
I	 remember	 it	 being	 a	 highly	
difficult	 decision	 that	 got	 me	 sideways	 looks	
from	my	colleagues	 in	 the	 religious	 community.	 	 Every	year	 during	 Easter	
season,	religious	 leaders	would	lead	a	 cooperative	event	 with	one	another	
called	the	Cross	Walk.		From	the	Catholics	to	the	cats	from	the	United	Church	
of	 Christ	 .	 .	 .	 from	Mormons	 to	Methodists,	 the	invitation	net	 was	cast	 far	
and	 wide	 asking	 all	 congregations	 to	 participate	 in	 a	 unity	 event	 where	
church	leaders	and	congregants	(under	the	banner	of	what	could,	at	best,	be	
defined	 as	 a	 very	 loosely-defined	 Christianity)	 would	 parade	 together	
through	town	from	church	to	church.	 	Each	Good	Friday,	all	the	participants	
would	walk	behind	a	Cross	that	was	pulled	by	a	junior	higher	on	wheels.	 	 It	
seemed	innocent	and	unifying	enough.		Really	Christian-ish.		
And,	 every	year,	 the	 pastors	 of	 the	 other	 churches	would	muster	 up	 the	
courage	 to	 try	 again	 to	 invite	 me	 and	 our	 church	 to	 be	 one	 of	 the	
participants.		 In	a	special	attempt	to	woo	me,	I	 remember	them	even	trying	
to	 throw	me	 a	 really	tempting	 bone,	 saying	 we	could	even	do	one	 of	 the	
prayers	in 	my	building.	Whoa.	(Think	of	a	progressive	dinner	of	religious	rites	where	
the	mixed-bag	of	 congregants	do	a	scripture	reading	 in	 the	first	 church,	prayer	in	 the	
second,	communion	in	the	third,	a	sermon	in	the	fourth	.	.	.	and	so	forth.)		

C’mon,	John,	it’s	time	for	you	to	be	a	part	of	the	Cross	Walk!		
What?!		Do	you	think	you’re	better	or	purer	than	us?!			

Honestly,	it	 increasingly	became	a	temptation	to	
just	 lower	 my	 guard,	 jump	 in,	 and	 get	 it	 over	
with.	 	 I	mean,	 I	pursued	friendships	with 	a	good	
number	 of	these	pastors.	 	 I	 shared	lunches	and	
coffees	with	most	of	 them.	 	 	What	was	the	real	
wrong	in	it?		Every	year	this	thing	dwindled	in	size	
and	 whatever	 press	 coverage	 it	 got	 dwindled	
along	with	it.		I	could	almost	just	slip	in	unnoticed	
and	 finally	 get	 these	 guys	 to	 leave	 me	 alone!			
Who	would	know?		Who	would	care?												Well	.	.	.
.	 .	 .	 MY	 CHURCH	 WOULD.	 	 Our	 Community	 of	
Christ-followers	 would	 see	 it	 and,	 without	 even	
knowing	 it,	a	subtle	 shift	 could	happen	in	their	 thinking	about	 the	Gospel.		
The	problem	wasn’t	that	I	was	going	to	get	some	gigantic	pushback	from	the	
average	person	in	the	congregation.		Most	of	them	would	have	probably	dug	
it.	 	 (Truthfully,	 our	 congregation	 even	 fractionally	
getting	involved	would	have	blown	the	attendance	of	
the	Cross	Walk	way	up!		We	would	have	been	heroes	
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at	the	event!)	 	 It	wasn’t	that	 our	people	weren’t	willing	 to	be	a	part	of	our	
community	or	the	larger	church	world.		Rather,	it	was	my	concern	that,	ever	
so	 subtly,	 I	 would	 have	 just	 communicated	 to	 them	 that	 what	 we	
passionately	 believe	about	 Jesus	and	His	Cross	didn’t	 really	matter	as	 long	as	
we’re	 cool	 with	the	 Church’s	 broader	 symbols.	 	Hey,	 just	 be	 Christian-ish.		
Because	 in 	that	Cross	Walk	group,	there	were	 those	who	believed	that	we	
could	earn	our	salvation	by	doing	more	good	works	than	bad.	Other	people’s	
theology	in	the	walk	even	taught	they	could	be	a	god	themselves	one	day	if	
they	 were	 pure	 enough.	 	 We	 had	 every	 stripe	 and	
style.		The	truth 	of	the	matter	was	that	this	group	
d idn ’ t	 t ru l y	 revea l	 Jesus .	 Ra ther ,	 i t	
communicated	 that	 what	 you	 believe	 about	
Jesus	didn’t	 really 	matter	.	.	 .	that	you’re	good	
as	 long	 as	 you’re	 religious-ish.	 	 Yeah,	 so	we	
never	did	the	Cross	Walk.

Today’s	 story	 is	 very	 similar.	 	 This	 isn’t	 a	 snooty	
thing.	 	 Or	 a	 judgmental	 thing.	 	 It	was	a	purity	of	 belief	
thing.	 	 	 You	 see,	the	Jews	who	had,	just	a	short	while	before,	trudged	900	
miles	from	Babylon	to	Jerusalem	to	rebuild	their	Temple,	Faith,	and	Culture,	
had	 done	 so	 because	 Yahweh	 was	 the	 only	 God	 worth	 worshiping.		
Jerusalem’s	 Truly	 Faithful	 knew	 that	 there	 are	 some	 things	 you	 just	 can’t	
water	 down.	 	 Truth	 be	 told,	 the	 very	 reason	 they	HAD	 to	 come	 rebuild	
Jerusalem	 in	the	 first	 place	was	because	 the	previous	generations	of	 Israel	
and	 Judah	 had	 allowed	a	 watering	 down	of	 the	 worship	 and	 lifestyle	 of	
Yahweh.		They	stopped	holding	worship	of	Him	as	sacred	and	started	making	
their	commitments	more	on	The	-ish	Level.		They	subtly	allowed	the	worship	
of	other	gods	(2	Chronicles	36:11-16)	and	stopped	thinking	of	their	 faith	as	vital	
and	uncompromisable.		And,	here,	now	among	them,	was	a	fresh	temptation	
to	allow	others---others,	who	sort	 of	worshiped	a	weak	version	of	 Yahweh	
along	 with	other	 the	 tribal	 gods	 of	 their	 ancestors---to	 test	 whether	 they	
would	keep	His	worship	pure.		 	But,	the	early	returnees	to	Jerusalem	stayed	
faithful	to	Him.	 	Interestingly,	Ezra	6:21	points	out	that	some	of	those	same	
folks	who	they	had	to	turn	away	because	of	religious	polytheism	and	pagan	
customs	actually	ended	up	choosing	 to	follow	Yahweh.	 	 It	 wasn’t	 that	 the	

Jews	were	 snooty.	 	 	 They	were	 serious.	 	And,	 seeing	 this	true	faith	
would	attract	outsiders	who	did	not	have	it.
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How	have	you	been	tempted	to	think	of	
your	worship	of	God	as	not	that	important?iveearn

It	wasn’t	that	
they	were	

snooty.		They	
were	serious.


