
5 Epiphany B 2015 

 

Isaiah 40:21-31 

Psalm 147:1-12, 21c 

1 Corinthians 9:16-23 

Mark 1:29-39 

 

Jesus Christ – Superstar. 

 

Among the many insights that came to some of us 

When Jesus became a rock star  

In the early 70s – 

The early 70s of the 20
th

 century, that is – 

Among the many insights was this: 

Jesus had ego needs, 

Just like the rest of us.  

 

I, at least, and maybe this was true for some of you – 

I learned in Sunday school that he was always good 

And selfless. 

I wondered about this, 

But had sung “the cattle are lowing, 

The baby awakes, 

But little Lord Jesus, 

No crying he makes,” 

And “Christian children all must be 

Mild, obedient, good as he.” 

 

My Sunday school books  

Showed him smiling as he helped at home,  

And told pious little stories 

About how kind he was to his brother.  

 

Then, when I was a teenager, 

Jesus Christ Superstar  

Came bursting on the scene. 

And Jesus became a rock star – 

Complete with an ego. 

 

It’s rock star Jesus  

We meet in today’s gospel. 

The Jesus everyone wants a piece of, 

The Jesus who needs to find his right place in the world.  

 

He had a vision, 

And a mission – 
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And he had an empty place inside himself, 

And surely, 

Like the rest of us, 

He sometimes wondered  

What could fill the hole. 

 

And sometimes, 

As the rest of us would if we had the chance 

Perhaps he let the glamor get to him. 

 

Think about it. 

It’s a red carpet moment. 

The whole city gathers around your door, 

And you give them what they want, 

What they need, 

What they long for.  

You offer them more than they can imagine. 

 

But they are always hungry for more. 

In the morning, 

Your adoring followers hunt for you, 

And at last they find you. 

 

And they say the words 

That can come so gratefully 

To our anxious, longing, lonely ears: 

Everyone is searching for you. 

 

Everyone is searching for you. 

You’re a rock star. 

 

You are the center of the world, 

Everyone loves you, 

And everything you touch 

Turns to gold.  

 

It’s hard not to love that moment, 

Hard to let it go. 

 

But looking at that red carpet moment, 

The rock star, 

Queen for a day, 

Master of the universe moment, 

I’m going to ask a question  

I have never considered so seriously before, 

And say something I’ve never before said from the pulpit. 
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What would Jesus do?   

 

Amazingly, this is one of those moments 

When scripture has a direct answer 

To a simple question. 

 

What would Jesus do? 

 

In the morning, 

While it was still very dark, 

He would get up and go to a deserted place, 

And there he would pray.  

 

How did Jesus pray, 

When he went away by himself? 

 

Scripture does not say  

how he prayed. 

 

That’s a gift. 

It leaves us free to wonder. 

We can use our imaginations, 

Our God-given creative power, 

To follow Jesus to a quiet place, 

An open place, 

A safe and sacred place, 

And there, 

Not alone, 

But in friendly partnership with him, 

We can pray. 

 

How did Jesus pray? 

 

How would you pray,  

In that space? 

 

There are as many ways  

To go to that deserted place and pray 

As there are children and women and men in the world. 

The God who numbers the stars 

Counts the hairs on our heads, 

And marks the fall of every sparrow, 

Can hear, or see, 

Or touch or taste our prayers 

No matter how they come, 
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Silent or spoken, 

Danced or sung  

Or run or cooked 

Or built with legos 

Or sobbed or shouted. 

 

God is only waiting for us, 

Like Jesus, 

To come out and pray.  

 

Come out and pray, 

In the way that brings you  

Into that deep communion that Jesus knew 

With the source of life, 

The wellspring of love. 

 

You are free to imagine  

What that prayer feels like, 

Sounds like, 

Looks like, 

And to live into that vision. 

 

Maybe you see Jesus as he prays in silence, 

As he finds an open space within himself 

Where God comes and makes a home, 

A home that grows more gracious  

And more peaceful 

The longer God stays there. 

This is what contemplatives imagine. 

 

Dancers might imagine 

That Jesus moves through the desert 

Letting his body express 

What cannot be spoken  

And embody in time what lives in eternity, 

Letting his movement give shape 

To the music of the spheres. 

 

Musicians know that Jesus  

When he sang a hymn 

Opened his heart and let beauty 

and meaning flow through him. 

And so they do the same, 

Praying twice as they sing and play. 

 

Those who know God in the traditions of the church, 
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The daily prayers of the faithful  

Through many generations, 

They can hear Jesus, with them, 

Saying the psalms  

And listening to the stories.  

 

Maybe he sat in silence. 

Maybe he danced, maybe he sang. 

Maybe he prayed in the words of the psalms.  

Maybe he cooked a meal for himself 

Or for friends. 

Maybe he ran or hiked or biked. 

However we imagine Jesus prayed, 

When he went out to a deserted place, 

However we imagine he prayed, 

We too can pray. 

Maybe not well, 

Maybe not long, 

But we can pray,  

As he prayed. 

 

When we pray  

As he prayed, 

We discover that we can be free 

As he is free. 

 

Prayer transforms Jesus from a rock star 

On the red carpet 

Into his own truest self, 

the image and likeness of God, 

healing the heartbroken,  

gathering the lost, 

calling us by name. 

 

Prayer makes him himself, 

And not who we want him to be. 

When everyone is looking for him, 

He is looking for God. 

 

Prayer empties him and fills him, 

So that the power at work in him 

Is the power of God. 

 

When he gathers the lost, 

And heals the broken hearted, 

And calls us all by name, 
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It is God who is gathering and healing and calling. 

 

When he goes to that deserted place to pray, 

He lets go all his own power, 

Any longing he might have 

To do his own thing, 

To feed on the need of others, 

To bask in the gratitude 

And buy into the expectations. 

 

Jesus is free of the rock star fantasy, 

And free of our longing to project it back onto him. 

He sees it and knows it, 

And then he lets it go.  

 

Everyone is looking for you, 

Say the friends who are themselves caught up in his spell, 

Who are always wanting him to be what they want. 

 

It is prayer that gives him the strength 

And the grace, 

To say 

Let us go on. 

 

On to the waiting world. 

On to the places where new life is springing up, 

On to the broken places, 

Where there are always more of us 

lying in the dust, 

dragging our broken hearts, 

Or our broken bones, 

Through weary days and sleepless nights. 

 

Jesus knows what that feels like too. 

When that happened to him, 

Jesus prayed. 

 

Alone, afraid, in danger, 

Jesus prayed. 

And then he went on. 

 

How can we do that? 

How can we move off the red carpet, 

Or out of the dust, 

And go on, 

Following him on the way?  
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We do what Jesus did. 

He would go to a deserted place, 

And there he would pray. 

 

When he prayed, 

The world with all its cares and wants and needs 

Would settle back into its place, 

Into the secure hands of the one 

Who made it, 

And keeps it spinning, 

And wills its good.  

 

But that is the beginning, 

Not the end of the story. 

 

What would Jesus do? 

He would hold onto the vision – 

His vision of the kingdom of God. 

And he would keep pursuing his mission – 

Going out into the neighborhood 

To proclaim the message,  

The heal, to make whole, 

To welcome and include. 

He would do those things. 

 

After he prayed, 

He would listen the voices of those who called to him, 

And though he would not do what they wanted, 

He would do what he came to do. 

He would bring the good news, 

Good news made real in healing, 

Helping, holding, 

Feeding, 

Welcoming, and serving. 

 

One person got it. 

Out of all the people who wanted something from him, 

Wanted him to be there when they looked for him, 

Wanted him to be their superstar, 

One person in this story 

Knows what Jesus would do, 

If he were in her shoes, 

Or in her weary, shoeless, 

Maybe toothless body. 

Simon’s mother in law. 
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What she did, we can do. 

She caught the vision, 

And knew her mission. 

Not the same as ours, 

But the mission for her, 

In her time and place. 

 

What did she do? 

 

When the fever left her, 

She opened her eyes, 

And saw, looking back at her, 

All the promises of God 

Living and true, 

And come to stay in her house. 

 

What could she do, 

But roll out the red carpet? 

 

 

 


