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In the Name of God: Father, Son, and Holy Spirit. Amen. 
 
I often tell people that if you want to find my house, look for an old brick house in Wyomissing with an Episcopal flag flying 
on the flagpole in the front yard. 
 
It would have been harder to find this week, as the Episcopal flag came down for a little while. I found myself participating 
in a civic ritual that perhaps many of us have done many times, raising an American flag in celebration of July 4th and our 
independence. I've inherited a big of a flag obsession from my dad (if you don't believe me, come check out the St. Alban's 
cross flag in my office) and changing the flags got me to thinking of the many times he and I would do the same when I was 
growing up. My thoughts drifted through some of those memories, and I even began to think of some of my earliest 
memories of not just raising the flag but of what it felt like to be aware of my country that the flag represents and what our 
country stands for. 
 
I was a child when it began. 
 
I remember my family was glued to the television, but the screen was mostly black. Occasionally a flash of green would rush 
across the screen, but it would be gone as quickly as it had appeared. I didn't think it was a very good program, but everyone 
else in the room seemed to be captivated by it. Clearly, whatever was happening was important, but I would have had little 
idea at the time. 
 
What I had witnessed was the beginning of something that ended up becoming the new normal -- of being able to tune in 
live to a war happening in real time. My family was watching CNN's coverage of Desert Storm, with bombs flashing in the 
background of a night sky, and a new era of expectation was unfolding before our eyes. That was one of my earliest 
memories of knowing that I belonged to a country and that country was America and that America was fighting with 
another country. 
 
Not too much longer after that I remember asking my mom about why there weren't many new countries formed like there 
used to be -- clearly my interest in countries went beyond just their flags. I don't remember her exact words but she said 
something along the lines of "because new countries are usually formed when there are wars and isn't it great that there aren't 
many wars now". 
 
That must have confused me as a young boy -- I'd clearly just seen a war on TV, and though I'd only known peace in my life 
until that point, I certainly didn't know how precious it really was. At the time, I probably began to think that war and 
violence were normal -- that if it could be seen on TV, and if it's something that countries did to one another, why wouldn't 
it keep happening? And as our world has seen in the decades since then, that expectation of tuning into our TVs and devices 
and seeing armed conflict has only grown. But regardless of whether or not that's been our personal experience, it is the 
experience of America -- we who have been born from revolution, our origins on July 4th being a declaration of not just 
independence but also of war -- and through our long history, we often have known more war than we have known peace. 
 
I say all this not as critique of this country -- though it is not exempt from critique -- but because it is not the only reality that 
we are a part of. And so, as I'm changing the flags and watching fireworks and taking Lydia to the parade and thinking on all 
of these memories and what it's like to be an American, I also have to listen to Jesus' words today and consider how I am a 
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citizen of another place, too -- a kingdom, even, of love, of righteousness, of gentleness, of peace. 
 
It can often feel as if those qualities are in short supply in our world, but that must have been the case in Jesus' time as well. 
He talks to his disciples -- the ones who represented this kingdom for him -- and told him that he was sending them out into 
the world like lambs in the midst of wolves. And yet, though Jesus knew the ways of the world and knew that it would be 
dangerous, he asked them to live as citizens not of the world but of his kingdom -- that wherever they went, and no matter 
who they encountered, they were to offer their peace. 
 
That was their responsibility then, and it's ours now, too. As people who follow in those original disciples' footsteps and 
follow Christ Jesus, you and I have inherited the ways of this kingdom -- and through our baptisms, have become citizens of 
this kingdom. And that means that the peace that we pray for, the peace that we hope for, and the peace that we often 
wonder if we'll ever see in our world must begin with each of us -- the peace we seek can begin as a gift that we give to the 
world. 
 
Often I think it will feel odd to us to make choices as citizens of Jesus' kingdom here on earth -- or at least opposite to what 
we might expect or what we've come to know. As to this gift of peace, it isn't a choice as to who receives it; "whatever house 
you enter", Jesus says, offer peace. To offer peace is to make a first move, to give up one's power, to be vulnerable, to go out 
on a limb and see and wait if it is returned to you. Though it may feel contrary to our instincts, Jesus is asking his followers 
for nothing less than a complete and purposeful identity of weakness and dependence -- like lambs to the midst of wolves; no 
purse, no bag, no sandals. 
 
I've often wondered why Jesus tells his disciples this. Perhaps because it would increase one's reliance on God -- which it 
would, I imagine -- our prayers tend to increase in quantity and quality when we are in need, at least mine often do -- but I'd 
also think that Jesus intends for his disciples to rely not just on the charity of other but more simply on others -- that we 
might actually take care of one another, that we might see our neighbors as holy gifts to our presence, that the peace that is 
being sent into the world in the form of Jesus' disciples is a peace dependant on relationship and mutual love and respect 
between strangers. 
 
That is the reality of life in God's kingdom -- that peace is celebrated and honored with the same vigor and energy as war -- 
that we are standard-bearers of not just the symbols of this land but of a kingdom whose fortress is a faithful heart, whose 
pride is suffering, whose ways are ways of gentleness, and whose paths are paths of peace. 
 
We are citizens of a country here on earth and of a kingdom of God's very life -- and I give thanks for this sense of dual 
citizenship -- of living in this country where we may enjoy so many freedoms, so many blessings, so much prosperity and 
liberty -- and I pray that this same land of freedom and liberty might take on the qualities of Jesus' kingdom -- that we might 
seek peace before violence; that we remember that to whom much is given, much is expected; and that we might live each day 
in the knowledge that God's kingdom is not just a happy thought for the age to come but a present reality here and now, for 
as Jesus has said, "the kingdom of God has come near to you." 
 
And for all the many symbols that we hold dear both in this country and in God's kingdom, may it be our hope that in both 
lands, that great line of the prophets might be our lasting chorus, our greatest strength, and our lasting joy: 
 
That we might beat our swords into plowshares, 
and our spears into pruning hooks; 
that nation shall not lift up sword against nation, 
and neither shall we learn war anymore. 
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Amen. 

 


