
  

Sermon - Lent 3. March 7, 2021 
 
 
Making a whip of cords, Jesus drove all of them out of the 
temple, both the sheep and the cattle. He also poured out 
the coins of the money changers and overturned their 
tables. 
 
He told those who were selling the doves, "Take these 
things out of here! Stop making my Father's house a 
marketplace!" 
       John 2:15-16 
 
 
This Sunday marks a rather solemn anniversary. This is 
the week that the pandemic hit our lives with full force. 
One year ago, we were told to close schools, close 
businesses and close churches. Today, marks exactly one 
year since we have been able to have normal worship in 
our church here at St. James. It also marks a whole year of 
minimal contact with the friends and family that are so 
much a part of our lives.  
 
Like you, my wife and I haven’t been able to have the 
usual regular moments of connecting with people. Not 
being able to visit my Mum and Dad in Mississauga has 
really highlighted for me the things in life that we have 



taken for granted: being able to laugh together, eat 
together and hug each other… I can’t believe I took those 
things for granted. 
 
During the pandemic, from time to time I have found 
myself thinking about memorable moments in the family 
that I grew up in. You know many of those moments – 
both happy and sad – were moments when the whole 
family came together for a very specific reason. It might 
be a happy moment like working together to send a child 
off to university for the first time, or preparing for months 
to celebrate a long-awaited wedding, birthday or family 
reunion.  
 
Or, on the other hand, it might be a sad moment where, 
family members travel from far and wide to remember 
someone who has died. One moment I remember so 
vividly is when family came from all over North America 
to get to my grandmother’s funeral. We all gathered for 
the funeral and interment on a rocky Cape Breton hill 
over looking the ocean. Whether happy or sad, these are 
memorable moments that strengthen relationships and 
commitments to one another. They become moments that 
inform our identity. They remind us of who we are.  
 
This past week I have been reflecting on how similar it is 
in our spiritual family, the church. Isn’t it true that the 
most memorable times are when we all come together for 



a very specific reason? Isn’t there an incredible sense of 
accomplishment when we do our part and together do a 
major community event? Certainly, examples of this has 
to be, the Variety sale, Mistletoe Market, Ham suppers, 
ACW lunches and Men’s Breakfasts.  
 
But the same is for our worship: Singers, Readers, 
intercessors, Servers, Preachers… all doing their part to 
lift up our community in prayer. Whether it be Worship or 
Fellowship, these are memorable moments that strengthen 
relationships and commitments to one another. They 
become moments that inform our identity. They remind 
us of who we are.  
 
Unfortunately, for the past year, the pandemic has made it 
almost impossible to do any of these community building 
moments. And those that we can do have been restricted 
and re-arranged. I don’t know about you, but for me, the 
image that comes to mind is that of a prisoner who has 
been put in manacles and shackles. The feet and hands 
have been bound. We’re allowed to still live and breathe 
but we can’t do anything we used to do in a normal way.  
 
Every time we try to walk or run or dance, we realize we 
can’t do it the way we used to. Every time we try to be 
with one another we realize we can’t do it the way we 
used to. We reach out but our hands are fettered. It’s 
incredibly frustrating and we are all getting weary of it. 



After a year of this, many of us have been saying to 
ourselves, “When are we going to get back to normal?”. 
 
I’m the same. I have often I found myself saying, “I wish 
we could get back to normal”.  
 
But lately, I find myself asking another question. What 
exactly is it that I want to get back to? What is it that I 
really miss? What is it that’s really important to me - the 
things I yearn for…? 
 
Do I miss spending lots of money on gasoline? No. Do I 
miss spending money on entertainment and restaurants? 
No. Do I miss spending time and money on shopping? 
No.  
I don’t miss any of that. In fact, there’s part of me that 
feels much better without it. 
And the more I reflect on that, the more I realize:  that 
isn’t what I’m talking about. In fact, I don’t want to go 
back to that kind of normal. I don’t want to re-enter a 
system that takes wealth for granted and doesn’t pay 
attention to the vulnerability of others or creation.  
 
It occurs to me that, whether we like it or not, the 
pandemic has forced us to walk more gently and 
respectfully with others and creation. 
 



Making a whip of cords, Jesus drove all of them out of the 
temple, both the sheep and the cattle. He also poured out 
the coins of the money changers and overturned their 
tables. 
 
He told those who were selling the doves, "Take these 
things out of here! Stop making my Father's house a 
marketplace!" 
 
When Jesus walked into the temple in Jerusalem, he had 
no grudge against business owners. He had no grudge 
against farmers who brought goats and chickens and 
doves to market. What he was really angry about was that 
a house of prayer had been turned into a tax collection 
agency. Poor vulnerable people were expected to bring 
grain and animal offerings to financially support the 
economy of Jerusalem, that made leaders in the city 
wealthy. That’s what Jesus was angry about. In other 
words, he was saying, stop participating in a system that 
ignores the vulnerable children of God. 
 
I must say, I find myself reflecting on this more and more 
as the pandemic wears on. 
To some extent, the pandemic has felt like a fast from an 
unhealthy normal. 
 
What are the ways that we have all been participating in a 
system that ignores the vulnerable children of God? Why 



is it that our governments have put money into building 
hockey rinks rather than ensuring our people in retirement 
homes get quality care that keeps them safe? 
 
I know that there are no easy answers here. But I feel that 
we are at a prophetic moment in the life of the Western 
World. I sense that if we try to go back to the normal of 
that kind of system - we do so at our own peril.  
 
For me, the normal that I’m really talking about is being 
able to see the people I love and give them a hug; being 
able to laugh and cry together; being able to eat and sing 
and pray together; and being assured that our community 
is caring for the vulnerable children of God. That is the 
normal I yearn for… nothing more… 
 
Amen. 
 
 
 
 
 
 


