
Many of you have heard me tell the story of 
the wonderful Christmas Day back when 
I was sixteen years old and driving the 

family to my grandparent’s home for Christmas. I 
was sixteen and filled with vim and vigor and pretty 
confident with six hours of driver’s training under 
my belt and a newly acquired Driver’s Permit in my 
wallet. Pretty confident even on this interstate trip 
and the unfamiliar highways of central Illinois. When 
you’re sixteen nothing can happen to you. Except 
maybe a little ice on the highway and a construction 
zone and a pothole – all of which conspired to 
send me and the family car and the family inside it 
spinning at fifty five miles an hour – into a telephone 
pole. And the next two hours were filled with 
ambulances and police and live electrical wires and 
cracked bones and concussions and abrasions and 
hospital admissions. I was the only one left unhurt. 
Unscathed. Physically that is. Psychically and 
emotionally I was a wreck. All vim and vigor having 
bled from my being, all self-worth and confidence 
having fled my soul. A few days later after my mother 
was granted permission to leave the hospital and 
after my father had hastily purchased a new family 
car we found ourselves returning to Michigan on 
Interstate 94 with my father at the wheel and me 
convinced that never again would I take the wheel. 
At some point along the way, and to my surprise, my 
father pulled off onto the shoulder of the highway, 
turned off the ignition and handed me the keys. 
“Your turn,” he said. “Oh no,” said I. “My driving 
days are over.” “I guess that means we’ll be sitting 
here a long time then.” So we sat for a minute 
with the keys dangling from his fingers and with 
them a father’s unmerited grace and confidence.  
Unmerited grace and confidence. So off we drove 
with my sweaty palms upon the wheel. I loved my 
father for that unmerited grace and confidence. (I’m 
not sure how my mother felt sitting in the back seat 
in a cast.)

I’m not sure either how the disciples felt when the 
time came for Jesus to ascend into the heavens. 
It had probably been the most disorienting set of 
weeks that any group of human beings could have 
experienced. The triumphant parade of Jesus into 
the city just six weeks before – followed by his arrest 
in the garden and then the trial before the Sanhedrin 
and then the cross-examination by Pilate and then 
the crucifixion and the death and then the empty 
tomb and then the appearances of the risen Christ 
– and now the resurrected Jesus has gathered them 
and now they are ready to hear they have arrived at 
the destination. That the journey that started when 
they were called from their boats and from their 
tax booths and from their old way of doing things – 
that the journey of Jesus’ ministry has reached the 
end of the rainbow and now they’re ready to claim 
their pot of gold. “Is this the time when you will 
restore the kingdom, Jesus?”  We’ve enjoyed being 
passengers with you as you have taken us up the 
mountains and into the valleys of your mission to 
save the world. We’ve enjoyed being the observers 
and sometimes the participants in your attempt to 
preach the gospel, heal the sick, feed the hungry, 
touch the lepers, console the unclean – we’ve 
watched it all Jesus from the passenger seat – and 
yes, we’ve even driven the bus off the road a couple 
of times – but now we’re here, right Jesus? We’ve 
arrived. We’re at the end of the path. Where do we 
ring the bell and get the prize? So you can imagine 
how confusing it must have been when Jesus turns to 
this band of brothers and before their eyes dangles 
the keys to the kingdom and says, “OK, your turn. 
Your turn to take the wheel. Your turn to drive.” It 
must have been very confusing because it seems for 
the whole bunch of them they thought the kingdom 
was a place, a destination at which one arrives. 
They thought they had arrived. It’s a pretty human 
way to think. We humans put before us all sorts of 
destinations … estimated times of arrival. We will 

have arrived if we get ourselves to this place. We will 
have arrived if we graduate. We will have arrived if 
we get our first job. We will have arrived if we retire. 
We will have arrived if we buy a house in Florida. We 
will have arrived if we join the country club. Have we 
not arrived, Jesus? Show us the kingdom! But Jesus 
says the kingdom in this world is not the destination 
– it’s the journey. It’s the driving – it’s the traveling 
– it’s the migration – it’s the pilgrimage – it’s the 
peripatetic life. Jesus ascends to heaven and instead 
of swooping the disciples into his arms and taking 
them to the ultimate destination – the right hand 
of the father – he hands them the keys and says 
now it’s your turn. Now you get to take the journey. 
You get to preach the gospel, heal the sick, feed the 
hungry, touch the lepers, console the unclean, open 
the eyes of the blind, bring peace to conflict, love the 
unlovely. Now it’s your turn to drive. 

Now remember, he’s handing the keys to the likes 
of Peter and Thomas and James and John and the 
rest of them who have proven themselves pretty 
unworthy. This group has not had a good track 
record. They have not quite passed their driver’s ed 
course. They’ve run themselves into a few ditches as 
far as Jesus is concerned. Which makes this whole 
story so remarkable. With unmerited grace and 
confidence the resurrected one hands them the keys 
– disappears into heaven – with only this command 
– Wait for the Holy Spirit. You will receive power 
when the Holy Spirit comes upon you. Take the keys, 
grab the wheel, wait for the Spirit and then drive. 
Live life as I lived it. Preach the gospel as I preached 

it. Forgive sinners as I forgave them. Heal the sick as 
I healed them. Advocate for the poor as I advocated 
for the poor. Love one another as I have loved you. 
Do justice, love kindness, walk humbly. 

 Let the same mind be in you that was in Christ 
Jesus,
 who, though he was in the form of God,
  did not regard equality with God
  as something to be grasped,
but emptied himself,
  taking the form of a slave,
  being born in human likeness.
And being found in human form,
   he humbled himself
  and became obedient to the point of death—
  even death on a cross.
Therefore God also highly exalted him 
  and gave him the name
  that is above every name,
so that at the name of Jesus
  every knee should bend,
  in heaven and on earth and under the earth,
 and every tongue should confess
  that Jesus Christ is Lord,
  to the glory of God the Father.

Take the keys, have the same mind in you that was 
in me, invite the power to empty yourself, to humble 
yourself, to take on the form of a servant – and get 
driving and experience the kingdom with every turn 
of the path, with every person you meet, with every 
mountain you climb and every valley you descend. 
Welcome pilgrim. The kingdom is in the pilgrimage. 

“ PILGRIMAGE IS A JOURNEY 
OF STOPS.”



The kingdom is not where you are and the kingdom 
is not where you will arrive – it is on the path along 
the way.

Which may have been what Jesus was trying to say 
when he told the story about the man beaten on the 
side of the road. And every road has its travelers, 
its pilgrims. And as it turns out two religious people 
– a priest and Levite -- come along and see the 
beaten man and pass by on the other side of the 
path. We don’t know why they pass by – maybe they 
were thinking about where they were going. Maybe 
they had an appointment to make or a person to 
meet. Maybe they were afraid. And then comes a 
Samaritan – the most unworthy of the bunch in 
the eyes of first century Jews – and Jesus says he’s 
the one who stops and helps the man. Why do two 
pass by and one stops? Martin Luther King when he 
preached on the story said, “I imagine that the first 
question the priest and the Levite asked was, ‘If I 
stop to help this man, what will happen to me?’ But 
likely the Samaritan asked a different question, “If 
I do not stop to help this man, what will happen to 
him?” 

Which is the pilgrim question, is it not? It’s the 
Spirit who prompts that question. If the kingdom 
is the journey, if the kingdom is the pilgrimage, the 
discovery of what is on the road – if it is every person 
and every concern that appears along the way – then 
what will happen if I do not stop? Thank God Jesus 
stopped. Pilgrimage is a journey of stops.

Thank God Bea Salazar stopped. 

It was her slipped disc that first got her to stop. 
The old body just wasn’t what it used to be and she 
slipped a disc. So she had back surgery and was 
sent home to recuperate. She was put on disability 
at work and she stayed at home. And she grew 
discouraged and maybe a little depressed over this 
situation in her life. She felt a little sorry for herself. 

One day when she stepped outside for some fresh 
air she looked over to the apartment complex 
dumpster and there was a young boy scavenging 
for food. A young boy on the side of the road in a 
dumpster. So Bea stopped her pity party and went 
to him on the side of the road and told him that if 
he wanted some food she could make him a peanut-
butter-and-jelly sandwich. Which she did. She took 
him and fed him a PBJ. When he was done she sent 
the young boy home. Fifteen minutes later a knock 
came to the door. She opened it and found six more 
young boys on her doorstep. “Is it true,” one of the 
boys asked, “that you are giving away peanut-butter-
and-jelly sandwiches?” “Sure,” she said. And as she 
fed them she found out that no one was home at any 
of these boys houses because they and their parents 
were new immigrants and because it was summer 
they had no school to go to and with no school to 
go to they had no way to have lunch. The next day 
more kids showed up. The next day more kids. She 
felt like she was feeding the neighborhood. When 
school began now the kids were coming over to ask 
for help with homework. Bea saw that this could be 
something big. So she asked for volunteers from 
her church and the community. She got resources 
from the schools. She got her landlord to give her 
an apartment where she could set up shop for 
these children. Long story short – Bea opened up 5 
After-School Centers where hundreds of immigrant 
children attend. They call them Bea’s kids. They 
named one of the public schools in the county – 
after Bea Salazar. 

If I do not stop what will happen to him, what will 
happen to them? 

Have the same mind in you that was in Christ Jesus. 
That one who started and could not stop stopping. 
The one with the keys, the keys to the kingdom, 
dangling from his fingers. Your turn to drive, he says 
with unmerited grace and confidence. Take the keys, 
get behind the wheel, trust the spirit – and drive. 
Drive, pilgrim. Walk, pilgrim. Journey, pilgrim. And 
find the kingdom in all the stops along the way. Your Turn 
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