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Allen Pruitt

Sometimes,
it seems like Jesus is the only one

who’s not afraid.

And I wonder if that’s his secret?
I wonder if all the healing

and the feeding
and the forgiving
and the walking on water,

I wonder what might happen in the world today,
if we could be unafraid?

Herod was afraid,
and he was the king.

He wasn’t much of a king:
when he offered that girl half of what he had,

it wasn’t as nice an offer as it sounded.

But still,
a king all the same;
afraid all the same.

Herod was afraid of John the Baptist,
afraid of letting him run loose,
afraid too

of shutting him up for good.



�2

The king threw himself a birthday party.
When you are the king

and you have to throw your own birthday party,
maybe that’s a sign that,

along with not being very powerful,
nobody much likes you either.

At any rate,
Herod let loose,
and he promised Salome half his kingdom.

But instead
she asked for the head of John the Baptist.

Herod didn’t like this one bit.
He was caught between two great fears.

He was already afraid of killing John,
and now he was afraid of looking foolish

if he broke his promise.
Herod was afraid.

And fear won the day.

Fear seems to win all the time.
Stories of Jesus and his disciples;

they were always afraid.
Stories of God calling Moses or Elijah or Isaiah or anybody else;

they were all afraid.
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Fear seems to be the motivation for much of what we do.

Fear that we’ll lose what we’ve got,
fear that we won’t get what we need.

Fear creeps in all the time.

Fear seems to dominate,
even in the world of faith,
even among the people who might walk unafraid.

We’re afraid to tell folks that the love of God changed our lives,
that maybe it could change their lives too.

We’re afraid to admit that God is a creator,
not a magician,

that God never promised to bring us up out of the valley,
but instead

promised to meet us down at the bottom of our darkest place.

Fear even keeps us from being honest with God,
keeps us from admitting

that we’ve got these deep, dark places;
fear that even God can’t love us that much.

Too often,
fear takes hold of this world.
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Fear took hold of Herod.
He has drawn himself into a corner,

too afraid to tell the truth,
too afraid of admitting

that he got himself into this mess in the first place.
Too afraid to admit that he made a mistake,

offering half of his kingdom for a dance.

How can we ever expect to deal with the problems we face,
if we cannot even be honest

about how we arrived at those problems?

How can we ever hope to achieve any meaningful change,
if we never take responsibility for what is broken?

Herod would not be out of place in the halls of power today.
Among the very powerful,

fear of losing position and privilege
too often seems to be the overriding concern,

especially in the face of our toughest and most intractable problems.
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Racism,
poverty,
violence,
education,
and whatever else you can add to the list.

In the next year and four months,
we will hear innumerable candidates tell us

that they have THE answers to these problems,
these endless,
overwhelming problems.

But until you hear someone stand up and say,
with brutal and unwavering honesty,

that WE are the answer to those problems,
those endless and overwhelming problems,

until then,
you aren’t hearing the truth;

until then,
you are hearing words of fear.

Jesus seems to be the only one who’s not afraid.
He keeps telling the truth,

no matter what it costs him;
he keeps saying the hard things,

no matter what.
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But maybe Jesus was afraid;
maybe he was like us;
maybe he was afraid an awful lot.

Maybe he was afraid
and he just didn’t let it stop him.

He was afraid that the poor would always be with us,
but that didn’t stop him

from telling everybody who could hear
that he came to proclaim good news to the poor.

Maybe he was afraid that forgiving everybody
would make him look soft,

but that didn’t stop him
from telling stories about a God who welcomes back

those who squander everything.

Maybe Jesus was afraid that we would never get it,
that we’d just keep arguing

about which hymns to sing
and which sins to forgive,

but that didn’t stop him from praying out loud,
“Father, make them one,

just as you and I are one.
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So maybe Jesus was afraid,
at least some of the time.

And all of us will be.

Our terrors,
which are the least likely thing,

they will continue to haunt us.

Our second thoughts
and our 4AM panics,

these will continue to visit themselves
upon our tired minds.

Whatever darkness we fear,
whatever emptiness or loss,

there is a God who created light,
a God who filled the void

and ordered the chaos,
a God who is known for raising the dead,

      for finding life most any place.

Whatever you fear,
there is a God who is with you,

   a God who has never stopped redeeming.


