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"Are our Confederate monuments worth the lives of our neighbors?  If not, we all need to get to work to bring them down." -Rev. Dr. Jeff Hood, July 7 Organizer
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January 4, 2017

The Suicide of Salvation

The group sat down close to me.  I knew one of them was an evangelical.  The cheese gave it away.  Needing to get work done, I tried to ignore them.  I was successful for a while.  Then, I heard a question that has always haunted me.  "Do you want to get saved?"  Wanting to be sure, I bet I have gotten saved tens of thousands of times.  I leaned i/n to hear what the evangelical's two pupils were going to say.  Both excitedly proclaimed, "Absolutely!"  I listened to the prayer.  "God, allow your inerrant and infallible words to save us."  Leaning further in, I thought, "That's what it's all about?"  The evangelical pronounced them saved.  Opening their eyes, the two asked in unison, "What do we do next?"  The evangelical quickly and enthusiastically responded, "Reading the Bible was what Christianity was all about!"  As if there was nothing more to being a Christian than saying a few words and reading a book, the evangelical got up as fast as he came in.  I guess he had more souls to save.

As I watched the two young men excitedly get up, I couldn't help but say something.  Getting their attention, I passionately declared, "Everything he just said is bullshit.  If you want to follow God, follow Love.  For God is Love."  Both of them looked at me like I was the devil.  One of them actually said, "Your salvation is suicide."  As they scattered, I could tell that I really unnerved them.  I bet they're praying that I will get saved at this very moment.

Amen.

––––––––
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January 5, 2017

​The Thrill of Violence and The Absence of Conscience

Just a few days ago, an 18-year-old man with special needs was abducted in Chicago.  Two 18-year-old men and two 18-year-old women proceeded to tie him up and tape his mouth shut.  After taking him to a secure location, the four abductors turned on Facebook Live.  After they had an online audience, they beat him for over 30-minutes.  One even took a knife and scalped part of his head.  Throughout the beating, the four black abductors hurled racial epitaphs at the white victim.  Investigators have even insinuated that this was a hate crime.  A short time after the incident, police found the traumatized man wondering the streets in crises.  The four abductors were promptly arrested. 

When I thought about the causes of this evil act, I thought about the people who watched such brutality live.  How could anyone get any satisfaction from beating someone with special needs?  After some consideration, I realized that we watch egregious violence online all the time.  The Internet is full of extreme depictions.  Every video seems to raise the stakes even higher.  How far will we go?  What about broadcasting a murder?  It has already been done.  What about broadcasting a rape?  It has already been done.  What about broadcasting a suicide?  It has already been done.  I could go on and on.  The instances of depictions of unbelievable violence online are innumerable.  Perhaps, we should stop watching.  Perhaps, we can slow down the demand.  We have to do something before our conscience disappears.

Amen.

––––––––
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January 5, 2017

The Power of a Fart

I pushed the button to get on.  The ding alerted me that my ride was here.  As I stepped on, I realized that I was entering a space full of sour looking people.  The looks on their faces alone would be enough to darken anyone's day.  I always get stuck with people like this on elevators.  After we went up a few floors, a man in the back started to sweat.  I could tell he wasn't feeling well.  I tried to move away from him.  I wasn't quick enough.  The sound was deafening.  The air coming out of his ass overwhelmed everyone.  Slowly, the smell crept into all of our nostrils.  I was certain he sharted.  Regardless, everyone started laughing uncontrollably.  Even the guy who farted couldn't stop laughing.  The power of the fart was to turn a bunch of sour people into really silly people.  When the door opened on the next floor, we all rushed off and decided to take the stairs.

When I was a kid, I often farted in church.  While I don't guess I farted there more than anywhere else, there was something really funny about farting in church.  Nevertheless, my farts made me wonder about Jesus farting.  Did Jesus ever fart in the temple?  Did Jesus ever get a laugh over a fart?  Did Jesus ever shart?  Did Jesus ever fart in groups?  After my transformative experience today, I'm sure Jesus did.  Just like the fart brought us together on the elevator, I bet Jesus' farts will bring the whole world together.

Amen.

––––––––
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January 6, 2017

Drop the Gun! 

Earlier today, a lone gunman opened fire in the baggage claim area of Terminal 2 at the airport in Fort Lauderdale.  The sounds were deafening.  Bullets repeatedly penetrated bodies.  Everybody ran.  When the smoke cleared, five people were dead and countless others were wounded.  The carnage hasn't fazed most citizens.  In our country, these types of events happen all the time.  Shootings are an integral part of our culture.  We don't know how to live unless people are getting shot.

Jesus knows exactly what to say to a society like ours,  "Put down the guns dumbasses."

Amen.

––––––––

[image: ]


January 7, 2017

Esteban Santiago Should Have Been Helped.

Back in November, Esteban Santiago was growing increasingly paranoid and traveled to the Alaska FBI office to share that he thought that the government was controlling his mind.  From his car, agents recovered a gun.  Not long after, local police transported Santiago to a hospital for mental health treatment.  About a month later, Santiago picked up his gun.  Soon after, Santiago flew to Ft. Lauderdale, Florida to unleash a massacre with the same gun.  Now, five people are dead and many others are injured.

Why did Santiago get his gun back?  Our laws did not give the FBI the ability to keep the gun.  Santiago was not accused or convicted of a crime nor had a court declared him mentally deficient.  Here in the United States, we care more about loose gun laws than we do about our citizens.  It's hard to believe that this young man walked to an FBI office desperately seeking help and they didn't have the authority to keep his gun.

Why didn't Santiago he get the help he needed?  Why wasn't he protected?  Why was there no follow up?  The only thing that could have saved the lives of the folks in Ft. Lauderdale would have been some sort of action that fills the gap between law enforcement and the hospital.  The FBI obviously didn't make it happen.  A lack of support for those struggling with mental illness has once again taken lives. 

It should not be this easy to carry out a massacre.

It should not be this easy to get or keep a gun.

When someone is mentally ill they need help not their weapon back.

There are bodies on the floor of the terminal.

What will we do to stop the bleeding?

Amen. 

––––––––
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January 9, 2017

Leaving God for Is

I am.

The God of our names is not God.  The God of our constructions is not God.  The God of our thoughts is not God.  God is.  God is beyond our names.  God is beyond our constructions.  God is beyond our thoughts.  God is.  We will not find God in our names.  We will not find God in our constructions.  We will not find God in our thoughts.  God is.  We must leave our names to find God.  We must leave our sight to find God.  We must leave our thoughts to find God.  God is.  

It is the isness of God that makes God God.  We are created in the isness of is.  

Our names are not us.  Our constructions are not us.  Our thoughts are not us.  We are.  We are beyond our names.  We are beyond our constructions.  We are beyond our thoughts.  We are.  We will not be found in names.  We will not be found in constructions.  We will not be found in our thoughts.  We are.  Our names will be no more.  Our constructions will be no more.  Our thoughts will be no more.  We are.

God is.  We are.

Leave God.  Embrace is.

Is.

Amen. 

––––––––
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January 10, 2017

The Execution of an Evil Man 

A few years ago, I began to write Texas death row inmate Christopher Wilkins.  From the beginning, I could tell that Wilkins was very calculated disturbed person.  In the midst of such danger, I still made the decision to serve Wilkins as a spiritual guide.  After writing for some time, Wilkins invited me to visit him on death row.  I will never forget those first few moments.  The metal door swung open.  Wilkins had his head down as the guards took off the handcuffs.  After Wilkins reached his seat, his head popped up.  As I squirmed in my chair, Wilkins looked straight at me without blinking.  Time seemed to stop.   After Wilkins grabbed the phone, we began to talk.  Over the course of the visit, Wilkins described his crimes in an emotionless fashion.  With every sentence, it became increasingly clear that Wilkins had committed many more murders than he was convicted of.  I had never encountered such evil.  Trying to bring some level of some level of spirituality to the conversation, I mentioned that forgiveness was possible.  Wilkins declared that he didn't need it.  By the time the door swung back open.  I was ready to go.  When I returned home, my wife showed me a disturbing piece of mail that had arrived in the mail earlier that morning.  It was an inappropriate letter to my wife from Wilkins.  I was shocked.  Though, I shouldn't have been.  Wilkins sought to make sure that the letter arrived while I was visiting him.  Needless to say, our relationship soured from there.  The more I learned about Wilkins, the more I realized how limitless evil can be.  In the coming hours, the State of Texas will try to execute Christopher Wilkins.  If we kill him, we will be just like him.

Amen.

––––––––
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January 11, 2017

The Table Revelation

As I sat with my family around our dinner table, I watched the clock.  Every second hastened the execution of Christopher Wilkins.  Though we interacted multiple times, we weren't friends.  Honestly, I really didn't even like the guy.  I found him to be a hardened evil person.  That doesn't mean I wanted him to die.  As the clock drew closer and closer to 6pm, I began to pray for Wilkins.  My wife knew what was going on.  I know she was praying to.  As the time of execution arrived, my son leaned over and asked, "Does everyone go to heaven?"  In that moment, I remembered the last thing Wilkins said to me, "See you on the other side."  From a place deep within my soul, I looked at my son and said, "Yes."  Christopher Wilkins was declared dead at 6:29pm. 

Amen.

––––––––
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January 12, 2017

The Death Penalty in Our Communities

Last night, Christopher Wilkins was executed.  An admitted killer of many people, Wilkins was deemed unworthy of life.  In the midst of thinking about the killing, I began to think about the many deaths that we cause.  Three killings of the vulnerable in my home of Denton, Texas stood out.  In each of these homicides, the cause of death was our inaction.  I imagine there are many more communities that are responsible for similar inaction.  Do we all deserve the death penalty?

Last Friday night, Richard Gaskin was desperate to get warm.  As snow blanketed the ground, the temperature dropped quickly.  At 36, Gaskin never expected to be homeless.  After a few bad breaks, Gaskin found himself living in a tent in a wooded area behind a local business.  On this night, Gaskin was desperate to keep from going back there.  Gaskin knew the dangers of the cold.  After repeatedly finding rejection, Gaskin reluctantly retreated to the tent.  As he grew colder and colder, Gaskin's phobia of crowds and the anxiety it brought kept him from going to the homeless shelter.  Eventually, Gaskin went into shock and died. 

Last November, Jessica Yankow was desperate to find a place to sleep.  When she arrived after the 10pm curfew at the Salvation Army, the door was locked.  The more she banged the more she realized that help wasn't coming.  Yankow was forced to sleep outside.  Around 5am, a mentally ill man named William Stevens found Yankow and started beating her.  Stevens stomped on Yankow's head and neck until she was unconscious.  Stevens fled the scene.  A short time later, Yankow died. 

Last May, Manny Abrego was unable to find a place to sleep.  Desperate, Abrego went down into a flood canal and went to sleep under a bridge.  Later in the night, a flash flood hit and swept Abrego away.  The water kept coming.  Eventually, Abrego drowned fighting for air.

Jesus talks about logs and specks.  In terms of volume, it seems to me that these folks on death row are responsible for a few killings and we are responsible for many more than that.  I guess we should stop executing those with specks in their eyes and concentrate on the logs in our own.  Let us preserve life and stop promulgating death.  Such a trajectory begins with seeing how we are failing to preserve life on all levels of our society.  Now, go and sin no more.

Amen.

––––––––
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January 15, 2017

​​​On Sex with Animals

A few years ago, I had one of the most interesting encounters of my life.  I was working as chaplain in a downtown hospital.  I was called to a room on the 2nd floor.  When I entered the room, the patient was terribly unkempt.  The sign on the door said the patient's name was Frank.  So, I went in and struck up a conversation.  In the moments that followed, I learned to have empathy in a way that I never even imagined I could.  I connected with a segment of our society that most don't even know exists.  I left changed.

––––––––

[image: ]


C1: Hi Frank.  I am Chaplain... 

F1: Does your name matter?  I am going home in the morning.  We probably won’t be interacting again? 

C2: I guess not. 

F2: Do you do relationships?

C3: Yes.  I am married with...

F3: No.  Do you do counseling for relationships?

C4: I do.  I would be honored to hear a little bit about your life.

F4: I have been with my partner for about four years (He begins to cry...I draw near to him and hold his hand)...and in the last two weeks things have just started breaking down.  Things just don’t seem to be the same.  

C5: Tell me a little bit more about your relationship with your partner.

F5: Her name is Lucy.

C6: I apologize.  Could you tell me a little bit more about Lucy?

F6:  We met four years ago at a music festival.  When I first laid eyes on her, I knew we were made for each other.  After spending some time together just hanging out and listening to music, we walked to my car.  I didn’t know if she wanted to go home with me or not...so I got up the courage to ask her.  She said yes and off we went.  We were intimate on the first night.  It was magical.  We rolled around the bed all night.  We've pretty much been together ever since.  We don’t stifle each other...she does her thing and I do mine...but I have never doubted that she loves me...at least until two weeks ago.

C7:  Did something happen?

F7:  (Frank began to cry uncontrollably...I put a fresh grip on his hand...desperately trying to stay present in the moment) Lucy bit me!

C8:  What do you mean she bit you?  Are we talking about rough sex?

F8: Yes.  When we were intimate the other night, Lucy sank her long teeth into my neck.  She had never done that before.  Lucy became very vicious very quickly.

C9: (Still holding his hand...) Sir, if you don’t mind me asking...what exactly is Lucy?  

F9: Lucy is 88 beautiful pounds of Labrador.  

C10: (Still holding his hand...) I appreciate the clarification.  I'm sorry that things are not proceeding as well as you would prefer in your relationship with Lucy.  Do you think the disconnect you're feeling from Lucy could possibly be attributed to the vast differences between your species?  

F10: I have thought about that...but things have been going fine for the last four years.

C11: What attracted you to Lucy in the first place?

F11: I have had numerous failed relationships.  This relationship with Lucy just seemed to work.

C12: How did those failed relationships make you feel?

F12: Less than human.

C13: Is it possible that your failed relationships turned you toward something that was less than human?

F13: Lucy didn’t complain.  Lucy didn’t fight with me.  Lucy didn’t abuse me.  Lucy just loved me.

C14: Have you considered that what you're doing to Lucy is abuse?

F14: I think I liked her because I could control her and treat her how all of the people in the past treated me.

C15: Does it surprise you that even a dog gets tired of that type of treatment?

F15: No, I guess not.

C16: (I am still holding his hand from earlier...and I draw closer) Frank, God loves you.  What you're doing to yourself and Lucy is destructive to you both.  You need to let her go and seek therapy to help you find a way forward into healthier relationships.  

F16: I know you're right.  It is just going to be hard to let her go.  I get horny just thinking about her (his gown had noticeably risen at his crotch).  I know what I have to do...I just have to find a way.

C17: (I ignore the erection...) You will. 

F17: I receive that.  I need to leave Lucy behind.  I'm ready to be in a relationship with someone who can at least talk to me.  I'm going to call my sister and ask her to take Lucy to the humane society.  I've got to move past this funk I’ve been in.  Chaplain it means so much to me that you have held on to my hand this whole time.  I thought you would reject me...but you held on.  Most people don’t understand sex with animals.  I thought that you would think I was weird, odd, disgusting or strange or something like that. 

C18: You're not weird, odd, disgusting, or strange...you're a child of a God...who promises to never leave you nor forsake you.  God is also holding your hand.

F18: Will you pray for me?

C19: (Making the sign of the cross on his forehead) God be near.  May Frank never know a moment without you.  May Lucy never know a moment without you.  In your presence, make them whole...Amen.

F19: (He begins to cry again...) Thank you...  You are a true man of God.  What is your name?

C20: Jeff

F20: Thank you Jeff.  Now get out of here...I've got to do some tough shit.

C21: It was a pleasure to meet you sir.

F21: Likewise. Bye now.

C22: Blessings.

––––––––
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I was very shaken by the encounter with Frank.  Not long after I left, I went and talked with a psychologist.  When I told him what happened, he challenged my assumptions.  "What makes you think that someone can't be in a consensual sexual relationship with an animal?  It doesn't just have to be all about sex either.  Real intimate partnered love is a possibility too.  Many animals are intellectually and emotionally more capable of healthier relationships than we are."  While it has been many years since these events transpired, I think about them often.  I still don't have clarity on what I should have said to Frank.  I simply did the best I could with the understanding that I had.

The truth is that Frank is not alone.  If you survey the online and print data out there, there are at least thousands of people currently carrying on intimate relationships with animals.  Regularly, news stories come out after a relationship is revealed.  These frequent occurrences bring about an important question.  Can an animal consent to such a relationship?  Through expanding science, we are gaining knowledge that animals are as intelligent if not more intelligent than humans.  I'm still uncertain if consent is possible.  I do know that there are an increasing number of people who claim that it is.  The more I think and read about it the blurrier the lines seem to get.

I also think about what Jesus would say.  There is nothing in the gospel narrative that speaks to intimate relationships with animals.  In the midst of such absence, one is even left to wonder if Jesus might have even had intimate relationships with animals.  At the very least, I do know that Jesus was no stranger to all temptations.  Such experiences gave Jesus empathy and love for all people.  There is no question that God loves those who have sex or partnerships with animals.  I think we should too.

Amen.

––––––––
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January 15, 2017

​A Prophetic Convergence: The Rev. Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. & The Southern Baptist Theological Seminary

*Originally published on January 18, 2015

On April 19, 1961, the Rev. Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. delivered a stirring sermon in a most unlikely place. Though not his most famous address, Dr. King’s words to the Southern Baptist Theological Seminary or simply Southern Seminary pushed the audience to do more to accomplish racial justice. Delivered to the flagship theological institution of the flagship denomination of Southern Culture, Dr. King would never again give another address like this.

The Southern Baptist Convention originated from a desire amongst Southern Baptists to keep their slaves and Jesus too. For many of the early years, Southern Seminary reflected the staunch racist and segregationist attitudes of Southern Baptists. After many years of secret and segregated courses, Garland Offutt became the first African-American graduate of Southern Seminary in 1943. By 1947, Southern Seminary was fully integrated. To put this in perspective, Duke Divinity School did not integrate until 1961 and Candler School of Theology at Emory University did not integrate until 1965. Who would have thought that the flagship seminary of Southern Baptists led the way amongst major theological institutions in the South on race?

In December of 1960, Dr. Henlee Barnett secured an invitation for Dr. King to deliver the Julian Brown Gay Lecture from the Guest Lectureship Committee. Knowing that the invitation would be controversial, Southern Seminary President Duke McCall told the committee, “Boys, it is your call, but you do realize you are going to cost us hundreds of thousands dollars if you proceed.” Dr. Barnette replied, “If so, it will be money well spent.” Dr. King accepted the invitation and responded with a title, “The Church on the Frontier of Racial Tensions.” By the time April arrived, there were security concerns and controversy brewing throughout the Southern Baptist Convention.

Arriving with a full police escort, Dr. King was greeted by professors Henlee Barnett, Nolan P. Howington, Willis Bennett, Wayne Ward and James Leo Garrett. Dr. Ward remembered Dr. King being deeply reflective. The group stopped to take a picture that still hangs on the wall of my office. When Dr. King climbed into the pulpit, an overflow crowd of 1500 people greeted him. Former student Rev. Charles Worthy remembered, “The mood was absolutely electrifying.”

The Dr. King that is heard at the beginning of his address to Southern Seminary is not the same Dr. King that was later remembered as one of the greatest orators ever. Stumbling over his words, Dr. King is clearly nervous. However, once he got in the flow, Dr. King never turned back. Speaking about the role of the church, Dr. King pushed the gathered to “...develop a world perspective.” Speaking about race relations, Dr. King declared that racial injustice is “...diametrically opposed to the underlying philosophy of Christianity.” Speaking about economic injustice, Dr. King declared that people must, “...learn to live like Jesus.” Pushing the congregation out the door, Dr. King declared, the gathered must be “...maladjusted to the evils of this age.” The only African-American seminary student in attendance at the time, Dr. Emmanuel McCall remembered, “It was powerful...I felt like the direction of many lives were altered that day.” Though controversy did cause Southern Seminary to lose money, I have to agree with Dr. Barnette that it was money well spent.

In 2008, close to fifty years after Dr. King’s sermon, I was a student struggling at a radically different Southern Baptist Theological Seminary. Following denominational conflict, Southern Seminary became one of the most fundamentalist theological institutions in the nation. Due to some radical changes I experienced, I dramatically changed my perspective on a number of issues of social justice. When I was searching for direction and didn’t have many places to go, I discovered the story of Dr. King’s sermon. Realizing that there was a way to follow Jesus beyond the narrowness and bigotry I had known, I started following the advice contained in Dr. King’s sermon and began working to develop a world perspective that equipped me to fight against injustice and be maladjusted to the evils of this age. Presently, I am a radical theologian and activist. Without the courage of the earlier professors from the Southern Baptist Theological Seminary and the witness of Dr. King, I doubt I would be here. I pray that maladjustment to injustice continues to spread.

Amen.

––––––––
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January 16, 2017

​​​The Other Rev. King: A Word from Mississippi

*Originally Posted January 15, 2015

Make no mistake, there truly are ghosts in Mississippi. Most often, they inhabit long forgotten places and toil with hopes that their mortal lives have not been lived in vain. A few years ago, I first traveled to a forgotten place to meet a forgotten man. “For his sake I have suffered the loss of all things, and count them rubbish, in order that I might gain Christ and be found in him...” Though I had heard the words of Philippians 3:8 many times before, I had never heard them like this. We all know that the setting and the speaker often increase the magnitude of words. I knew that the man speaking to me despite a mangled jaw was someone who had sacrificed his life to be on the side of justice. A veteran of the Civil Rights Movement and many other struggles, Rev. Ed King is a complicated man. Long forgotten by everyone except the most meticulous of historians, Rev. King truly has suffered the loss of all things in order to authentically gain and be found in God. While I went down to Jackson to collect and tell his story, Rev. King ended up changing mine.

We have very little cultural space for alternative heroes of the Civil Rights Movement. In an age of certainty, we have constructed clear lines of what we think an authentic hero is supposed to look like. Rev. King believed that the only line that should have consequence on the way that we engage the world is the one between justice and injustice. Desiring to stand on the side of justice, Rev. King was mentored early on by Medgar Evers. Serving as chaplain of historically black Tougaloo College, Rev. King helped to strategize, organize and lead the Civil Rights Movement in Mississippi. There are few other figures as close to almost every major event in the Mississippi Movement. From talking to Evers before he was assassinated to being a part of the demonstration at Woolworth’s Lunch Counter to being heavily engaged in Freedom Summer to being an early participant in and candidate for the Mississippi Freedom Democratic Party, Rev. King was consistently there and paid the price. Why do so few people know who he is?

From experiencing numerous acts of violence (including the crash that left his jaw mangled) to constant threats and psychological torment, Rev. King is forever scarred by the Civil Rights Movement. In the 50 years since, Rev. King has divorced, sometimes been broke and struggled to find his place in the emerging historical consciousness of the Movement. There were four people in the service when I met Rev. King. When I left, I felt sad that so many people were missing out on a chance to interact with such a historical figure. Sometimes, I still feel sad when I talk to him. I guess I shouldn’t. Rev. King has chosen to suffer the loss of all things and count them as rubbish so that he might be found in God. Through Rev. King I have learned that true discipleship is costly, especially in a society that has such strict interpretations of what authenticity is supposed to look like. During this time of celebration of the life of the Rev. Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr., let us all not forget that there were other Kings and that life is about engaging in our own authentic pursuits of justice no matter what the cost.

Amen.

––––––––
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January 17, 2017

The Transgender Christ: Chelsea Manning

In 2010, US Army soldier Chelsea Manning disseminated over 750,000 documents and videos to WikiLeaks. The troubling material was exceedingly embarrassing for the US government.  Diplomatic cables gave the world an inside look at the unseemly sides of US diplomacy.  Arguably, the most damning of the materials was a video of a US helicopter attacking and killing Iraqi civilians and journalists.  Eventually, Manning was arrested and tried.  After being found guilty of multiple counts, a military judge sentenced Manning to 35 years in prison.  A day after her sentencing, Manning came out as Transgender.  For almost seven years, Manning has been locked up in an all male prison in Kansas.  Throughout this time, Manning has had to fight for medical care that she requires for her transition.  Earlier today, President Barack Obama commuted Manning's sentence and she will be released in May.

Christ comes to us in surprising ways.  The incarnation wasn't a singular event.  The incarnation happens constantly and Jesus tells us where to experience it.  In Matthew 25:43, Jesus says, "I was in prison..."  This means that the incarnation is in prison.  Christ is in prison.  In the midst of our searchings, we are told to look to look to the oppressed.  I can think of few more oppressed than Chelsea Manning.  From being denied proper healthcare to repeatedly being placed in solitary confinement, Manning has persevered as only the incarnation can.  For a long time, I've prayed for her.  Occasionally, she has come to me.  In the midst of my deeply spiritual interactions, I have met the Transgender Christ.

Amen.   

––––––––
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January 18, 2017

The Revolting is Christ

Twice today, I've received messages criticizing my writing.  The first said that persons who are attracted to or intimate with animals are revolting and that I was revolting for writing about them.  The person also said that they should be given an express ticket for hell.  The second person was a little subtler.  Initially, they told me that my writing was too provocative.  Then, they told me that calling Chelsea Manning the Transgender Christ was revolting.  Towards the end of the message, they told me how revolting I was.  While I get these types of dumbass messages all the time, I was inspired to think deeper about them today.

Not long after the shooting in Dallas, I was approached by the editor of a publication that I'd been writing for for a considerable amount of time.  In the phone conversation, I was told that my writing was too revolting for their audience.  Most of the time, I just let these encounters roll off and I keep on going.  Honestly, I hadn't even thought about that chicken shit publication again until today.  After reading the two comments mentioned earlier, I immediately recalled what the editor of the publication said.  Between the comments and the editor's words, I realized that the construction of revolting was the core principle of my theology.  Christ is in our ideas of the revolting and we cannot be saved without going there.

Christ speaks to the revolting.  In Matthew 25, we are told that the marginalized and oppressed are the only vehicle for an encounter with Christ.  The marginalized and oppressed will always be the most revolting amongst us.  People talk about praying and reading their Bibles all the time.  If you really want to know Christ, you're going to have to get much dirtier than that.  The revolting is both our revolution and our salvation.

––––––––
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Amen.

––––––––
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January 20, 2017

America First is Not a Christian Principle

Throughout the day today, I watched the inauguration of Donald Trump as President of the United States.  Repeatedly, I heard the same chant, "America First!  America First!  America First!"  While the largely crowd was simply repeating the words that Trump spoke, I was surprised by the large number of government officials who chanted the exact same thing.  Everyone seemed to want the day and the future to be about, "America First!"  The message was relayed that the salvation of our people and our planet depended on "America First!"  While this might be all well and good for some, the problem for those claiming to be Christians is that "America First!" is not a Christian principle.   Jesus' words in the Gospel of Matthew chapter 6 verse 33 make it very plain, "But seek ye first the realm of God and it's righteousness; and all these things shall be added unto you."  Don't allow patriotism to blind you.  God is always first.

Amen.

––––––––
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January 22, 2017

The Children in Our Churches

A few months ago, we were sitting in church when one of our babies became upset.  Like any parents, we quickly grew uncomfortable and tried to quiet our son down.  Not long after the crying started, someone a few rows back loudly declared, "Can't you shut that baby up?"  Immediately, the entire church glared at us.  We left in the middle of the sermon.

In the midst of widespread decline, I constantly hear people talking about how rapidly young adults are leaving the church.  What do we expect?  From the earliest of ages, we silence them.  Surely, we don't think any young adult who has been silenced for decades is going to want to stay in such oppression.  How we treat babies directly correlates to how we have treated young adults.  If the church can't give voice to the youngest of its members, it deserves to die.

When I consider our children, I think about the early church.  Based in community, children were seen as a valuable resource capable of spreading the message of Jesus and transforming the world.  There was much room for all generations of the community to experience life together.  Now, we prioritize those who can sit still and be quiet.  Such thinking is a lethal mistake.  We will either change or this generation will be our last.

Amen.

––––––––
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January 23, 2017  

​​​The Explosion of Fear in America

Growing up in Metro Atlanta, I loved reading our hometown newspaper, The Atlanta Journal-Constitution.  I still do.  Just this morning, I was reading the paper online when I came across an article entitled, "CDC cancels next month’s ‘climate and health’ summit in Atlanta."  Reading further, I realized that the Center for Disease Control was planning on holding a gathering to discuss how climate change destroys our health.  The only problem is that the event was quietly canceled.  When I read even further down, I found out that the gathering was canceled right after Donald Trump was elected president.  Research papers had already been gathered and speakers were secured...but the event was still canceled.  The most important department in our nation for disease control and prevention is scared to do its work.  This fearful department is not alone.

Throughout the entirety of our nation, people are afraid.  Immigrants feel like they could be deported at any minute.  Many Muslims believe that a registry is coming at any moment.  Women know their rights are up for grabs.  Black folk seem destined for even further abuse.  I could go on and on.  Right now, the fear in America is endless.  Bright minds are not producing.  Talented people are staying at home.  People simply can't be the amazing people that they are.  While there is great reason to be afraid, we can't be.

Some people believe the story is bullshit.  I don't.  There is magic in believing in something greater than our fear.  Late one night, there was a bunch of folks in a boat.  Until a huge storm blew up, everything was great.  The winds and waves raged.  Then, the folks saw a man walking on the water.  I don't know whether the storm or the water walker scared them more. In the midst of it all, Jesus spoke up and said, "Do not be afraid."  Immediately, the storm stopped.  Everyone regained peace of mind.  I've always wondered whether the storm actually stopped.  When you have peace, it doesn't matter where you are.  Maybe the storm still raged and they had so much peace that they didn't even notice.  I don't think our time is all that different from theirs.  The storms are raging.  Even if the voice we hear is our own, we have to learn to hear, "Do not be afraid."  No matter how big it gets, let us make enough peace to banish the storm.

Amen. 

––––––––

[image: ]


January 23, 2017

#Blasphemy

Our pastor preached the hardest when election time came around.  Though I was only a young man, I knew whose side God was on.  In the midst of it all, everyone I knew voted for the candidate the pastor told them to.  I was taught that Jesus was intrinsically connected to our political process.  We also believed that politicians were the vessels of the will of Jesus.  As I grew up, I began to notice how many problematic politicians there were out there.  Slowly, I realized what I learned in the church of my youth was total bullshit.  I carry all of those memories around with me.  So, you can imagine how I felt when I saw this dumbass painting.  

When it comes to finding Jesus, Matthew 25 gives us much better directions than that painting.  Jesus said, "I will be with the hungry.  Jesus said, "I will be with the thirsty."  Jesus said, "I will be with the stranger."  Jesus said, "I will be with the naked."  Jesus said, "I will be with the sick."  Jesus said, "I will be in prison."  The painting doesn't depict Jesus in any of these places.  The painting illustrates something contrary to the message of Jesus.  The painting is blasphemous.

When I think about Jesus' engagement with President Trump, I think about Matthew 19.  There was a rich ruler who came to Jesus and wanted what he had.  The problem was that he didn't want it as much as he wanted himself.  I often wonder if President Trump is not in the same place? 

Amen.

––––––––
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January 24, 2017

The Martyr of Climate Change

Last week, I'd never even heard of Mark Baumer.  I suspect most people still don't know who he his.  Such ignorance is unfortunate.  A few days ago, I learned that Baumer embodied the lived experience of faith in something greater than himself.  Back in October, Baumer left Rhode Island to walk barefoot across America.  With each step, Baumer sought to raise awareness and money to combat climate change.  Most people would dismiss Baumer as crazy.  I wanted to know more.  In the midst of his story, I found great pain.  Last Saturday, Baumer was struck and killed on the side of Highway 90 in Florida.  While most were focused on their lives, Baumer gave his life in an attempt to save our planet.  I remember someone else who took a walk for our planet and ended up being killed on a cross.  Perhaps, extraordinary love is not so crazy after all.

Amen.  

––––––––
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January 26, 2017

Love Beyond Love:  Immigration and Dementia

Due to President Trump's disturbing pronouncements on immigration, our borders have filled the news recently.  Sadly, I think our political situation is only causing our borders to grow faster and faster.  Separation seems limitless.  In the midst of it all, I traveled to visit my grandmother today.  For many years, my grandmother's mind has been failing.  Every time I leave, I feel like I am leaving something behind.  Relationships are tough when only one party seems present.  On some level, I really had to force my person through the door.  It's amazing how borders can sneak up on you when you're not careful.

"Who are you?"  The question is always piercing.  The hollow look in her eyes was deeper than it was the last time I saw her.  "Who are you?"  The question repeated over and over again.  Patience was fleeting.  I didn't even know her.  How could such a wall divide us?  There had to be a way beyond the border.  Though I knew I loved her, I also knew that I loved her from the other side of the wall.  I had to find a love that was beyond the border.  I had to find a love beyond love.

Time passed slowly.  It was hard to break through all of our language differences.  I just couldn't understand her.  I knew she could understand me.  We were just so far apart.  I couldn't stop pushing.  This was my grandmother.

Eventually, I looked down at my phone.  An idea popped into my head.  I had to do something to distract me from the constant rambling.  I decided to take some pictures.  The lens was a window to something beyond.  The camera captured our funny faces.  We started to laugh.  We went deeper.  We went wider.  We went further.  The border started to crumble.  Love found us.

In the past few days, President Trump has pledged to build higher and higher walls.  Borders make greater love impossible.  Everybody says they're trying to be loving by protecting our country.  Despite the best of intentions, everyone is wrong.  There is no love in building walls.  We must find a way to go deeper.  We must find a way to go wider.  We must find a way to go further.  Our borders must crumble.  Love is there.  There is a love beyond fear.  There is a love beyond love.

Amen.

––––––––
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January 29, 2017

Where are the Christians?

Throughout our country, millions of Christians are sitting in church at this very hour.  Songs are being sung about loving Jesus.  Sermons are being preached about loving Jesus.  Communion is being taken as a physical expression of the love of Jesus.  Millions of Christians are at church seeking the love of Jesus.  The problem is that Jesus isn't in our churches.  Jesus is at the airport.  Jesus is being denied entry into the United States.  Jesus can't even get to our churches.  Jesus is stuck.  Where are the Christians?  ...rotting in the irrelevance of institutions that killed Jesus a long time ago.

Amen.

––––––––
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January 31, 2017

The Darkness is In Us

"You are the light of the world."  -Matt. 5:14

Late last night, we arrived home from a long trip.  When we entered the house, everything was dark.  With hands full of luggage, I tried to turn the light on.  After a few missed attempts, my son started to get scared.  My hands were simply too full to turn it on.  After I tried and missed again, my son screamed out, "I need some light."  We are in a similar place.  We need some light.

Can you follow Jesus while living behind the borders of the richest nation on earth?  I wonder.  It is a question that should haunt every Christian in this country.  How can we live so comfortably when so many live with so little?  In recent days, we have closed our borders to some of the most vulnerable people in the world.  We are not the light of the world.  We are purveyors of darkness.  We are responsible for whatever happens next.  How?  We are guilty by association.  We are accomplices to the crimes.  We are behind the walls.  Most Christians live like everything is ok.  Nothing is ok.  Our faith is under siege.  Our government is prohibiting us from welcoming the stranger.  Our government is prohibiting us from being Christians.  Jesus is the stranger.  Without the stranger, there is no Christianity.  While we go about our lives, the light is gone.  We are the darkness.  Somebody please get us some light.

Amen.

February 2, 2017

God Hates America 

This morning, I had the opportunity to watch the National Prayer Breakfast.  Rarely, have I seen such a display of national/civil religion.  Every speaker lifted up the United States as the home of God.  The flag was waved over and over.  There was a shared belief that peace could only come through blunt force.  God was invoked repeatedly.  As everyone asked God to bless America, I thought about the scene last weekend.  I thought about people being denied entry into our country.  I thought about families being separated.  I thought about all the lives we have destroyed through marginalization and oppression.  I thought about it all.  In the midst of the constant flow of nationalistic idolistic prayers, I realized something...there are plenty of times when God hates America.  If you don't believe me, ask those whose lives have been destroyed by America.  God is not blind.  Everything is brought to the light.  We can only ask for blessings when we are willing to bless.

Amen.  

––––––––
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February 3, 2017

Jesus Died

Yesterday, my son and I were coming home from his preschool.  In the midst of our ride, I got a message.  Someone I'd known for a long time had passed away.  After processing the news, I expressed my sadness.  In the midst of my grief, my son spoke up and said, "Dad, don't you remember that Jesus died."  In his mind, the fact that Jesus died makes death ok.

Maybe in death we are simply following Jesus.  

My grandmother always feared death.  Whenever the subject came up, she would cover her ears and make noises to drown everything out.  A few years ago, my grandmother was diagnosed with dementia and has progressively gotten worse.  After visiting her last month, I brought up someone who had died and realized that my grandmother didn't fear death anymore.  After a second of reasoning, it dawned on me that she had no idea what death was.  In the midst of her sickness, she was saved from her fear of death.

Through our sickness, Jesus brings death to our fear.

Heaven always has a way of coming up at funerals.  Great hope is placed in the great beyond.  The problem is that we are not certain about any of it.  We are simply casting up our highest hopes.  The only thing we can be sure of is death.

Jesus died.

So will we.

We can be certain of that.

Amen.

––––––––
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February 5, 2017

Jesus and Football / On the Super Bowl

Middle school is a time of dumb decisions and lively discovery.  I soaked it all up.  Thinking I would be the next Barry Sanders or Emmitt Smith, I tried out for the football team.  Taking hit after hit, I proved myself to be pretty tough.  I think my coaches were surprised that so much strength could come out of such a little body.  I made the team.  I was so excited.  They told me I was the smallest kid to ever be on the team.  About halfway through the season, my career changed.  In the midst of practice, I decided to go up against the biggest guy on the team.  He came at me as hard as he could.  When he hit me, I'm sure I flew backward about 20 yards.  Lying on my back, I came in and out.  In addition to the stars, I think I saw Jesus too.  My coaches were yelling at me to see if I was ok.  The stars didn't stop.  Everyone seemed really happy that I was alive.  That was my last play of organized football.  Scared that I would get hit even harder, my coaches benched me for the rest of the season.  Bored, I started thinking about the many ethical problems with football.  The thoughts lingered.

After decades of watching football, my former thoughts started to reemerge.  While studying at the University of Mississippi, I attended a game at the football-crazed school.  I will never forget what I saw.  Afterword, I wrote the following...  

Letter to the Editor of The Daily Mississippian

September 30, 2011

The Editor:

I experienced my first football game at Ole Miss not too long ago.  Buying into the national advertising campaigns and recent attempts to modernize campus symbolism, I expected to see a modern multiracial environment.  What I saw was quite the contrary... 

I arrived in The Grove to see thousands of white people celebrating their money and football with exotic drinks, expensive clothing, and the finest tailgating tents money can buy.  I stopped at my first tailgate to hear discussion of the joys of not being from Utah.  To which a young man, donning a pledge pin from a large campus fraternity, replied, “...at least they don’t have all these niggers.”  Honestly, looking around, I had no idea who he was talking about.  The only persons on The Grove were members of Mississippi’s white privileged elite.  The Mississippians this young man seemed to be speaking of are unable to afford the tickets or comforts he and his buddies enjoyed.  Somewhat shaken, I continued to journey toward the stadium.  Upon gate arrival, I became more frustrated when I saw African-Americans filling most of the menial/servant tasks of cleanup and security.  I bought a program from a vendor and wasn’t surprised to see most of the players were also African-Americans.  When I got to my seat, I noticed the crowd around me was all white.  The longer I sat the more I realized where I was...the Roman Coliseum.  Mississippi’s white elites scream for blood as mostly young African-Americans place their lives on the line (see former player Bennie Abram / who incurred deadly injuries while playing football) for collective white entertainment.  I left knowing, despite trite cosmetic efforts to the contrary, the historical traditions of oppression are alive and well at Ole Miss.

The entire experience made me wonder when people will get as upset about inequality as they do loosing football games.

Rev. Jeff Hood

People were not happy that I wrote this.  I didn't see how I couldn't.  I began to realize that all of my experiences helped me to realize how antithetical football is to Jesus.

At every level of the game, players are exploited.  They are consistently asked to make astronomical sacrifices with insufficient rewarded.  How much is a brain worth?  How much is a life worth?  Every play is a risk.  Every hit could be the last.  Catastrophic injuries and shortened lives are a part of every level of football.  I just can't see Jesus promoting something that leads to the destruction of one's neighbor.

Oppression is a part of football.  Minorities are asked to make great sacrifices for entertainment of the majority.  The only people getting rich off of football are the rich.  Poor folk get left out as always.  At every stadium in the country, poor folk are made to be slaves to keep the show going.  The culture of domestic violence and assault that festers in all levels of the game is intimately connected to the misogynistic violence of football.  I could go on and on.  I just can't see Jesus promoting all of this mess.

I think Jesus is begging us to stop the brutality.

Don't forget about Jesus as you watch the big game.

Amen.

––––––––
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February 7, 2017

​​

Fake News: Betsy DeVos and Corruption Past/Present

Over the last few months, I have been astounded by the fake news bubbling out of our new government. It seems like there is no lie too big for the Trump Administration. Official after official just claims whatever they want. Twitter is the vessel of choice. The good news is that many people realize that you can’t trust everything you read on social media. The goal in all of this is to master the art of manipulation. Perhaps, they’ve already mastered it. Today, the United States Senate voted to confirm Betsy DeVos to be our Secretary of Education. The vote was close, 51-50. Thankfully, truth does not depend on DeVos’ confirmation. After watching her hearing, I can honestly say that there are millions of people in our country more qualified than she to be the Secretary. DeVos fumbled basic educational question after question. Instead of admitting the truth, the Trump Administration continued to trumpet DeVos as one of the most qualified candidates for Secretary of Education in history. I cannot imagine a bigger piece of Fake News. Aware of the truth, the Trump Administration will do anything to guide the country into deception. It is import to also point out that DeVos’ family is one of the largest donors to conservative causes in the country. I imagine they think any deception is going to be well worth the effort. Make no mistake, the Trump Administration is not alone in the construction of Fake News.

In the Gospel of Matthew, an angel scares away the guards placed at the tomb of Jesus. Once they ran into the city, the chief officials paid them a large sum of money to lie about what they had experienced. The guards took the money and fervently told the people that the disciples of Jesus took the body. Regardless of what Fake News the guards shared, the truth was and is that Jesus rose from the dead. Just like the chief officials of Jesus’ day, the Trump Administration is willing to do whatever it takes to contruct and promote Fake News. Despite the lies, it is plain to see that DeVos was and is simply unqualified. Don’t worry though, truth is arisen and there is no Fake News that will live forever.

Amen.

––––––––
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February 9, 2017

The Absurdity of Time and The Existence of Jesus Christ

A few years ago, I was studying history at the University of Mississippi.  I was in a class on Latin American history.  As we discussed ancient history, I made the observation that we couldn't prove any of this happened.  Immediately, I took it a step further and further declared, "I'm not even sure we can prove that we exist.  For historians, such observations are a declaration of war.  Historians believe that the past can be proven with proper evidence.  I believe that the past can be proven with proper belief.  Since it is possible that there is no past, we construct our own past.  After about ten minutes of arguing the benefits of such deconstruction with the entire room, my professor screamed out, "God damn it!  This is not the fucking Matrix Jeff!!!"  After that, my professor cleared the room.  Immediately, he turned to me and demanded, "What the fuck was that?"  "The deconstruction of history."  "Well, don't do it again in my classroom."  "Time is a relative concept."  "Not in my classroom."  There is no fundamentalism stronger amongst the human race than the idea of time.  

––––––––
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February 10, 2017

Pastors: Your Press Conferences Suck

Early this morning, I was scrolling through my Facebook feed.  I couldn't help but notice the numerous press conferences pastors are holding all over the country.  In each one, pastors put on their stoles and jump in front of the cameras.  The problem is that such performances are unbelievable.  Just this morning, I saw pastors loudly about social justice.  Most of them are the laziest workers for the marginalized and oppressed that I know.  It's all a charade.  How many of these churches have opened their doors to give sanctuary to immigrants?  The answer is very few.  How many of these pastors have been willing to sacrifice their jobs and pensions for the least of these?  The answer is very few.  How many of these pastors have been willing to give themselves over to jail terms for justice?  The answer is very few.  How many of these pastors have held grieving mothers as they mourn the loss of their murdered children in our inner cities?  The answer is very few.  How many of these pastors are out in the streets protesting police brutality?  The answer is very few.  I could go on and on.  The answer is always very few.  Since these pastors love to pose, let's set the cameras up in the areas of greatest need to draw them there. Then, perhaps the cameras will be good for something.  Make no mistake my friends, we live in an increasingly scary time.  In the coming days, more and more will be demanded of those who seek justice.  We don't need any more pastors pontificating at press conferences.  We don't need anyone else talking about a justice they're unwilling to sacrifice for.  Now is the time for more than just words.  Now is the time for pastors to give their lives and livelihoods.

Amen.

––––––––
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February 10, 2017

Immigration Imagination

*Letter written for various newspapers.

Dear Editor,

Imagine a scenario. You're in your apartment. Your favorite show is on the television. The kids are resting in the floor. You give your partner a hug and a kiss. When the show is over, you help your kids to bed. Once they're underneath the covers, you bend over to gently kiss them on their foreheads. As you close the door, you pray for their safety. Giving your partner a kiss, you run to the store to get some food for breakfast. When the children wake up, you're gone. Overnight, Immigration and Customs Enforcement or ICE picked you up. As your children cry, they wonder if they'll ever see you again. Their remaining parent can't answer the question. You're driven to the border and pushed out of the country. As you look around, you realize that you're alone. Now, I want you to imagine that the family is white and the agents from ICE are all persons of color. Things always begin to look different when white lives are on the line. Jesus commanded that we love our neighbors regardless of their color. How can we love our neighbors and deport them?

Rev. Dr. Jeff Hood

Denton, Texas

––––––––
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February 12, 2017

​​​The Death of a Wizard

The body of the Imperial Wizard of the Ku Klux Klan in St. Louis Frank Ancona was recently found close to a river in Missouri.  This is the same man who threatened lethal force against protestors in Ferguson.  I was one of those protestors.  In some small way, I guess Ancona threatened to kill me too.  When I saw that he was dead, I briefly had a moment of celebration.  Then, I remembered Jesus.  In the midst of it all, I was pulled back to my faith.  I heard, "love your enemies."  I heard, "love your neighbors."  I heard, "pray for those who persecute you."  In the moment, l repented.  Something returned.  I thought about Ancona's family.  I thought about hate.  I thought about death.  I thought murder.  During it all, I prayed for the courage to love no matter the circumstance.  In the midst of these dangerous times, I suggest you do the same.

Amen.

––––––––
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February 13, 2017

Pedophiles in Church

For the past few decades, the church has worked hard to keep pedophiles out.  Remembering that the love of Jesus extends to all people, I'm wondering how we get them back in? 

A few years ago, I sat nervously in my office.  Watching the clock tick, I wondered what I was going to say.  I didn't have a clue.  I'd never met with a pedophile before.  When the door chimed, I was slow to answer it.  I was getting sick to my stomach.  Seeking to hide my anxiety, I reached out my hand.  After a brief shake, I showed him the way to my office.  Once we sat down, he asked me a simple question, "You know I'm a pedophile right?"  I assured him that I did.  Before we got much further, he began to tell me his story.  Repeatedly, he sought jobs and tasks that put him in contact with boys.  Often, he served as a youth minister at churches.  In the span of a decade, he had close to 20 victims.  On multiple occasions, he was able to lie his way out of charges.  Moving throughout the country, he avoided getting caught.  Eventually, federal authorities caught up with him.  Charged with multiple accounts of abuse, he took a plea bargain that gave him only 8 years in jail.  After he got out, he tried to return to being a minister.  Thankfully, churches weren't having it.  In time, he made his way to our church.  Before he finished his story, I was so sick to my stomach that I thought I was going to puke on my desk.  With much concern, he repeatedly asked, "Are you ok?"  Finally, I mustered enough strength to say, "Please continue."  "Well, I'm here because people aren't treating me right.  Sundays are the worst.  Folks won't talk to me.  Folks won't look at me.  Folks won't even sit near me.  I feel so shunned."  I didn't know what to say.  When I am at a loss for words, I invite whomever I'm with to pray.  When he reached out his hand, I wasn't sure whether to hold it or not.  I did.  After we lifted up many words, the meeting ended.  As he walked out the door, I assured him that I would pray about the situation and contact him with suggestions.  The problem was that I didn't know if I wanted there to be any solutions.

Over the next few days, Jesus started to work on my heart.  Deep in prayer, I finally realized that God commands us to love all people.  Though people have always been quick to toss the pedophiles out of the church, I realized that it was time to bring them back in.  

Eventually, I called the pedophile back and suggested a few things.  First, I suggested that he explain how he has repented and changed to all he meets.  Second, I suggested that he try and develop a close circle of friends to help him navigate the church.  Third, I suggested that he start a class for those who have struggled with pedophilia and model it after Alcoholics Anonymous (I even suggested that he call it Pedophiles Anonymous).  I also told him to call me anytime.  Hanging up, I felt like my work was done.

Not long after we talked, I left the church.  For a long time, I didn't think much of the pedophile.  I just kept going about my ministry.  One day, I was talking to a friend who still went to the church and they told me about all of the amazing work the pedophile was doing.  To say that I shocked was an understatement.  My friend even told me that the pedophile had become a leading advocate and strategist for victims of pedophilia in churches.  The Spirit washed over me and I began to weep.  I was changed.  I was saved.  I realized that I didn't have to be the only one.

God is not to be underestimated.  The vilest of sinners can be transformed.  Pedophiles belong in our churches just as much as anyone else.  In fact, I think the church is one of a limited number of places that can actually help keep them from abusing again.  It is beyond time that we welcome pedophiles back into our churches.

Amen.

––––––––
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February 14, 2017

A Love Letter to North Korea

Kim Jong-Un.

What the fuck is wrong with you?  Earlier today, you assassinated your own brother?  You are developing nuclear weapons capable of killing millions?  You starve your own people?  You continuously execute your opponents?  Is this your way of showing love?  I don't think so.  This is never the way you show love.  Such things are always evil.  I don't think you have any love in you.  I'm told not to think this way.  I'm told to think positively.  I'm told to see the best in people.  You are supposedly made in the image of God.  Quite frankly, I don't see how.  I think you're a monster.  Does that make God a monster?  I guess monsterizing someone is always the first step away from God.  If I can't love you, then I can't know God...for you are God's image.  To say that I've wrestled with this truth for a long time is an understatement.  I've racked my brain to try to find another way.  There is no other way.  'I love you' is it.  So...I love you.

Jeff Hood

––––––––
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February 15, 2017

​​​Loving Sh*t

Back in the beginning, God created people with breath and bones.  Over the last few days, I'm convinced that God also creates people with the divine ass too.  God just squats down and takes a big shit that produces some of our fellow human beings.  Though both are made in the image of God, some people are just shittier than others.

Take for instance Leslie Ray Chaping.  After he passed away, Chaping's family wrote one of the most stinging obituaries I have ever read.  These lines are notable:  “he lived...29 years longer than expected and much longer than he deserved.”  “he left behind...relieved children...and...countless other victims including an ex-wife, relatives, friends, neighbors, doctors, nurses and random strangers.”  “Leslie’s hobbies included being abusive to his family, expediting trips to heaven for the beloved family pets...”  “Leslie’s life served no other obvious purpose, he did not contribute to society or serve his community and he possessed no redeeming qualities besides quick [witted] sarcasm which was amusing during his sober days.”  "With Leslie's passing he will be missed only for what he never did; being a loving husband, father and good friend."  Yeah, it seems like God took a big shit when creating Leslie.  It also seems like he never stopped smelling or acting like shit.  

Regardless, whether one is made from the divine ass or the divine breath/bones...they are still made in the image of God.  I guess the toughest task is learning to love shit.

Amen. 

Obituary Source: ABC13 : http://abc13.com/news/woman-who-wrote-brutal-obit-says-she-meant-every-word/1749259/

––––––––
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February 16, 2017

US Refugees Seek Asylum in Canada

In ancient times, there was a maniacal man ruling the country.  Afraid that the people would rise up and challenge his rule, he ordered families to be terrorized.  One family fled.  After traveling countless miles, the family ended up in a place of safety.  The country they left further descended into chaos.

In present times, here was a maniacal man ruling the country.  Afraid that the people would rise up and challenge his rule, he ordered families to be terrorized.  One family fled.  After traveling countless miles, the family ended up in a place of safety.  The country they left further descended into chaos.

These two stories are no different.  The first is a description of the flight of the family of Jesus to escape the wrath of King Herod.  The second is a description of families that are currently fleeing to escape the wrath of the Trump administration.  The similarities are stunning.

In recent weeks, Canadians have welcomed US refugees fleeing persecution at their borders.  Often traveling through deep snow, refugees are graciously met with coats, warm spaces and food.  Under Trump, the asylum seekers feel like their lives are on the line.  With the rhetoric and actions consistently coming from the White House, who could blame them?

God is with those who flee.

God damn those who do nothing to help.

Amen.

Photos: http://mobile.reuters.com/news/picture/fleeing-to-canada-from-the-us?articleId=USRTSYU71
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February 17, 2017

Hand Washing in the Trump Era

Can you even breath?

The water is so high.

Jesus was slung in the direction of his potential executioners.  As the crowd screamed for blood, Pilate could have stopped it.  Instead, he washed his hands and absolved himself of any responsibility for what was about to happen.  Jesus was given over to death.

Immigrants were slung in the direction of their potential executioners.  As the crowd screamed for blood, we could have stopped it.  Instead, we washed our hands and absolved ourselves of any responsibility for what was about to happen.  Immigrants are given over to death.

Women were slung in the direction of their potential executioners.  As the crowd screamed for blood, we could have stopped it.  Instead, we washed our hands and absolved ourselves of any responsibility for what was about to happen.  Women are given over to death.

People of color were slung in the direction of their potential executioners.  As the crowd screamed for blood, we could have stopped it.  Instead, we washed our hands and absolved ourselves of any responsibility for what was about to happen.  People of color are given over to death.

The disabled were slung in the direction of their potential executioners.  As the crowd screamed for blood, we could have stopped it.  Instead, we washed our hands and absolved ourselves of any responsibility for what was about to happen.  The disabled are given over to death.

Prisoners were slung in the direction of their potential executioners.  As the crowd screamed for blood, we could have stopped it.  Instead, we washed our hands and absolved ourselves of any responsibility for what was about to happen.  Women are given over to death.

LGBTQ people were slung in the direction of their potential executioners.  As the crowd screamed for blood, we could have stopped it.  Instead, we washed our hands and absolved ourselves of any responsibility for what was about to happen.  LGBTQ people are given over to death.

The list could go on and on in the Trump Era.

Cowards continue to run toward the sink.

Will we too wash our hands?

I guess nobody realizes that we're all drowning.

Amen.

––––––––
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February 19, 2017

God Don't Go to Church

Does God go to church?  This is the pivotal question for the churchgoer.  If God don't go to church, then what are we doing there?  

On a particularly powerful day, I was sitting in church... and I started to become deeply troubled in my spirit.  I couldn't figure out why.  After some moments of prayer, I heard the voice of God, "I am not there...Come outside..."  Light from the heavens touched my soul.  Slowly, I was pulled outside.  The church faded away.  The streets came into focus.  God was on every corner.  Light exploded from every heart.  I knew where salvation was found.

Deeply confused, I asked God "How can this be?"  "Remember the time that I went to church?"  The Temple came into focus.  I saw God filled with rage.  Leaders constantly demanded money.  Buildings were more important than the people.  Infighting led to abuse.  Nobody seemed to come out of the space alive.  Pain killed all inkling for God.  "I couldn't just walk away."  God exploded.  No table was left unturned.  No abuse was left unpunished.  No leader was allowed to remain in the room.  God cleaned the place clean out.  "The people also ran to the light."  The pain turned into power.  In the streets people danced to celebrate their new found freedom.  God let me join them...and then...the light carried me away.
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