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Sermon-3 Pentecost-C-Proper 5 

June 5, 2016 

 

 

From Paul’s Letter to the Galatians: 

 

…the gospel that was proclaimed by me is not of human origin; for I did not 

receive it from a human source, nor was I taught it, but I received it through a 

revelation of Jesus Christ. 

                                                                          

A revelation of Jesus Christ.  Paul is no doubt referring to his life-changing 

experience—was it a vision—on the road to Damascus where he saw and heard 

Jesus speaking to him well after our Lord’s ascension into heaven.   

I may have shared this following personal story with some of you before, so 

if I have, you will hear it for the second time.  I pondered whether to present this 

brief snapshot from my life, but it is the best illustration actually lived out by me of 

what I want and need to say.  About 11 years ago as I was finalizing my decision 

to retire from the practice of medicine, I was in prayerful and hopeful discernment 

about where to go with the remaining years of my natural life.  Would I sleep in 

every morning and lounge around for most of the day, read a lot, watch some TV, 

maybe take up golf or tennis, take in most of the movies at the Grandin?  Or would 

I consider a second vocation?  For several years I had been turning over and over 

again in my mind the idea of the diaconate, becoming a vocational deacon in the 

Church.  Could I qualify?  Did I have the requisite gifts?  Was I being called to that 

ministry, to Holy Orders?  But the most profound question and the most important 
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unknown was, “What does God want me to do?”  Send me your answer please 

God!  

 Somewhere in this early process of discernment, whether under God’s 

providence I’ll never truly be sure, one evening about 8 o’clock, I stopped off at a 

Mill Mountain Coffee Shop and ordered a cup of decaf medium roast.  Five hours 

later I found myself still wide awake and tossing back and forth in bed, 

uncharacteristically unable to fall asleep at 1 o’clock in the wee hours.  In my 

impatience and languishing I had what I would label a vision.  I am almost certain I 

was not asleep, so I would not describe this as a dream, although I do think of a 

vision as a dramatic daydream.  In my vision, viewed from the vantage point of 

being about 15 feet above the ground as in a cherry picker, I saw myself walking 

down a dirt road beside a much taller man with long shoulder length hair who was 

dressed in a white robe.  We were not speaking.  As we approached a fork in that 

road, yes the proverbial Freudian or Jungian fork in the road, we stopped.  Which 

way to go?  Each choice appeared equal in length, rising and falling off in the 

distance over the same hilly topography as far as the eye could see.  You remember 

that scene just after Dorothy’s initial encounter with the scarecrow as they begin to 

head out on the Yellow Brick Road together in their quest to find Oz?  As the man 

and I stand silently at the crux, I am mystically made aware that to take the right 

fork means that I am not to be a deacon.  But to go left means just the opposite.  
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Then I begin to feel an urging, not a mental or cognitive deciding, but an actual 

gentle physical force from within my body, softly pushing from within against the 

left side of my torso, signaling to go left.  At that moment I realized, again 

mystically, that the man accompanying me on my right in my vision was my 

Heavenly Father.  Was this God’s answer to my discernment?  As Paul says, for I 

did not receive it from a human source, nor was I taught it, but I received it 

through a revelation of Jesus Christ.  Sometime later that night I finally fell asleep.  

Was that because God was through with me for the time being or because the 

caffeine I was mistakenly given finally wore off? 

 Divine revelation seems to be an uncomfortable proposition for us mainline 

Protestants.  Roman Catholics and evangelical and charismatic Protestants are 

more open and receptive to that mystery.  Perhaps for us Episcopalians it is 

because we adhere to reason as one of the prime tenets of our faith.  And perhaps it 

is because so many of us have been schooled in logical thinking and the modern 

scientific method.  We question the actuality of the biblical miracle stories such as 

the one in our reading from 1 Kings today where, despite continuing consumption, 

mysteriously and miraculously the oil and meal are never depleted for the starving 

widow of Zarephath and her son, and where that same son and the son of the 

widow from Nain in Luke’s Gospel are brought back to life following their 

acknowledged deaths.  What do you think of miracles as one method of divine 
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revelation, the working of God in our lives?  If you acknowledge the validity of 

biblical miracles, what about modern day miracles?  Does God continue to reveal 

himself to us in this way, breaking his laws of nature and science for his purposes?  

What separates miracles from magic?   

Then again aren’t natural laws and scientific principles themselves 

expressions of God’s revelation?  God reveals Godself in his created order, of 

which we humans are a vital part, made in his image.  Viewing a fiery sunset, 

walking along a quiet beach or a woodsy trail in our green Appalachians, or 

learning about our earth’s geologic history by studying the eroded rocky 

formations in our American West, or realizing the vastness of the cosmos of which 

our solar system is only a miniscule fragment, are all revealing spiritual 

experiences for me.  What a magnificent creation!  What a generous and loving 

God! 

What various spiritual awakenings might you have experienced?  Many of 

our brothers and sisters in Christ report ecstatic or otherwise dramatic salvation 

episodes in their lives that drive them to dedicate their life to Christ.  They have an 

emotional encounter that alters their perspective.  Have you had such a meeting 

with God?  Does something perhaps similar, if not as dramatic, ever affect or 

overcome you when you sing a certain hymn, read a particular passage in the 
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Bible, remember a lost loved one, or receive the body of Christ into the palm of 

your hand during Communion?   Is that God’s revelation to you?   

Is there something intuitive about revelation more than logical?  We know 

something mysterious and wonderful but we don’t know why or how?  It just is, 

but it is not provable in the usual sense of the word.  It is more of a heart thing than 

a brain thing.  Maybe it is more tender knowledge than hard knowledge.  Maybe it 

comes to us more as a question than as a declaration.  Maybe it is urging us to 

doubt some of the definites in our life.  Maybe it makes us squirm a bit or keeps us 

awake at night.  Maybe it is God. 

AMEN              


