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How Many Roads? 
 
I’ve got good news and bad news.  Which do you want first?  I’ll give you the good news 
first! 
 
The world is not going to end tomorrow.  Most likely.  Doesn’t matter what some 
doomsday cult says, or the hysterical talking heads on the news.  The world is probably 
not going to end tomorrow.  I know sometimes it might feel that way, like we’re hurtling 
toward certain doom.  Hurricanes, earthquakes, fires all destroying homes and land and 
lives.  Climate change, jobs disappearing, Syria and North Korea.  Incompetent 
politicians, crooked politicians, scary politicians.  Did I say this was the good news?  
Yeah, the good news is that, despite all that, the world is not going to end tomorrow.  
Probably.  It will end someday, but not yet.  We’ve still got time to save the planet, find 
housing for refugees, and rebuild Puerto Rico, all in ways that will hopefully create new 
jobs.  We’ve still got time to learn to listen to each other, collaborate with each other, try 
to understand each other.  The world is not going to end tomorrow.  We can still create 
God’s beloved community. 
 
Ready for the bad news?  Here it is.  The world is not going to end tomorrow.  Most 
likely.  Which means we’ve still got to find ways to live together.  And we need to live on 
and with this planet.  And we need meaningful work and a living wage for all people.  
Not to mention safe drinking water, truly affordable housing and real food.  The bad 
news is that we’re stuck with each other.  For the long haul.  So we better find ways to 
save the planet, find housing for refugees, and rebuild Puerto Rico.  We better practice 
listening to each other, collaborating with each other, and trying to understand each 
other.  The world is not going to end tomorrow.  So we better get busy creating God’s 
beloved community. 
 
Right after Jesus died, his followers thought he would be coming again really soon, and 
bring about a new world.  So when they tried to follow all of Jesus’ teachings – caring 
for their neighbors, loving their enemies, sharing everything they had, speaking out 
against injustice – they thought they just had to do it for a little while, a couple of years 
at most.  It was like a sprint – hard, intense work for a short period of time.  But years 
went by, and Jesus didn’t come back, the world didn’t end, the new world didn’t arrive.  
And so over time Jesus’ followers kind of dialed back on some of his teachings.  They 
got busy creating hierarchies and institutions, they built monasteries and cathedrals, 
they wrote lots of rules and took lots of votes about who was in and who was out.  
Which, unfortunately, led to the church actually doing some of the same kind of stuff 
Jesus was preaching against. 
 
So it wasn’t a sprint, the whole following-Jesus thing.  And it still isn’t.  Turns out it’s 
more of a marathon.  Maybe a triathlon.  It’s a long race, a life-long journey.  We have to 
pace ourselves – make sure we get nourished and take rests and practice self-care.  
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But we’re still called to live the Way of Jesus, which means practicing generosity and 
caring for each other and protecting the earth.  We just have to do it for a really long 
time, over and over again, slowly but surely building the beloved community. 
 
The songs the choir is sharing with us today are from the late 60’s, very early 70’s.  This 
is the era of Stonewall, Vietnam, King’s assassination, civil rights protests.  There was 
violence, bloodshed, anger and death on the nightly news.  No doubt it seemed like the 
world was coming to an end.  The songs we’re singing today imagined peace, described 
hope and called for love. 
 
But the 60s and 70s weren’t the first time there was such division in our world, and 
obviously it wasn’t the last.  We human beings seem to be very good at conflict and 
chaos.  But we are also good at creating songs about hope, and marching for peace, 
and we’ve got plenty of examples of how to love. 
 
Leroy has been attending Raymond Mays Middle School in Troy, Texas, since 
Hurricane Harvey affected the Texas Coast.  He’d had to leave his family behind, in 
order to get someplace safe and stable where he could go to school.  The school had a 
pep rally the other day, including a scavenger hunt; the winner would get a prize, which 
was in a big box.  Leroy won the hunt, and came to collect his prize.  Turns out it was 
his mom, who he hadn’t seen for six weeks.  The staff pulled off the surprise to show 
Leroy their love and support. 
 
In Puerto Rico, residents of the island continue to be in need of electricity, food and 
clean water.  But a week ago, the Puerto Rico Symphony Orchestra resumed concerts.  
Except the concerts are free, and are held not in the concert hall but all over the island, 
and the selections include not only classical compositions but also popular Puerto Rican 
music, all with a theme of loss, survival and rebuilding.  The artists believe that music 
can be healing, and that the hearts of people in Puerto Rico are desperately in need of 
healing. 
 
In California, the town of Bodega Bay wasn’t in the path of the wildfires.  But it became 
a path for refugees.  Community centers and campgrounds became dormitories and 
supply depots.  Some “professional” crisis managers were there, but most of the help 
was provided by members of the community who just saw people in need of assistance, 
and they got to work.  First it was just providing shelter and food, but as the days went 
on, they were trying to help people who were undocumented, or had gone days without 
medication, all sorts of complicating issues.  Volunteers just keep showing up, and 
doing what they can. 
 
See?  We know how to do it!  We know how to care for each other, be compassionate, 
and practice love.  We’re really good at it when a crisis hits.  But the challenge is to 
bring that same kind of caring to normal, boring every day life.  A blog post by Miles 
Sarvis-Wilburn expressed gratitude for the shelters operating during the wildfires in 
Sonoma County, but noted that towns in the region are also in the process of instituting 
plans to criminalize homelessness, and blocking attempts to construct a homeless 
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shelter.  Can we take the empathy that bubbles up in response to the crisis of the day, 
and apply it to persistent problems like damaging foster care settings and the school-to-
prison pipeline? 
 
The song the choir just sang asks, “How many roads must a man walk down, before 
you can call him a man?”  I assume the question could be asked for women, as well, 
and there are lots of interpretations.  This morning, I hear it as a tired question:  How 
many roads must I walk down, before I’ll find my way to kindness, and wholeness, and 
peace?  And the answer, so far at least, is:  more.  The “promised land” is out there, it is 
ahead of us, still, but we’re not there yet; we’ve still got a ways to go.  The world is not 
going to end tomorrow, like it or not, which means we still have the chance – and the 
responsibility – to create the beloved community.  We get a glimpse of it, we see signs 
of it, so we know it is possible.  And it is up to us.  God is calling us to journey on, to 
keep following Jesus, to hold fast to this Way.  Together we will find the road that leads 
to peace.  Thank goodness we have each other, and songs to sing all the while.  Amen. 


