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Allen Pruitt

I can remember
when my grandmother would play football with us.

We were smaller;
she was younger.

Over the years,
my grandmother has become more and more unsteady on her feet.

When I was younger
she seemed to be dancing

to the rhythm of some unheard music,
as she shook her head side to side.

Growing up,
I came to know

that was the result of a stroke,
suffered at a young age.

We’ve never really been sure,
but it seems like that stroke probably has something

to do with her increasing difficulty in walking.
She’s got the strength;
she just can’t keep her balance.
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I remember one time
we were eating breakfast

and she asked me to grab her cup of coffee
because she already had a plate in her right hand.

As I set the mug down in front of her,
she looked at her left hand and said,

“I’m just real doubtsome,
‘bout totin’ anything with that hand.”

———————-

It was the donkey made me think of that story.
They called it a colt in our reading outside,

but it's a donkey colt.
          Just a jackass,

totin’ Jesus through town.

I reckon we’re all carrying Jesus
from one place to the next,

or at least that’s what we’re supposed to do.

We carry Jesus out of this church
and into the world.

We carry Jesus into our work
and into our family.

We carry that message of hope
and love
and resurrection
and endless grace,

into the lives of friends and strangers,
loved ones and enemies too.

At least that’s what it seems like... we’re supposed to do.
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But it’s hard.
Almost impossible really.

To carry Jesus everywhere we go.

He can say all he wants
that his yoke is easy,

but to me
it seems like the burden is not light.
It seems like it’s a heavy burden,

totin’ Jesus with me,
wherever I go.

I’ve told this story before,
but I can’t ask you to remember all my stories.

When I was about to graduate from seminary,
I had a whole bunch of interviews.

One of them was with a church in Atlanta.
The rector then (and still now)

was a tall guy,
looked like Viggo the Carpathian from Ghostbuster’s II.

My interview happened to be on Palm Sunday,
so I showed up for worship.

Just like every church I’ve ever heard of,
they started off outside,

singing “All Glory Laud and Honor.”

But they didn’t just start outside,
they started out by walking all the way around the church.
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And so eventually you can’t hear the organ,
and you can’t really sing,

and so the rector was there at the back of the line,
making a fool of himself,

shouting out randomly,
“Hosanna in the Highest!”
and “Glory to God!”

He was carrying Jesus outside,
just outside the church,

and it made me so uncomfortable.

It can be hard,
almost impossible really,

to carry Jesus outside of the church.

It’s hard to carry Jesus around with us,
because if we do,

it will change everything.

Remembering that Jesus is part of everything we do,
it’ll change how we behave;
it’ll change how we do business;
it’ll change how we love.

Things will change
and none of it will be easy.
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It’s hard.
Almost impossible really.

To carry Jesus everywhere we go.

It’s been hard to watch politics lately.
It’s been hard to care too much

about where we are headed over the next decade,
because so much

seems to be so broken.

But for me,
the most disappointing moment

came in one of the debates a while back,
when the candidates were asked to explain

how their Christian faith
might inform their treatment of refugees

if they were elected president.

… Not a single one of them took the bait.
Instead, they talked about safety and security,

things with which presidents should undoubtedly
concern themselves.

The disappointing thing
was that no one took the question seriously.

Not a single one of them was willing to say something like:
“Well, Jesus would probably tell me

to take all those people in,
to welcome the least and the lost,

because even if there’s danger in that,
well, Jesus didn’t call us to safety and security,

he called us to take up our cross and follow him.”
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And then they could have said,
“that’s what Jesus would have me do,

but while I am a Christian running for president,
I won’t be a Christian president,
I will be president of the United States,

and that’s an altogether different thing.”

Nobody said that.

It’s hard.
Almost impossible really.

To carry Jesus everywhere we go.

It’s not easy.
I don’t envy a single one of them.

But, this is something with which we all struggle.

It doesn’t matter if you are running for president
or if you’re a loan officer at the bank across the street.

It doesn’t matter if you’re the rector of St. Mark’s
or the CEO of Walmart:

figuring out how to carry Jesus
out into the world,
into our jobs and our lives,

every
…single
…day,

it’s a struggle.

The struggle of a lifetime:
totin’ Jesus around with us,

everywhere we go.
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But I believe in grace.
I believe that God made the world with love

and that God has kept on remaking the world
with the kind of love that we can’t always believe.

How it works,
I don’t know.

I wish I could make sense of it,
but making sense,

more often than not,
seems to be a waste of time.

I can’t make sense of it,

I can
just maybe

manage to believe it.

Which,
at the end of the day,

is probably enough.

Because I’m not Jesus;
I’m just the jackass

totin’ him through town.


