
 1 

Easter 6A   Acts 17:22-31   I Peter 3:13-22   John 14:15-21 

 

If you do a rapid read of the gospel of John you will find things slowing down to a crawl 

when you get to chapter 14. 

So much of the high drama is behind you. The Last Supper is over. Judas has beaten a 

path out from among them to do his dark deed. 

Feet have been washed. And Jesus begins to speak in words like this: 

Love one another; do not be afraid; believe in God, believe also in me. Where I am going you 

cannot follow me know, but I will not leave you orphaned. I go to prepare a place for you, 

and if I go and prepare a place for you, I will come again and take you to myself, so that 

where I am, you may be also. 

In John’s Gospel Jesus continues on like this for four whole chapter, telling his disciples 

what they really need to know before he leaves them. 

Where he is going is to die. 

But here, this time, it sounds more like he is going to a big family reunion with his father 

that no one else is invited to just yet. He is leaving them in charge while he is gone 

He will be back, but he raises their anxiety about how long he will be away. 

“A little while,” he reassures them, “and you will see me.” 

If you have to reassure someone that you’re not abandoning them, it may be because they 

feel you slipping away. 

“I will not leave you orphaned,” he says. But it is not clear how he will keep that promise. 

In a few hours, his arrest, trial, crucifixion and death will all have been accomplished. It 

will feel as if he has, in fact, abandoned them, or been torn away from them. 

A few of them did see Jesus later on, but then he was gone again. Those he leaves behind 

lose him, and without him, they lose whatever security they might have felt in the world. 

After his death, they take refuge by hiding, isolated from each other and afraid of 

everything on the other side of locked doors. 
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A little while becomes a long while, and then a lifetime, and then many lifetimes; five 

years, 500 years, then a thousand. 

Now, from where we sit, it has been so long that some of us may have begun to wonder if 

we are in fact orphaned after all. 

Is he gone or isn’t he? And if gone, what are we doing without him? And if not, where in 

the world is he, exactly? 

Abandonment.  

I have been reminded of the human experience of abandonment in recent days in regard 

to military veterans. With you, I have listened to the extraordinary allegations of VA 

hospital abandonment, watched the grief-filled interviews of deliberately delayed 

treatment, some of which may well have been the cause of the death that resulted.  

This is a complex issue that is prone to oversimplification. However,  some men and 

women who served, at great cost, are experiencing abandonment. 

This weekend, we observe Memorial Day, begun in 1868 as a remembrance of the dead at 

the end of the Civil War. It remains a moment in our civic life to take seriously the 

human costs of wars exacted from those who fight them.  

However, just like so many forgotten good intentions in life, the remembrance has so 

often receded to the background, or even been forgotten, while the hot dogs and beer and 

picnics retain their place on the Day. We can fail to hold them in remembrance. 

 

In the NYT on Friday a writer reflected on one of the city’s biggest Memorial Day parades 

that use to go down Eastern Parkway in Brooklyn, for more than a century, thick with 

crowds watching veterans pass under the Grand Army Plaza arch.  

He writes, “But now there are only lonely little plaques at the foot of some trees along the 

parkway. Each one commemorates a Brooklynite fallen in WW I.” 

The plagues were formerly attached to the wrought-iron fences, but then the fences were 

removed.  
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He continues, poignantly, “So the city put the plagues in the ground. Grass grew, earth 

shifted. Many plagues were hidden. Others were stolen.” 

Recently, some of those plagues were rescued. 

“They dug them all up and reset them,” said Prisco De Angelis, an 82 year old Korean War 

veteran. “We had a ceremony,” he added. 

The NYT writer then suggested, “You may go brush one off yourself on Monday.” It seems 

like abandonment. 

 The human costs of war have always been higher than we have known how to 

count.  

The Iraq and Afghanistan conflicts have brought that reality vividly to our consciousness 

as we are almost daily aware of the soul and mind and spirit injuries of returning military 

we read about or hear of, or even know about in someone close to us. 

 

We are now becoming more aware of a deeper than physical injury among our military. It 

is called moral injury, the impact of war on the moral conscience of returning veterans. 

It emerges as our women and men transition back into civilian society still carrying the 

inner wounds of combat life, and now are expected to function with the moral code of 

civil society. 

Tragically, the result is so often feeling worthless and unlovable. Social isolation and 

despair and depression can overtake many and lead to suicidal thinking or suicide. It is 

called moral injury. It is deep hurt visited on many among all those who have only done 

that which their nation has asked of them – to go to war. 

 

So now, how do the lessons we have read this morning intersect with our lives as we live 

into this Memorial Day weekend, and on a Sunday when Atticus Epstein is baptized into 

Christ and into his One Holy Catholic and Apostolic Church? 

The 1 Peter lesson makes a simple but profound point when it compares church baptism 

to Noah’s ark. Indeed, the church is called to be a place of refuge, safety and salvation. 



 4 

The vocation of the church is to be community wherein we find the truest Advocate of 

our lives, the one of whom Jesus speaks in our gospel of John lesson, the Comforter for 

the deepest wounds of our lives and Counselor in our deepest challenges. 

The Ark and the Advocate offered to any and all. To the many in all their variety.  

Traditional church architecture has expressed the story of Noah. Where you are sitting 

today is called the nave. And the word nave comes the Latin word “navis,” meaning ship, 

just as a collection of ships is a navy. 

The church nave symbolizes a ship with its often-vaulted ceiling similar to an inverted 

keel. The church as a safe place in a storm. 

 

In John, the holy Advocate is to be with us forever, to abide with us and we along side of 

the Advocate. And that is literally the meaning of advocate; One who calls us to her side; 

One who stands along side of us, as counselor, helper, encourager, comforter; as 

Advocate; as One who has our back when under threat. 

 

This morning Atticus Leopold Epstein will be baptized by water and spirit into the 

company of the Advocate, the One who is good news for all of orphaned humankind. 

He will be welcomed, as we have been welcomed, into the community of the Holy 

Advocate, where with one another we can experience the One who will never leave our 

side, where we are never orphaned but always remain in the company of the Heavenly 

Parent. 

“I will not leave you orphaned,” says Jesus. 

 

And there is another intersecting of the gospel for today with our life together this 

Memorial Day weekend. 

We know how easily so many of the emotionally and physically wounded veterans can 

remain hidden from our sight and poorly served. I read just yesterday that according to 
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the American Family Survey over 250,000 of our veterans are without medical insurance 

and that many more than that are living in poverty and neglect and often homeless. 

Even though most of them are eligible for such benefits under the Affordable Care 

Act. 

And this is by neglect of Congress and many of the States. 

Figures and statistics will vary, but it all adds up to what appears like knowing neglect. 

 

The community of the Holy Advocate has an inside life, but also and outside life, an 

inside-out life, a life very much within the powers and privileges and systems of the 

world. 

Jesus says, “I will not leave you orphaned; I am coming to you.”  

That promise belongs to and enfolds little Atticus within the ark of this ship, the ark of 

this faith community. 

Just so, and no less, the Holy Advocate brooding over the pain and isolation of those who 

suffer in body and soul, including so many of our veterans, yearns to bring justice and 

healing and provision to those outside of this ark of faith. 

How and when and where in this world we join the (brooding) Holy Advocate to bring 

some justice and hope and love to those, veterans or not, who experience abandonment– 

that is a matter for prayerful discernment, as we listen to the wind blowing among us and 

inside of us. 

 

Surely it is a call not open to question, just as our promises made today to Atticus are not 

open to question. 

 

What a wonderful future we have as we take both the measure of our love for our 

children and the measure of our conviction and courage in God’s world, where the Holy 

Advocate is already present and will never leave our side. 
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