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Show of hands: How many oFgou would ic]enthcg as cradle Episcopalians-
that is, those who've been EPiscoPalian since birth?

How many would iclenthcg as belonging to another church denomination?

How many would iclenthcg as having converted from another

denomination—or from no faith tradition?
How many would say theg’re somewhere in between?

| ask these ques’cions not to make sure 9ou’re awake this morning. I ask
because thinking about where we’ve come from can be help{:ul in imcorming

where we'’re going.

Before being acceptecl as a candidate for ordination, those asPiring to
become clergtj must write a spiritual autobiographg: a reflection of the keg

influences and milestones in our ﬁai‘chjoumeg.

As a writer bg Pro{:ession, I should have found this an easy exercise. But in
reali’cg, it can be cha“enging to step outside our Present experiences and
identhcg the ‘clﬁings N our pas‘c that shapecl who we are and who we miglﬁt

]DCCOTHC.

Ona simple level, this exercise mig]ﬁ‘c include Cletailing the churches you
belongecl to and the ministries you Pencormecl. Or noting the date oFgour
confirmation or reception into the Episcopal Church. Or the occasion of
your marriage, the birth and baPtism dates oFgour children, and all of

those imPortant milestones.
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On another level, it migl‘it be reca”ing exPeriences that can be harder to
describe: A sPecii:ic memory of a favorite Sunciag school teacher. A word
of kindness from a fellow Parisi‘uioner at a time when you esPeciaug needed
it. An epiphan9 you experienced cluring the singing of a Particular WOFSI‘IiP

i‘igmn.

Whether we've grown up in the churciﬁ) converted from atheism, or
someti“iing in between, reﬂecting onour sPirituanurneg can i’lCIP us

recognize influential moments in our faith.

if he’d sat down to write it, St. Paul would have authored an amazing
spirituai autobiographg. This morning we hear the story of his conversion—
Perhaps the most famous conversion in I*iistorg. From earlier passages in
Acts, we know that Paul—then Saul the Pharisee—led a great Persecution
against the church in Jerusalem, going from house to house, dragging off
men and women and imprisoning them—and scattering the apostles
tlﬁroughout Judea and Samaria. In Acts 9, we meet Saul as he heads down
the road to Damascus, “breatiﬁing threats and murder,” on a mission to

caP‘cure any clisciples he finds along the way.

How could this same man become one of the most imPortant icigures of the
Apostoiic age, sPreading the Good News tlﬁroughout Asia Minor and
EuroPeJ autiioring a series of epis‘cies that became foundational in the
Christian faith?

if our beloved WOFSI‘IilD hgmns had been composeci at the time that Paul
lived, 1like to think he would have identified “Amazing Grace” as one of his
favorites. | imagjne he would have esPeciallg related to the infamous verse,
“Amazinggrace, how sweet the sourici, that saved a wretch like me. 1 once

was lost, but now am Fouricl, was blind but now I see.”
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I like to think, too, that had Paul been a songwriter himselxc) he may have
tinkered with composinga Present~tense version of this hgmn) something
along these lines: “Amazing grace, how sweet the sound, that saves a
wretch like me. 'm often lost, and alwags found. Oft blinc], but then I see.”
For while Paul’s conversion is certain|9 amazing, | think he would agree that
the saving, the Fincling, and the seeing are not a one-time event—nor do
tlﬁeg haPPen by any of our own cloing. Rat]ﬁer, that as we continua”g
wander off, God continua”g finds us, saves us, and helps us see. God

Perxcorms miracles. God changes lives.

On hisjoumeg to Damascus, God asks Saul, “Saul, Saul, whg do you
persecute me?” Saul finds himself struck blind. God directs Ananias to g0
to Saul) exPIaining that Saul is “chosen to bring [Gocl’s] name before
Gentiles and kings and before the People of Israel.” Ananias lags hands on
Saul, and “somethinglike scales [fall] from his eyes, and his siglﬁt [is]

restored.”

We all experience Damascus Road encounters of some kind: moments when
God s‘cePs into clﬁange our hearts and minds. Do actual scales fall from our
eges’? Are we converted from Persecutor of the People to one of the most
influential apostles in Clﬁristianitg? Most of us have notl*:ing so dramatic in

our Iﬁistorg-we don’t think of our ?aithjoumeg in terms of miracles.

But if we clig a little deeper, Perhaps we miglﬁt recognize miracles in
everﬂc/aﬂ moments of transformation. The times in our lives when God takes

us from unseeing to seeing.

I exPerienced such a moment about 20 years ago that has staged with me to
this clag. As a Naval officer stationed at Fort Meade, | found mgsel{: N a

toxic work environment, stressed more than I realized. I also had a newbom)
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and so between sleep cleprivation and clreaclinggoing to work each clag, |
was not in a Particularlg good head space. I'say this to Provicle context, not

to oH:er an excuse {:or wl‘nat ] share next.

One morning | walked into the cafeteria at work, ordered my breakfast
sandwich, and went to pay for it. The cashier rang me up, and | Pointed out
that the Price was wrong, as the sandwich was on special. The young
woman responded it was actua”g gesterdag’s special) not toclag’s. And |
arguecl, well the sign that’s Pos’cecl this morning says this is the special. So,

9OU overchargecl me For mg OI"CICI".

We went back and forth on this for a few moments, and | could see the
cashier assume an attitude | Perceivecl as rude. As | continued bickering
over what amounted to all of about a one-dollar cost difference— grew
more and more agitated. My tone became disdainful. 1 was the customer.
She was the cashier. What riglﬂt had she to be rude to me?

| Fina”g Paicl what she asked and left. But | fumed about this incident for
hours: what poor customer service I'd endured, her wrong;in overcharging
me. At some Poin’c later in the clagj l even called the suPervisor of cafeteria

services to complair\.

That nig]*nt as | slep’c) [ found mgsel{: wanclering down my own Damascus
Road. I can’t say | recall a voice in my dreams or angt]ﬁing like that. But1do
know when | awoke in the morning, felt utterlg ashamed of how 'd behaved
the Previous day-like Saul, my own version of breat]ﬁing threats and

murcler.

The realitg is, 1 didn’t know what that young woman miglﬁt have been going
tlﬁrough. I didn’t stop to think that she may have had her own stresses that
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influenced the encounter. 1 did not consider how our differences in
socioeconomic status and race may have Plagecl into the situation. | failed

to see the Possiblc effect of my own pri\/ilege‘

That morning, | walked back into the cafeteria looking for the young
woman. She stood behind the food counter, and when she saw me
aPProach, she retreated to the kitchen. Mg face Husl‘:ing red) | asked her
co-worker to Please pass on that I'd like to speak to her: that | wanted to

aPologize.

The co-worker obliged) and the young woman ultimate|9 came out from the
kitchen and stood before me, arms folded across her chest. | saicl, “m
sorry for how I behaved gesterc]ag. That is not how my Lord and Savior

Jesus Christ calls me to treat People.”

She looked at me, Perlﬁaps a bit surPrised, and then nodded once, turned
and went back to the kitchen. ’m not sure if she’d ac‘cua”g acceptecl my
aPologg. Even so, | walked away Feeling as if d been to confession—and

been Forgiven‘

What burdens do we need to carry down Damascus Road? What injurious
belﬁaviors or thoughtlessness do we need our siglﬁt restored to see? Wha’c
moments of transformation in the simple and every clay) can we open

ourselves to?

The simple and every clag, like in John’s Gospel toclay) when Jesus sits bg a
charcoal fire on the beach. He eats breakfast with his clisciples. He asks,

“Do you love me?”
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After the emptg tomb, clespite encountering the risen Jesus several times,
the clisciples seem a bit stuck. In fact, theg return to cloing what’s familiar —
Fishing. And as Jesus comes among them) breaking bread, teaching about
love, ’clﬁeg begin a transformation—from confused and grieving, to

CﬂCngZCCl ancl PUI"POSC]CUL

Grace takes us from blind to seeing, from lost to found, from adrift to
aspiring. There is no situation God cannot convert to goocl—no Failing he

cannot trans{:orm to Iove.

Forin Easter’s storgj we are transformed from the People who slﬁoutecl,

“Cruchcg him, Cruci@ himl”, to the clisciples Jesus spurs to action.

In the Eucharistic feast each Sundag, we are transformed from Saul the

tormentor, to the apostle who lifts up communities in the name of Christ.

In the muck of evergdag li{:e) God looks to transform us. As we open
ourselves to those expcriences, we can responcl in kind to Jesus’s ques’cion,
“Do you Love Me?”, and live into our mission to tend his flock—and help

heal a ]Dl"Ol(Cﬂ WOI"lCl.

Along our various roads, Jesus walks with us, urging us forward in the hope

of the resurrection.
Theologian Thomas Merton captures thisjoumeg in this favorite prayer:

Mg Lord Gocl,
I have no idea where | am going.
I do not see the road ahead of me.

| cannot know for certain where it will end.
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nor do | rea”g know mgselxc,
and the fact that I think 1 am Fo”owinggour will

does not mean that | am actua”g cloing SO.

But | believe that the desire to Please you

does in fact Pleasc you.

And | hope I have that desire in all that 1 am cloing.

| hOPC that | will never do angthing apart from that desire.

And I know that if 1 do this

you will lead me bg the right road
’clﬁouglﬁ I may know nothing about it.
Therefore will 1 trust you alwags

tlﬁouglﬁ | may seem to be lost and in the shadow of death.
I will not fear, for you are ever with me,
and you will never leave me to face my Perils alone.

Mag we be led bg the right road—and allow the resurrected Christ to work

transformative miracles in and tlﬁrough our lives.



