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What Does the Lord Require of Us? 

17th Sunday after Pentecost C, 10/2/22 

 

“I am glad to live,” said Anne, “in a world in which there are Octobers.”1 Anne of 

Green Gables, that is; surely you didn’t think I meant Anne Rice, Bradstreet, or 

Boleyn. Given the glorious week we had this week in this region, and pace the 

horrors that recent hurricanes have done to places near and far, I could not agree 

more with the bright-eyed young lady from fair Prince Edward Isle. I claim this even 

if I did not, as she did in the novel, come “dancing in with her arms full of gorgeous 

boughs,” much to the annoyance of the character Marilla, who finds the bright red 

maples leaves Anne’s brought in to be “messy things” adding little but dirt and clutter 

to the home she tries so hard to keep clean. Marilla does not like Anne’s decision to 

keep the maple branches in her bedroom, noting that such rooms are simply “made 

to sleep in.” Anne agrees, but says that there places in which to dream. She further 

adds, “And you know one can dream so much better in a room where there are 

pretty things.” Early autumn in the mid-Atlantic, from here to PEI and beyond, offers 

us, to say the least, in every direction the eye can see a whole series of such ‘pretty 

things’.  

Yes: it is good to live in a world in which there are Octobers. Cool, dry air, thanks 

be to all that is holy. Lengthening nights to spend by warming campfires. The harvest 

coming in rich and full, from barrels of apples to wagonloads of pumpkins, the first 

of the potatoes, and the last of the kale. Broadleaf trees preparing for winter, and by 

sheer happenstance doing so in the bright reds and coppers Anne so loved, and in the 

oranges and yellows and bronzes and all the rest that awaits from the warm side of 

 
1 L.M. Montgomery, Anne of Green Gables, chapter 16. […]. Website source: 

http://www.literaturepage.com/read/anneofgreengables-115.html. .  

http://www.literaturepage.com/read/anneofgreengables-115.html
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the rainbow beneath all that summer green, brightening the shorter days that we are 

wise not to waste. Beauty is a fleeting thing, whether in youth or age, and if you miss 

it when it is here, it will not return. This all will end in the chill dark of winter, after 

all, when (as Emily Dickinson reminds us) “Nature, like us, is often found without 

her diadem,” and before that in the cold November rain. “Nothin’ lasts forever,” as 

Guns N’ Roses reminds us in their song “November Rain,” “and we both know 

hearts can change.”2 Whether that is good or bad depends on the nature of the 

change, but love rarely flames again once it has cooled, nor do fallen leaves climb 

back up to nourish again the trees from which they were pushed. That song opens 

one of the most poignant, and most perceptive, lines I know. It is reaching for a 

rhyme, which is always dangerous, and is as easy to miss as it is hard to forget: “When 

I look into your eyes / I can see a love restrained.” She into whose eyes he looks has, 

unlike Anne, learned that one who would live in a world in which there are Octobers 

must also accept life in a world in which there are Novembers.  

This October, in preparation for an election in November that is likely to have 

profound consequences at home and abroad, we join several Episcopal and Methodist 

churches throughout our region and the nation in what’s come to be called the BE 

Campaign. The collects, prayers, and readings set for this month focus on themes we 

heard this morning first from the book of the prophet Micah: “What does the Lord 

require of us? To do justice, love kindness, and walk humbly with God” (Micah 6:8). 

Being people who do these things is the flip side, and the point, of our making this 

parish a spiritual home in which each of us can sit beneath our own vine and fig tree 

with none to make us afraid. Fearless, we stand for justice, and do the work of justice 

as best we can. Our faith demands, and our world requires, no less. We love kindness 

because it is not worth living in a world in which people are not kind. We have had 

 
2 Emily Dickinson, “The Sky is low – the Clouds are mean,” The Poems of Emily Dickinson (n.d.). Public 

Domain. Darren A Reed / Duff McKagan / Izzy Stradlin / Matt Sorum / Saul Hudson / W. Axl Rose, 

“November Rain” lyrics © 1991 Sony/ATV Music Publishing LLC, Universal Music Publishing Group. 
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enough of meanness, division, anger stoked by manipulative and murderous liars, and 

of human beings in need being treated as little more than rubbish to be swept off the 

road or onto somebody else’s island. Humble, we walk, whether in sunshine or in 

rain, with the God who made them both and us to enjoy and endure them, loving 

our neighbors as ourselves even when our neighbors don’t or can’t, or get stomped 

on when they try.  

Mindful of this, we remind ourselves of the essential words of the Epistle of James, 

which we also just heard: that “faith by itself, if it has no works, is dead” (James 2:17). 

It does no good to wish people peace and good fortune if you do nothing to help 

them find peace or good fortune. It does nothing to wish a person a good dinner 

unless you know they have the means to get one. If we don’t organize and share our 

resources in such a way that no-one goes without, we show that we don’t really care 

whether they do or do not. We show that we don’t really want everyone to live 

under their own vine and fig tree with none to make them afraid, but that our faith 

stops where Lady Day thought it did, in the words of her song, “God bless the child 

that’s got his own.” Here’s that song’s searing opening lines: 

Them that's got shall have 
Them that's not shall lose 
So the Bible said and it still is news3 

 
The BE Campaign would like to answer that news with Good News. It hopes to 

remind us that the essential work of faith is to make the world just and the people in 

it good, that each should have and none should lose. It hopes to empower us to make 

the intersection of politics and religion something other than what it typically is: a 

crossroads in Hell at which meet the chief idolatries of false religions: misogyny, anti-

intellectualism, homophobia, a hatred of free minds and bodies, a desire to force 

 
3 Billie Holiday and Arthur Herzog, Jr., “God Bless the Child,” © Edward B Marks Music Company, 1939. 
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people to live by brutalizing laws, and an orgy of cruelty against those deemed unfit, 

unworthy, different, or wrong.  

True religion, by contrast, does justice, loves mercy, and walks humbly with God. 

Choose wisely. 

Jesus did, and showed us how. He got up and read in the synagogue the words from 

the prophet that told the people to expect just that, today, right now, only to have 

them throw him out on his ear. Our lesson this morning didn’t mention the 

throwing-out part, but it’s key to the whole thing. “Is this not Joseph’s son?” they 

ask, knowing full well that it is. “Who’s he to be speaking that way?” The people in 

that synagogue didn’t want to hear that true religion meant bringing justice for the 

poor, healing to the sick, and freedom to those who were not free. They didn’t want 

to hear that their work – our work – is to name, understand, and overcome the 

systems that keep wealth flowing to them that’s got and away from them that’s not, 

ruining the environment and consuming irreplaceable resources as they do so.  

Maybe they didn’t want to hear it because they liked where they’d placed in the rat 

race of their time and didn’t want anyone worse off than they were taking their stuff 

in the name of ‘justice’ or ‘equality’. Their perspective may have been: “I worked 

hard for what I got. Don’t take it to give to them that didn’t.” God blessed this child, 

they maybe said; I got my own. Leave me alone while you go get yours. 

Perhaps. Then again, perhaps they understood all-too well that the systems that 

organize the world did it on purpose to the benefit of the few, not the many; that 

those who got didn’t get it all on their own; and that when injustice gets too sharp 

and inequalities too unequal, people won’t stand for it. We who are the many will 

not leave too many behind or sit quietly while what we all got in common is taken 

or ruined to benefit the few. Why should we? Perhaps the people who listened to 

Jesus that morning heard that fey spirit in his voice as well – “Today this scripture is 
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fulfilled in your hearing” – and got scared. “If he means it,” they might’ve said. “If 

he’s serious about changing things to make them that much better, they’ll kill him, 

and any of us who stand with him.” Which is, of course, what happened.  

And which brings us back to October, to Anne’s world, a world of pretty things, if 

not only pretty things. Does everyone get to have them? Everyone should. Do all 

people get to celebrate whatever month in their region they fine to be the loveliest, 

as Anne found October to be on Canada’s fair Prince Edward Island? They should. 

Do they know this? I think they know this. They might not know how to get there. 

So we who do must show them, and help enable them. It might mean changing how 

the world uses energy and gets its resources, but if so, so be it. We can do this. We 

just have to want to enough. Do our neighbors know beautiful things beyond our 

ken? Then they should show them to us, not so that we steal them, but so that we 

all share them. There is beauty enough, and bread enough, in this world for all to 

have enough – if we choose to make it so. Let us choose to make it so. Amen.  

 


