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What a weird week it’s been.  Has it been a weird week for anyone else?  I was trying to decide 

why it was so strange and I think it was the contrast between the remembrances around the King 

holiday and the analyses of the State of the Union.  It was like two completely different worlds 

were running into each other: a world where we honor working together and a world where we 

explore how completely uninterested we are in working together.  That happens all the time.  But 

this week, it just stood out. 

One of today’s readings is from Jonah.  He’s considered a minor prophet.  Not because he was 

unimportant, but because his book is short.  You might have noticed that when you did the 

responsive reading today.  Major or minor, we tend to think of prophets of people who see into 

the future.  Perhaps a better way of describing a prophet is someone who sees under the present, 

to what is really going on, and therefore has a better idea of what’s coming.  From time to time, 

someone will ask if there any prophets today.  Dr. King’s name comes up, so does Gandhi’s.  

Nelson Mandela, Mother Teresa, Aung Sang Suu Kyi.  From what I’ve heard of her, Betty Hall 

was a kind of local prophet, helping Brookline figure out how to live better as a community.  

Who else am I forgetting? 

In its own way, the State of the Union speech is a kind of prophecy, I guess.  It’s supposed to 

look under the present turbulence and see what’s really going on to give us a better idea what’s 

coming.  I didn’t hear the speech itself, the cold I had last week knocked me out early.  So as I 

made my bed and puttered around the house on Wednesday morning, I was listening to the radio.  

I understand that if you’re a national figure and you’re on national radio, you’re going to 

promote your party and devalue the opinions of the other party.  That makes sense if you want to 

keep rising in importance.  Plus plenty of folks think it makes for entertaining radio. 

But I had to turn it off.  I didn’t want that kind of nonsense in my home and I told the radio as 

much in far ruder terms.  The best I can describe it, I would say that it hurt.  It hurt my heart to 

hear all these people, from both sides, plainly intelligent and articulate being so inauthentic.  

They were not lying at all, but they were not being real people.  Both sides were talking about 

some level of ideological purity that didn’t seem to me to be able to exist in the world of grocery 

stores and gas stations and washing machines that I live in. 

I can see some of you squirming trying to figure out if I know Melanie was a politician and 

might be one again.  I do.  I can’t articulate where that kind of inauthentic persona becomes the 

norm for politicians, or at least politicians in the media.  I’m guessing its above the local or state 

level.  But maybe not.  Or maybe not for everyone.  I learn valuable lessons by working and 

worshipping with you incredible people every week.  Perhaps I can learn how to find the 

authentic under the veneer, so I don’t have to turn off my radio in a fit of pique. 

In the quiet after the radio went off, I realized that when I thought of Dr. King, I thought of him 

giving his speeches, or leading the marches.  I thought of him taking photographs with presidents.  

I even thought of him in jail.  But I did not think of him doing his job, convincing people that his 

dream needed to become a reality.  Every day he had to come into contact with people who were 
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not being real.  The media then was different than the media now, but not that different.  Human 

beings don’t change that much.   

However much I disliked what was coming out of the radio, I could turn it off, telling it to hush 

up, or something like that.  How much worse did it have to be in person?  How much worse did 

it have to be to have your PhD, to have hundreds of thousands of people following your lead, to 

have parents willing to risk their children, only to have all of that dismissed to your face.  Then 

to take that dismissal and have to find a way to convince that person to work with you, to see the 

world in a new way?  How much did Dr. King have to love this country, to love what he believed 

this country could become, to put up with that?  I had thought about all physical violence that 

surrounded him.  But I had not thought about all the soul destroying posturing that he would 

have to endure daily to bring all of us closer to the nation he saw we could be.  And it wasn’t just 

enduring that posturing, it was accepting, maybe even embracing it, because the only way 

change was going to come was through authentic connection between authentic people. 

But here’s the other thing I noticed in the coverage this week.  Almost everyone referred to him 

as Dr. King, as I have up to now.  He had earned his PhD at Boston University in systematic 

theology in 1955.  But he was ordained in 1948.  Almost no one referred to him as Rev. Dr. King 

and that omission is significant. 

You don’t need to be a minister to be a Christian but if you’re a minister, well, you’re supposed 

to have signed up on the Christian team.  When you read about Rev. King, you hear that his 

theology of turn the other cheek and Jesus’ command to Peter to put his sword back into the 

sheath underlie Rev. King’s non-violent approach to social change. 

He lived out turning the other cheek and loving your neighbor.  But until I was turning off the 

radio, I didn’t think of how many times a day, how many days a year, he had to turn to his faith 

to build authentic connections with the people who opposed everything he was working toward, 

everything he believed in so ardently.  That isn’t turning the other cheek or loving your neighbor.  

Or it is, but it’s so much more than that.  Like it says in 1 Corinthians today, he was able to live 

as though the world was not the way it was.  Every day he had to come into contact with people 

who were not being real, who were living as if the way the world was was the way it would 

always be.  He didn’t discard them, he convinced them. 

Contrast that with Jonah, walking through Nineveh saying “Forty days more and Nineveh shall 

be destroyed.”  That not’s convincing anyone of anything.  That’s just being a pickle puss.  He 

didn’t expect anyone to change.  He didn’t act in any way that invited people to change.  They 

had to already be at a tipping point if that sorry message was going to work.  Jonah was doing 

exactly what God had asked him to do, but he had no expectations it would work and he seems to 

have gone out of his way to make it not work. 

I know there are plenty of times when being a Christian means extra work.  You have to control 

yourself when someone comes around with really juicy gossip.  You have to love thy neighbor, 

even when your neighbor is piling snow at the end of your driveway when it’s not necessary.  

You don’t get to judge lest you be judged.  There seems to be an awful lot that gets put on the 

nice-christians-don’t-do-that list. 

We don’t always remember that being a Christian gives you strengths too.  You learn skills that 

let live as though the present form of this world is passing away. 

[Rev. Dr. Martin Luther King, “I Have a Dream” 11:17 to end] 
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And so even though we face the difficulties of today and tomorrow, I still have a dream. It is a 

dream deeply rooted in the American dream. 

I have a dream that one day this nation will rise up and live out the true meaning of its creed: 

"We hold these truths to be self-evident, that all men are created equal." 

I have a dream that one day on the red hills of Georgia, the sons of former slaves and the sons of 

former slave owners will be able to sit down together at the table of brotherhood. 

I have a dream that one day even the state of Mississippi, a state sweltering with the heat of 

injustice, sweltering with the heat of oppression, will be transformed into an oasis of freedom 

and justice. 

I have a dream that my four little children will one day live in a nation where they will not be 

judged by the color of their skin but by the content of their character.  

I have a dream today! 

I have a dream that one day, down in Alabama, with its vicious racists, with its governor having 

his lips dripping with the words of "interposition" and "nullification" -- one day right there in 

Alabama little black boys and black girls will be able to join hands with little white boys and 

white girls as sisters and brothers. 

I have a dream today! 

I have a dream that one day every valley shall be exalted, and every hill and mountain shall be 

made low, the rough places will be made plain, and the crooked places will be made straight; 

"and the glory of the Lord shall be revealed and all flesh shall see it together."2 

This is our hope, and this is the faith that I go back to the South with. 

With this faith, we will be able to hew out of the mountain of despair a stone of hope. With this 

faith, we will be able to transform the jangling discords of our nation into a beautiful symphony 

of brotherhood. With this faith, we will be able to work together, to pray together, to struggle 

together, to go to jail together, to stand up for freedom together, knowing that we will be free one 

day. 

And this will be the day -- this will be the day when all of God's children will be able to sing 

with new meaning: 

My country 'tis of thee, sweet land of liberty, of thee I sing.  

Land where my fathers died, land of the Pilgrim's pride,  

From every mountainside, let freedom ring!  

And if America is to be a great nation, this must become true. 

And so let freedom ring from the prodigious hilltops of New Hampshire. 

Let freedom ring from the mighty mountains of New York. 

Let freedom ring from the heightening Alleghenies of Pennsylvania.  

Let freedom ring from the snow-capped Rockies of Colorado. 
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Let freedom ring from the curvaceous slopes of California. 

But not only that: 

Let freedom ring from Stone Mountain of Georgia. 

Let freedom ring from Lookout Mountain of Tennessee. 

Let freedom ring from every hill and molehill of Mississippi. 

From every mountainside, let freedom ring. 

And when this happens, and when we allow freedom ring, when we let it ring from every village 

and every hamlet, from every state and every city, we will be able to speed up that day when all 

of God's children, black men and white men, Jews and Gentiles, Protestants and Catholics, will 

be able to join hands and sing in the words of the old Negro spiritual: 

                Free at last! Free at last! 

                Thank God Almighty, we are free at last! 


