
The Stoning of Stephen 

 

When I was about 29, my brother brought his new wife into our family.  In 

the summer, we shared a room at the cottage, staggering our holidays so 

we could all benefit from the generosity of my parents.  I had grown up in 

this cottage.  My brother’s new wife, during her first holiday there, decided 

to spruce things up and bought a lovely duvet for the bed.  The kind you 

can flip over - stripes on one side, flowers on the other.  When I arrived for 

my holiday that year and saw the duvet, I was livid.  This was MY cottage - 

I was the one who decided what to change and when to change it! 

 

I felt hurt and betrayed and very angry.  I eventually told my new 

sister-in-law how hurt I was by this new duvet and I remember well her 

bewildered face.  She couldn’t understand for the life of her what she had 

done wrong. 

 

Fortunately I got over it.  My sister-in-law and I have always had a good 

relationship and the duvet rested on various beds for 20 some years. 

 



It may seem like a silly and trivial story to start with today, considering that 

we will be reflecting on the story of the stoning of Stephen.  I’m not 

suggesting that we compare my sleeping under a new duvet with Stephen’s 

martyrdom.  However, there is a link elsewhere. 

 

I was drawn to this story of the Stoning of Stephen because I found myself 

reflecting on a perspective I had not ever considered before, and that was 

the perspective of both Saul and the religious leaders that threw the stones. 

The perspective of those people who looked at Stephen, described to us in 

Acts 6:5, 8 as “a man full of faith and the Holy Spirit...full of grace and 

power,[who] did great wonders and signs among the people”, and saw an 

enemy that needed to be killed. 

 

Let’s put today’s passage into context.  Stephen, this man of faith and 

grace, had been chosen, with others, to attend to the ministry of distributing 

food to the widows in need.  Stephen’s faith and his ‘acts of signs and 

wonders’ were such that local religious authorities had taken note of him. 

He is falsely accused of blasphemy and then brought before the high priest. 

When Stephen makes his defense he preaches what is known as the 



longest speech in Acts.  At the conclusion of this speech (Acts 7:2-53), he 

is immediately hauled away and stoned. 

 

To put it bluntly, the high priest and his cronies didn’t like what they saw, 

didn’t like what they heard, so, in their rage, they dealt with it. 

 

And the pharisee, Saul, who we will later come to know as the apostle 

Paul, stood by and approved. 

 

Why? 

 

Why were they so enraged?  Why were they so threatened by this man 

who helped distribute food to widows?  Why did his grace and signs and 

wonders tear at the very fabric of their hearts?  Why did Saul stand by and 

approve of this violence? 

 

In considering the perspective of Saul and the high priest, I found myself 

feeling some sympathy for them.  Not for their actions, but for what must 

have been playing out in their own hearts and minds. 



 

These were faithful men.  They had devoted their lives to the religious 

fabric of Israel.  They were career clergy, so to speak.  As they watched 

this little movement of Jesus followers grow, they saw the very fabric of 

what they knew, what they believed and what kept them as a dynamic part 

of their world start to fall away.  No wonder they felt threatened.  In their 

fear and anger, in their inability to see through that to what the Spirit of God 

was doing, they naturally railed against the early church, particularly 

against those who shone in words and deeds - people like Stephen. 

 

It made sense. They were protecting their heritage, their faith, their 

tradition.  They were protecting their God. 

 

What can be so wrong with that? 

 

Consider what is unfolding in our world today, as the very fabric of what we 

have known and assumed - jobs, freedom to gather - has seemingly been 

taken away from us (yes, for good reason).  Most of us are struggling 

through.  It’s not easy, but we understand. 



 

Then there are those who gather in protest against these measures. 

Some, in the States, with weapons strapped on their backs. 

 

One ethnographer who is studying these protests commented on the fact 

that many who are protesting simply want to work.  They don’t want charity, 

they want jobs that provide a living wage and a sense of identity and 

purpose. 

 

When what is familiar to us is taken away, we lose our bearings, our sense 

of who we are and where we are.  Whether it is who God is and how God 

interacts with us, whether it is having a job to go to each day, or the 

familiarity of the words of a beloved liturgy or the comfort of sleeping under 

the duvet that you chose yourself - when what we have known is taken 

away from us, we react. 

 

Thankfully the vast majority of us will not do crazy things like go out and kill 

the one who has changed things up.  Our reactions are often more quiet, 

but can still have a devastating impact.    We bring up our displeasure and 



concern in conversations with others, we can say hurtful words.  We vote 

with our feet, or our money, when we are unhappy, and our community is 

changed.  It took time and kindness to reassure my sister-in-law that I was 

a friend, not someone who hated her. 

 

Today’s passage is an invitation to us to ask the question “Why?”  Why do 

we react as we do in the first place - regardless of what action we decide to 

take or not take? 

 

Why, when the Diocese of Toronto asked all parishes to refrain from 

celebrating the Eucharist during this time of closure (as an act of solidarity 

with each other), did some priests and people react very strongly and 

suggest that they would continue to celebrate the Eucharist regardless? 

Why did some pastors in churches both in the States and Canada continue 

to call their congregations together, even after emergency orders were put 

into place, restricting gatherings? 

 

What is the church if it can’t get together on Sunday morning?  What is an 

Anglican without the Eucharist? 



 

Who are we in this new landscape? 

 

I hear in this passage an invitation to us all to be honest about how we are 

feeling.  The fear and uncertainty, the anger that sometimes evokes as we 

look at the next few months, at the next two years and in general, at the 

future - for ourselves, our communities, our jobs, our church. 

 

Let us acknowledge that fear and worry.  Let us name it, so that it doesn’t 

control us and lead to the unthinking responses that make us lash out and 

make rash decisions.  Let us grieve and lament what has been lost.  I 

sincerely and deeply miss being around the Table with you each week.  I 

sincerely and deeply miss shaking your hand and getting a hug here and 

there.  I miss speaking with you face to face.  

 

These feelings need to be felt, given a place to be expressed.  But we don’t 

stay there. 

 



The good news for us today is found in that moment, just before his death, 

when Stephen looks into heaven.  Remember that he is being stoned, he is 

in pain and for all his faith, he is still human in that moment. 

 

Acts 7:55, 56 reads, “But filled with the Holy Spirit, he gazed into heaven 

and saw the glory of God and Jesus standing at the right hand of God. 

‘Look,’ he said, ‘I see the heavens opened and the Son of Man standing at 

the right hand of God!’” 

 

We worry and we grieve, but we have also been given a vision of what is to 

come.  It is a vision of God and of Christ Jesus.  It is a vision of life and light 

and healing.  It is a vision of Resurrection that we renew every year during 

the Easter Season.  It is a vision of hope. 

 

It is a vision that we see despite the reality of current circumstances. 

 

And it is this vision where we get our sense of purpose in who we are, what 

we are.  Our identity as Christians, as Anglican’s in Port Perry, is imbedded 

in this vision.  Not in whether or not we can gather at church, not in when or 



how we may celebrate the Eucharist, not in the details of what ministry is 

going to look like moving forward.  

 

As Paul wrote to the Colossians, and Stephen demonstrates to us in 

today’s passage, 

 

Set your minds on the things that are above, not on things that are on 

earth, for you have died, and your life is hidden with Christ in God.  When 

Christ who is your life is revealed, then you also will be revealed with him in 

glory. 

 

Let us together set our minds on things that are above (which simply 

means, the things of God).  That vision of Jesus that shines through the 

beautiful people around us who are going above and beyond to care for our 

community.  That vision of the life of God that is ever faithful as the 

perennial daffodils bloom in our gardens.  That deep knowing, in the quiet 

moment, of that peace of God that defies our understanding, when we are 

reminded, in the words of Julian of Norwich, 

All shall be well, and all shall be well, and all manner of thing shall be well... 



Thanks be to God. Amen 


