s one way those harsh words fit Jesus. They fit because they 

are harsh enough to make us think, think about priorities. Following Jesus is always about 

choices and sometimes hard choices. As a Jew, Jesus knows the creation story with a choice in 

the Garden. Yep, it’s that tree in the middle of Eden. There’s the wrestling between this or that, 

now or later, or if ever.  

When Karen Rinaldi’s son was 10-years-old, he spoke harsh words: “Mama, why do they make 

you work so much?”. Bet Karen didn’t want to hear those words or think they fit her, but there 

they were: “Mama, why do they make you work so much?” Recovering, she answered, “They? 

There’s `no “they”. “Then, why do you work so much and then complain about it.” Harsh works 

packed with an invitation to consider choices - part of following Jesus. 

And about Jesus’s “No one who puts a hand to the plow and looks back is fit for the kingdom of 

God.?” Since becoming a farmer is not what Jesus has in mind - or a fisherman for that matter - 

what do those words and that image have to do with following Jesus?  Here an ancient Hindu 

saying helps: “Just as a furrow likely will become crooked if the plowman does not keep looking 

straight ahead, so any one who looks behind at the old system of things may well stumble off the 

road leading to life.” Following Jesus is not looking back and dwelling on the crookedness - 

either our furrow or someone else’s. When we do, we miss out on the life and love present in us 

and between here and now.  

 Decades ago I vowed to follow Jesus as my Lord and Savior. I knew little about what following 

Jesus would be like and, for some of the intervening decades, I didn’t even think I was following 

him. Yet, Jesus stayed with that 12-year-old girl from Kansas who emerged three times from the 

baptismal water, hair wet and unattractively plastered to her head.  

Over time, I have come to believe Jesus is leading me on an inner journey, not accomplishments 

or destinations where I can lay my head. Because of that inner journey, I have become more 

trusting and less needing to stake out a space or grab for certainty. Along the way, I have become 

more clear and courageous in making hard choices and able to face honest feedback. And for me 

in a second marriage, I have put my hand on Jesus’ plow, praying that my furrow is even close to 

straight, knowing that it never has been and never will be - and knowing Jesus knows too. That’s 

why the vow and baptism are so important. Only Jesus’ love makes me and you fit for the 

kingdom of God. Amen 

(NYT, 6/23/19) 

  

 


