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Explorers Sunday school 
Trinity United Methodist Church 

Beaumont, Texas 
March 7, 2021 

Third Sunday of Lent 
 

 
 

 
 
 
Gospel text for this Sunday of the Church Year:  John 2:12-25 
 
After this he went down to Capernaum with his mother and brothers and his disciples. 
There they stayed for a few days. 
 
When it was almost time for the Jewish Passover, Jesus went up to Jerusalem. In the 
temple courts he found men selling cattle, sheep, and doves, and others sitting at 
tables exchanging money. So he made a whip out of cords, and drove all from the 
temple area, both sheep and cattle; he scattered the coins of the money changers and 
overturned their tables. To those who sold doves he said, “Get these out of here! How 
dare you turn my Father’s house into a market!” 
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His disciples remembered that it is written: “Zeal for your house will consume me.” 
 
Then the Jews demanded of him, “What miraculous sign can you show us to prove 
your authority to do all this?” 
 
Jesus answered them, “Destroy this temple, and I will raise it again in three days.” 
 
The Jews replied, “It has taken forty-six years to build this temple, and you are going 
to raise it in three days?” But the temple he had spoken of was his body. After he was 
raised from the dead, his disciples recalled what he had said. Then they believed the 
Scripture and the words that Jesus had spoken. 
 
Now while he was in Jerusalem at the Passover Feast, many people saw the 
miraculous signs he was doing and believed in his name. But Jesus would not entrust 
himself to them, for he knew all men. He did not need man’s testimony about man, 
for he knew what was in a man. 
 

* * * 
 
Why is Jesus angry? In Matthew, Mark and Luke’s account of this episode, what 
angers Jesus is profiteering. (“You have made it a den of robbers.”)   
 
John’s account shifts the light from dishonesty to a system that monetizes worship in 
the first place. “How dare you turn my Father’s house into a market?” 
 

Cattle for sale if you are rich 
Sheep if your budget is less 
And if you’re poor and want to please God 
A dove will do, I guess 
 
Step right up to the crowded pen 
Not a blemish on any of these 
They’re guaranteed to make God smile 
As they bleed and drop to their knees 
 
But wait! The coins in your pocket 
Are sufficient, but not the right kind 
You’ll have to queue up for Temple coins 
Then report back to this line 

 
Long have the prophets asked the disruptive question: What if God is not smiling at 
this scene, but heartbroken? What if God prefers contrition, mercy, and justice to 
rivers of animal blood? What if God dreams of free and direct communion with 
people, “in spirit and in truth”?  
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Finally, what harm are we wreaking, by our lazy prideful systems? Ah, but look at 
Leviticus, Lord. Did you not command blood sacrifice? We’re just trying to keep the 
system running smoothly. Why can’t this revolutionary rabbi from Nazareth leave 
things alone?  Well, even if he did, the stones would cry out, heaving in outrage at the 
bleating and the blood. As if in agreement, here’s a poem that just found me: 
 

Map, by Linda Hogan 
 
This is the world 
so vast and lonely 
without end, with mountains 
named for men 
who brought hunger 
from other lands, 
and fear 
of the thick, dark forest of trees 
that held each other up, 
knowing fire dreamed of swallowing them 
and spoke an older tongue, 
and the tongue of the nation of wolves 
was the wind around them.  
Even ice was not silent. 
It cried its broken self 
back to warmth. 
But they called it 
ice, wolf, forest of sticks, 
as if words would make it something  
they could hold in gloved hands, 
open, plot a way 
and follow. 
This is the map of the forsaken world. 
This is the world without end 
where forests have been cut away from their trees. 
These are the lines wolf could not pass over. 
This is what I know from science: 
that a grain of dust dwells at the center 
of every flake of snow, 
that ice can have its way with land, 
that wolves live inside a circle 
of their own beginning.  
This is what I know from blood:  
the first language is not our own. 
There are names each thing has for itself, 
and beneath us the other order already moves. 
It is burning. 
It is dreaming. 
It is waking up. 
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Note: By the time John wrote his gospel, the Temple-system was history. Jewish 
worship now centered in local synagogues, and the home.  The devout examined 
their lives directly, with “no animals harmed in the testing.”  
 

 
 
Sadly, it was not conscience that brought about this change.  It was war. In A.D. 70, 
Rome destroyed the Temple, permanently this time: 
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No wonder Jesus got mad. But I thought getting mad was un-Christian? This wrong 
idea has led to a lot of stuffed anger, which has led to all kinds of evil. Jesus, on the 
other hand, looked clear-eyed at the presence of a wet market and ATMs in the 
Temple, and he felt his Father’s fury.  Then, perhaps, he asked three essential 
questions: “What should worship be? Why isn’t it? How can we repair it?”  And then 
he braided a whip and he raised his voice and he made his anger known.  Harming 
no one.  Perhaps stinging a few. 
 
“Zeal for Thy house consumes me.” When I drop into alignment with God’s will, it 
floods me, empowers me, directs me to life-giving action. Sometimes the action is 
stern words. To rebuke means to criticize sharply, to reprimand. Moved to confront an 
egregious wrong, Jesus made a whip and wielded it. Not in hate, but in love. He was 
about liberating, not destroying. Destroying is when one Methodist delegate spits on 
another. One soul is shamed, one degraded, the congregation cannot meet each 
others’ eyes, the public shrugs … and evil smiles. By aligning with Love, we must do 
all we can to wipe the smile off evil’s face. It’s a hard road, resisting evil by choosing 
love. In meditating on the zeal of Jesus, contrast a whip made of cords to the stone-
tipped leather that laid open his back. 
 

 
SCOURGING AT THE PILLAR 

Cathedral of the Sacred Family, Barcelona 
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How come people in John’s gospel never seem to “get” what Jesus is saying?  
John’s gospel is famous for its “motif of misunderstanding” — Jesus says something, 
the people are perplexed. Over and over, John turns to his readers and whispers, “He 
meant this. But they thought he meant that.” Why the confusion? For one thing, 
imagine you’re hearing Jesus in the first century.  Explanatory sermons and 
commentaries do not exist. All you have is his words. Also consider: Jesus was a poet 
and a mystic. When Jesus says “temple”, he may have more in mind than bricks and 
mortar. 
 

 
 

In God’s view the temple is also one human cell … 
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…and all of Creation. 

 

 
 

This is a lot to process! 
 
Finally, we wouldn’t want to miss the fascinating end of today’s text: 
 
Now while he was in Jerusalem at the Passover Feast, many people saw the 
miraculous signs he was doing and believed in his name. But Jesus would not entrust 
himself to them, for he knew all men. He did not need man’s testimony about man, 
for he knew what was in a man. 
 
He knew what was in a man. He could see in the best person and the worst person 
and all of us in between a pull to light AND a pull to darkness.  A truth to keep in 
mind and learn to manage, by God’s help, as we move through Lent, toward the 
Cross. In 1740, Charles Wesley had this to say: 
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Depth of mercy! Can there be 
mercy still reserved for me? 
Can my God His wrath forbear? 
Me, the chief of sinners, spare? 

I have long withstood His grace: 
long provoked Him to His face; 
would not hearken to His calls; 
grieved Him by a thousand falls. 

I my Master have denied, 
I afresh have crucified, 

oft profaned His hallowed name, 
put Him to an open shame. 

There for me the Savior stands, 
shows His wounds and spreads His hands: 
God is love! I know, I feel; 
Jesus weeps, but loves me still! 

Now incline me to repent!  
Let me now my fall lament!  
Now my foul revolt deplore!  
Weep, believe, and sin no more.  

 
“Jesus Rising” – Frederick Hart, bronze 

 


