13th Ordinary Time, Year C, June 26th
1 Kings 19:16-21

Psalm 16

Galatians 5: 1, 13-18

Luke 9:51-62

Jesus sure is in a funk. He’s depressed and angry. He pouts.

Who can blame him? He’s on his way to Jerusalem to be killed. Last week he told his disciples about this. He shared his depression and anger by saying that his disciples themselves will have to carry crosses and be prepared to die.

Gloomy is Jesus. Well, he wanted to become human and human he is. His emotions get the better of him.

Today he rebukes his disciples. He complains he has nowhere to stay for a rest. He even tongue lashes a potential disciple who only wants to bury his father first. Jesus gives him a snarky response.

Jesus sure is in a funk.

We get that way too, especially when everything goes wrong all at once. Our mood changes and we sometimes lash out and dump on the people we know best. They are there always and easy targets for our misplaced emotions.
With Jesus, however, we must understand all this action was leading up to the crucifixion. After which, his mood changes of course. Then he’s over the hump of hate and betrayal. He realizes that his Father remains true to his Son. Jesus has new life of peace and joy.
I think what we have to do is follow his example. Sure we have crosses to bear but we must keep an eye on the resurrected life. Troubles are the potholes we encounter in the journey of life. We have to keep our eyes on the end of the journey and not make the pothole an abyss nor fall into road rage blaming others along the way.

Our attitude must be Christ’s. Yes, depression and anger that we must get through, but keeping our eyes on the prize.

One of the ways to put life’s potholes into perspective is to have a sense of humor. Not humor “ha-ha” but a shake of the head, a few cuss words, then let your heart know that there will be an end to your troubles and you are never left alone in your worries.
Take my friend Jeff. He’s the guy that if anything bad is going to happen, it is going to happen to him.
He gave a call last week, just to catch up. Jeff’s a carpenter and he was putting up a steel shed and roof. He was cutting some 2x4s. He said he was cross-cutting and the blade of the saw took off the tip of his pinky finger. He had no time for emergency care knowing that stitches wouldn’t help.
He ran home to his wife , Mary. He shouted, “Mary, where’s the triple bacteria ointment. She brought it to him. He said it was like getting out the last squeeze of toothpaste out of the tube.

“Where’s the band aids? I know we have at least five boxes in the house.” Couldn’t find a one.

“Well, bring me some gauze. I know we have at least five rolls of the stuff.” Couldn’t find a one.

“Some paper towels, please.” Jeff wrapped his pinky in paper towels. Secured the wound with duct tape. And then went back to the job.

Jeff’s used to such things happening  and relates his stories with aplomb and humor.

Jeff then said he got back to the job, picked up a drill and tried to start a screw. Well of course you know what he said next.
“I was holding the screw in my left hand and applied a lot of pressure on the drill. The drill slipped off the screw and went into my wounded pinky finger. It hurt more that when I sliced off the tip.”

I said, “Jeff, how could you manage that when your finger is now so much shorter?”

Jeff laughed and laughed. Humor. A pothole in the road of life. Just travel through to the other side.

The moral of the story can be taken from our psalm, Psalm 16.

Keep me , O God, for in you I take refuge. I set the Lord before me; with him at my right hand I shall not be disturbed. 

Therefore my heart is glad and my heart rejoices my body too abides in confidence.

You will show me the path to life, fullness of joys in your presence, the delights at your right hand forever.

Jeff and Jesus. What a pair. Sometimes it is hard to live but live we must

 to and through to the end.
