
Feb. 28, 2021 -- (Lent 2, Lament over Jerusalem) 

Sermon Text – Luke 13:1-9, 31-35 

 

- [Jesus] asked them… “Do you think that they were worse offenders than all the others 

living in Jerusalem?  No, I tell you; but unless you repent, you will all perish just as they 

did” …Then he told this parable: “A man had a fig tree…he said to the gardener, ‘… 

Cut it down!  Why should it be wasting the soil?’  He replied, ‘Sir, let it alone for one 

more year, until I dig around it and put manure on it.  If it bears fruit next year, well and 

good; but if not, you can cut it down.’” … [Then Jesus said], “Jerusalem, Jerusalem, the 

city that kills the prophets and stones those who are sent to it!  How often have I desired 

to gather your children together as a hen gathers her brood under her wings, and you 

were not willing! - 

 

I am the city of Jerusalem, the holy city, the city set on a hill.  Amongst the ancient 

cities of the world, some would claim that I am among the oldest, though I’m not 

certain that most people would have recognized those ancient encampments of 

nomadic shepherds as a real city.  My history really only goes back a little over 3,000 

years to the time of the Canaanites.  And I’m not the largest of those old cities, nor 

am I likely to be the most important, though that is something that’s really hard to 

measure.  But I am probably the most controversial, at least among the religious folk 

of the west.  My borders have given rise to not one, but three, major religions, all of 

which call me home to some extent.  The Jews, of course, came first, my holy 

mountain, Moriah, where the temple once stood, was the place to which God called 

Abraham to test his faith with the near sacrifice of his son, Isaac.  When David 

became king, he moved his capital within my walls, and Solomon, his son, built his 

beautiful temple right over that very spot.  Of course, it all got destroyed by the 

Babylonians, then rebuilt when the people came back from exile, and Herod’s 

extensive remodeling of that second building was still underway when Jesus was 

here.  Then came the Christians, Jesus having suffered and died on a tiny hill just out 

side my ancient walls.  And then, finally, the Muslims who claim my holy mountain as 

the place from which their leader, Mohammed, journeyed into heaven to have a 

very important conversation with God.  So, you see, acre for acre, my real estate is 

just about the most acclaimed and contentious land that has ever been.  A lot of stuff 

has happened there.  A lot of people put a lot of stock in those happenings.  And, I 

have to admit, a lot of it has not been good. 

 

 When you are the center of controversy, well, you get a reputation.  Jesus 

would say of me in his lament that Pastor Art just read for you, “Jerusalem, Jerusalem, 

the city that kills the prophets and stones those who are sent to it!”  Wow!  That’s not 

the way a city wants to be remembered, not as a place of death, not as place that 
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turns its self away from the righteous, and mistreats them, especially when they are 

sent from God.  But more on that in a few minutes.  First, I want to say that we cities 

get blamed for a lot of things that aren’t our fault.  When you become a center of 

power and home to people who think that what they are doing is just the most 

important thing in all the world, then there’s bound to be some pretty unsavory things 

that start to happen.  Think about the city of Rome, with all those many years of 

shenanigans by one emperor after another; or, closer to your time, the cities of Berlin 

or Tokyo, when they were the centers of Nazi and Japanese power during the second 

World War.  I had my share of kings who “did not walk in the way of the Lord;” and so, 

there was bound to be trouble.  Of course, there are bad things that happen every-

where.  Jesus mentions a couple of them that happened in my environs in the days 

before he showed up.  You know about things like that as well.  People die.  Things fall 

apart.  A city can only be as good as the people who take charge of her law 

enforcement or the builders who constructed her buildings and bridges.  It does no 

good to blame those who become victims of the violence or the collapse of infra-

structure.  I’m sure they never wanted to die, nor did they think they had provoked 

anyone by their actions, so as to deserve what happened to them.  They may just 

simply have been in the wrong place at the wrong time. 

 

 Jesus says as much in his comments about the Galileans who were killed while 

making their sacrifices to God, or the people who died when the tower of Siloam fell 

on them.  It wasn’t their fault, but what happened to them does serve as a warning to 

everyone to be prepared at all times.  If you’re not following God’s ways, then you 

have a chance to repent.  You can turn your life around.  And you can do better.  

And good thing for you, you still have time because God is patient.  That’s why Jesus 

told that wonderful story about the fig tree that didn’t bear any fruit.  Trees like that are 

of no use, and you can’t blame the landowner for wanting to get rid of it.  But the 

gardener in Jesus’ story wants to give it another chance.  He’s willing to work with it, 

to give it time, and to improve its living conditions, so that it might begin to produce.  

I’m sure that should be very reassuring to many of you who don’t think you’re quite 

living up to expectations and you’d like another chance.  Jesus isn’t about to cast 

you aside or throw you out or chop you down just because you aren’t perfect in 

every way.  So, do what you need to do.  Turn yourself around.  Suck up those 

nutrients.  Spread your leaves out into the sunshine.  And blossom as one of God’s 

children.  You can do it!  I know you can!  I’ve seen so many other people make such 

big changes in their lives. 

 

 But, of course, not everyone gets it.  The two most powerful men in my city at 

the time of our story were Pontius Pilate, the Roman governor, who didn’t really live 
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there, but showed up for all the big happenings, and Herod, the king, not “the Great” 

one who started the remodeling project on the temple, but his son, who was also 

called Herod.  They were master politicians, far more interested in having and main-

taining their power and prestige, than in serving the needs of my citizens.  In our 

reading, Jesus refers to Herod as “that fox,” probably pointing to the sly approach he 

had toward ruling my people, by using deception and preying on the weakest 

among them.  He is also, I’m sure, contrasting Herod’s desires with those of the God-

like image he is about to throw out there to describe his own feelings about the 

people of my city.  As he is coming into the city, he laments over the accumulation of 

contempt and strife that have built up in my history, saying, “Jerusalem, Jerusalem, 

the city that kills the prophets and stones those who are sent to it!  How often have I 

desired to gather your children together as a hen gathers her brood under her wings, 

and you were not willing!”   

 

 That is truly a marvelous image for God.  Not only is God patient, like the gar-

dener in the Parable of the Fig Tree, but God is protective, like a mother hen, willing to 

lay down her life and give up all she has, in order to satisfy the desires of the fox and 

save the lives of those she shelters beneath her wings.  It is a wonderfully warm and 

maternal image for how Jesus was feeling.  Oh, how he wished that he could spare 

my citizens from what he knew was about to happen.  But, alas, it was not to be.  He 

knew he couldn’t do it, not with the reputation that I had built up over the years, the 

powerful of my confines constantly rejecting anyone who came to them speaking 

the good news of God’s kingdom and calling them to account for their misdeeds and 

lack of care for God’s people.  It wasn’t going to happen, not if the political powers 

and the religious leaders had their way.  We can’t really pin it all on Herod.  There are 

many who would gladly go along with any scheme they could latch onto in order to 

protect their own interests.  Jesus knew that they would rise up against him.  They 

would try to stop anyone who was going to change the status quo.  They would 

accuse him, arrest him, beat him, and eventually hang him from a cross, from which 

he would stretch out his arms toward my people in the most loving embrace, as if 

sheltering them in this most unusual way, from all the pain and suffering and sorrow 

that grows out of their human sinfulness.   

 

 That’s what I’m here to tell you today, my friends.  It wasn’t just for me.  It wasn’t 

just for my people.  It wasn’t just for those long ago, in the time of the Bible, that Jesus 

died.  He died for you, and for all the people of all the times in all the places of all the 

world.  And while it could not take away all the pain, and sadness, and sorrow of his 

dying, it could take away the pain, and the sadness, and the sorrow of death.  For 

three days later, God would demonstrate for all time the futility of killing “the prophets 
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and ston[ing] those who are sent to it.”  No more would that be a viable option for 

those who wished to maintain their power.  No more would it be a way to oppose 

God’s rule in the world because on that cross, it seems, the hen has “out-foxed” the 

fox…all the foxes! 

 

      Amen. 


