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The Sin of Sodom (Our Daily Bread) 

7th Sunday after Pentecost C, 7/24/22 

 

Good morning, everyone, and Happy Sunday. It was good to have a week away, 

spend some time with my younger son, and enjoy all the pleasures of…moving (!!), 

which is what we did. Our family has nearly completed a transition we began some 

three years ago from the house we raised our children in in St. Mary’s County, 

through an empty-nest apartment not far from here, and which became one reason I 

was able to be here in this pulpit, and now to a smaller house better suited to two 

empty-nesters, their adult children, and nearby family. Older than me, but not by 

much, our new home sits near forests, towns, planes, and trains, and comes with 

geraniums and great big shade trees to whom I’ve promised personally to do no harm. 

I fear for the geraniums (gerania?), and have never owned great big shade trees. These 

aren’t just any shade trees; like many outside here, these are oaks – good, solid, hearty 

American oaks, haunts of squirrels and makers of acorns, nicely set between me and 

the sun. Whether the house is made of any of their relatives, I do not know. I have 

no idea who’s going to be taking care of them or whether their intentions to me and 

mine are good or not. One never can tell with trees. 
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In the process of moving I broke a vow I once made: to never move anything in the 

summer larger than a bucket of oysters. The last time I did it, 16 years ago, was nearly 

the end of me, yet there I was again, sweating (or at least elevatoring) my books 

down from a fourth-floor apartment to sweet mother earth and then twenty miles 

away up to a second-floor library. There they shall, like the dead in Christ, stay till 

the last trump shall sound and the dead be raised incorruptible, unless I sell them or 

give them away. Which is what I will probably do, in the tradition of clergy since 

they invented codices, when time is. Our libraries tend to go to those we think can 

make better use of them in our riper years than we. There must be someone around 

who could use three good translations of Dante or the collected writings of Eliot, 

Blake, and Coleridge. Should I ever retire – and who can imagine it? – I mean to 

take the best of them with me as I follow my son’s trajectories as far north as necessary 

to escape the heat, of which this week gave all-too many examples. This is getting 

more difficult to do – or, that is, the distances one must go are getting longer. For 

we are over-warming this world, and really do need to figure out how to cool it 

down. Yet few with the power to do so have the will, and we with the will appear 

unable to make them. All of this is tragic, in the Greek sense: our hubris (call it pride) 

has turned us into a form of supercharged, amoral beaver, altering the world to benefit 

its swift and rich and strong, for a time, or a kind of Orwell’s Old Benjamin1, the 

donkey, letting them get away with it even though we know better but see no profit 

in a vain struggle against forces we cannot master. Yet that is the struggle of the artist 

– to master the forces pressing upon them, and to understand their times – and in this 

we are all artists, creating our own lives and communities within the constraints 

imposed and the possibilities allowed. The burden of those constraints, alas, falls on 

the weak and the poor and those of us with just enough leisure to understand the 

 
1 From George Orwell, Animal Farm. (London: Secker & Warburg), 1945. Print. 
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problems we’ve caused but with limited means to address them. It is to weep, but 

meanwhile, at least we still have out oak trees. 

While I was busy moving, the news kept on keeping on, reminding me as I ached 

my way through each day’s end that many of problems we face are not getting better, 

and some are getting worse. Among those making them worse are the Russian 

soldiers whom I learned this week planned their systematic rape through Ukraine – 

this both is and is not a metaphor – to break the spirit of the nation, much as their 

forebears did to Chechnya in 1999-2000 and Prussia in 1945. Also among them are 

legislators busily restricting or eliminating certain forms of health care, privacy rights, 

and personal autonomy, while doing precious little about the warming problem or 

those associated with having everyone, as they say, “packing heat.” I find it equally 

evil to brutalize people, mostly women, with sexual violence in order to destroy 

them or to bind them to a morality not of their choosing, believing that as one does 

so, one exercises virtue. Great evils are done by those who mean to do evil, but also 

quite often by those who think they do good. I could not justify what the Russian 

military and leadership are doing to Ukraine. Likewise, I could not justify forcing 

anyone (let alone a ten-year-old) to carry a pregnancy to term against their will, 

making a woman die because she can no longer survive with a fetus growing within 

her, shooting a man eighty times in the back as he runs way (as it appears some cops 

did in Akron), or waiting armed to the teeth outside a classroom while a man inside 

it gunned down children (as it appears other cops did in Uvalde). Yet these things 

are, and we witnesses to them, as the world (literally) burns.  

Thus we come to the sin of Sodom, to which our first lesson alluded. That sin is not 

the sin I was taught it was – the word that comes when you add a “-y” to the city’s 

name – by those who also thought they were exercising virtue. No: what Sodom got 

nailed for is this: “[P]ride, fulness of bread, and abundance of idleness…neither did 

she strengthen the hand of the poor and needy” (Ezekiel 16:49). The men of Sodom 
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also came as a mob to ‘know’ (i.e. sexually violate) the guests of one of their own – 

Lot, who offered them his daughters instead, though the men refused them. (It’s not 

about sex; it’s about power and violence through sex. But you knew this.) Now, 

Lot’s guests happened to be angels whom the Lord sent to see if Sodom and 

Gomorrah were as bad as He’d heard they were. It turns out, yes, they are. We saw 

it with our own eyes; they meant to do us great wrong. Had they been able to find 

ten righteous people, Abraham had gotten God to agree beforehand, He’d hold fire.  

But they didn’t find ten righteous people.  

Cue the brimstone, and aim it at who doesn’t care for their poor or respect others’ 

dignity or autonomy. Red sky at morning; sailors take warning. This is not a drill.  

But back to that word ending in “-y”. It’s sad, but perhaps predictable, that a biblical 

tale of vengeance against those who starve the poor and rape strangers got warped 

into the idea that it’s wrong to be gay. But that happened, too. It was yet one more 

example of turning soi-disant Christian ethics into abuse as certain of the faithful, 

clustered on the religious and political right, found (find?) their calling in forcing 

everyone else to live they way they want them to. These Christians – one might call 

them heretics, but not in a nice way – do this even when it violates what others want 

for themselves or denies their right and their ability to be freely who they are. Hence 

the faith-based violence against LGBTQ persons, pregnant persons who do not wish 

to be or who wish to be but can’t, or those whose religion, politics, sexuality, or 

independence of mind strikes said faith-based as wrong. Hence how they ignore, and 

would make us all ignore, the systematic and intertwined roots of racism, 

environmental degradation, and wealth inequality. Hence the rise religious and 

political movements based on the trait that scholars find at the heart of the 

authoritarian regimes, some carrying the cross, that did and do the most harm: a lack 

of empathy. To live without empathy, or to enact, ignore, or support such wrongs 

named above, is, I submit, to commit the sin of Sodom. Red sky at morning.  
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But it’s not just me who submits this. The letter to the Colossians warns against such 

behavior and those who enact it, naming as wrong any effort to force anyone’s views 

or practices on anyone else. It was wrong then, and it is wrong now. To act this way 

in the name of Christ is to push the nails on the cross a little deeper, make a vicious 

new quarter-turn in the spear in his side. We who are in Christ must not do that. 

We must not be swayed by small-minded bigots or do-it-my-way martinets, or let 

them speak for us. We must resist those who would confine to their own convictions 

the faith once delivered to the saints. We who are in Christ must be Christ to a 

broken but by no means helpless world – sheep amidst wolves, wise as snakes, 

innocent as doves. As we heard this morning, you and I “have received Christ Jesus 

the Lord,” and so must “continue to live your lives in him, rooted and built up in 

him and established in the faith, just as you were taught, abounding in thanksgiving” 

(Col.2:6-7). Love God, love your neighbor as yourself, and do all that this requires. 

One thing it requires is not to let our faith be stolen from us by those who would 

turn it into abusive nonsense or irrational religiosity in league with the politics of 

hell. This Paul to the church at Colossae.  

So, what is the church to do? Cue today’s gospel, where those who follow Jesus want 

to know how to pray. How do we pray? I think it was St. Francis who said we should 

be prayerful at all times; if necessary, use words.  

What words? Jesus gave us these: 

1. Praise God. 

2. Want the world to be as God wants it to be. 

3. Ask for what we need – and no more. 

4. Ask for forgiveness. 

5. Seek to forgive. 

6. Ask to be spared from injustice and from unjust judges, systems, or laws. 
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Then what? I mean, then what do we do? Jesus says: 

1. Give to those in need, even when it’s inconvenient. 

2. Ask for what we need (and maybe what we want). 

3. Seek what we have lost. 

4. Knock on doors that will be opened only if we do; carpe diem – seize the day. 

5. Be generous, give freely, and like it. 

6. Welcome God’s blessings. 

Prayers that use words, that is, give thanks, express wonder, and ask the power that 

made us in love to “Give us this day our daily bread.” Lord, let us make it through 

one more day with our dignity, health, and integrity intact. Give us the strength and 

conviction to be people of generosity, wise counsel, and abiding empathy for the 

troubles and dignity of others. Help us do what we must to make sure that we have 

what we need, and that others do, too. Guided by these principles, which are another 

way of expressing the two great commandments – love God and love your neighbor 

as yourself – and with one another’s support, we will change the world. We will turn 

it from what it is to what it should be, where each “can sit under their own vine and 

under their fig tree [or oak tree]; and none shall make them afraid, for the mouth of 

the Lord of hosts has spoken it” (Micah 4:4). Let it be so. Amen. 

 


