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God in Qur Parking Lot Today

“While they were ta/king and discussing, Jesus himselfF cCame
near and went with them, but their eyes were Kept £rofm
recognizing him.”

One time, when T was Visiting Burbank in California, I decided
t0 take g tour of the NBC Studios where mahy television
programs are taped, including the Tonight Show, at |east baCk
in those days. BeCause T would be leaving town the hext day
after ] took the tour and would be towing a small travel trailer,
1 stopped by the guard Kiosk to ask where 1 should park for
the tour. This was explained to me, and the guard asked me to
pull @ (J-Turn around the kiosk to exit, ] started forward a few
feet and hoticed anh old

TRolls Royce convertible from the late 1920’S lumbering slowly
my way with a driver who had [ong grey hair blowing in the light
breeze. Tt could have been ah older womah, 1 thought, at the
distance ] was.

1 had plenty of time to make my PontiaC Vah do the (J-turh in
front of the antique car headed my way. As I pulled up to the
exit gate, the old convertible pulled up next to my vah. “Hey
welcome, ...you guys are from baCk home...(my Van was
obviously sporting Connecticut plates)...] am from
Massachusetts!”



AsS T looked over at the driver, T was stunhed. Here, sitting
next to me in anh antique Rolls RoyCe convertible was a mah
from Massachusetts whom you all know, who worked at NBC.
It was hohe other thenh Jay L.eno, former host of the Tonight
Show that I hoped to tour the set of the hext day. He started
t0 greet US ahd StruCk up a conversation gbout how thihgs
were going back home, telling me he had noticed the license
plate from far away, “baCk home,” as he Called it. ] asked if 1
might take his picture, ahd he was very hice gbout it, and Said,
yes. ] got out my Camera ahd fervently tried to shap his photo,
but failed. Just then he said, “He dummy, take the lens Cap
OfF!” Which 1 did-ahd success! At that moment a hoard Of
paparazzi Came up ahd interrupted our Chanhce meeting and he
had to |eave. AS Ssoon as ] recoghized him, he was gone. ] did
see him the nhext day, when T was baCk for the tour, in the
Staff parking (ot by his studio, pulling up anhd getting out Of his
convertible Ferrari. He remembered me from the day before,
as his friend from Connecticut, imagine that...

Dorothy and Lemyra Gibbs were two of the great Saints of St.
John’s Episcopal Church in Waterbury, Connhecticut, my first
parish. Tt had been their parish for deCades. They were part Of
ah Intercessory Prayer GGroup that met weekly for prayer and
lunch. OQnhe of the activities 1 thought ]I could provide at the
Church was a weekly Bible Study for them.

So we would gather in the Church lounge. T would prepare
carefully for the sessions, reviewing my BibliCal materials ahd
searching all the available scholarship 1 had on the passage. ]
would pontificate for much of the hour, unhaware that I was
doing much, if hot most Of the talking. How patient these
ladies were!



Onhe mornhing, after my long pedagosgiCal meanderings, 1 asked
one of those pithy questions about the meaning of a passage.
gome of the group were fearful to speak...waiting for my
predesigned and so-Called “correct” ahswer to fall from my lips.
Of course ] took the opportunity t0 release more hot air into
the room. Anhd then, something quite speCial happened:
Dorothy Gibbs ahswered the question in a Simple sentence
whiCh Cut to the Core Of its meahing and revealed the true
answer to my question about the teaching of Jesus. T was
dumb-struck. You Know you have heard truth when it is
Spoken to you.

Anhd why? Here T was, this 2¢ year old ordihand, [00King down
upon these poor “unedqucated” |adies, most of whom, like
Dorothy were in their [ate seventies or early eighties. But, 1
was the ohe who was uheducated and inexperienced here!
Dorothy had boiled down the meahing of the passage and
expressed it in one simple sentence, revealing the truth in a
way ahyone could understand. IWhat 1 didht uhderstand was
the import Of g lifetime Of prayer, daily study Of the sCriptures,
anhd years of Christiah living experience, which these women so
obviously possessed. T was the onhe in the presence of a great
SCholar and saintly woman. Who was I to be teaching her
anything? Here, in humility was ah alter Christus, (another
Christ) a sainht of zod, ahd I had nhot apprecCiated it! At ohce ]
could understand how those disCiples oh the road to Emmaus
must Of have felt at the moment Jesus blessed and broke the
bread in front of them. A light goes Off in your mind, sCales
fall from your eyes, ahd you are humbled by what you did hot
see before, right inh front of you.

1 sat in Class with Mark Nichols at my seminary when T was
studying in a post-graduate program with him. He was just
ahother guy in my Class. Mark had been a priest for a few years,



about as many as myself and was maybe only a Couple Of years
older thanh me. ] learned he was trained as a puppeteer in
college, ahd had exercised his Career ChoiCe for several years
in [,os Angeles before he pursued a seminary education. He
felt particularly drawn to missionary work, and decCided to
start a seminary to train 3y leaders and Candidates for the
priesthood ih the Sudah where he had been working. e
weren’t that close, T'm sorry to SaY, as 1 might have learhed
something from him if 1 had listened more and taken the time,
but back then, T was pretty full of myself. We shared a few
lunches together and sat in together onh every Class and
seminar, SO we got to Khow onhe ahother well, or so J thousht.

After graduating, T would see his picture, if you could call it
that, from time to time inh Church publications. ] say that,
becCause you would see a group of Bishops Visiting in the Sudan,
ahd perhaps other luminaries, and there, obsCured inh the
background of the pictures, would be Mark, as though he had
ducked down to avoid being photographed. So you would only
CatCh a small Slimpse of him, a sliver, and ] recoghized him
because T khew him from three years plus in school. ] read in
other Church publications how he never really got his dream
Of Starting a seminary off the ground. This wWas hot because he
didn’t try, but because of the heaVvy and extreme Christian
persecution that was going on in the late 1980°s and 1990’S in
Sudan. Ihstead of building a seminary, he led thousands of
Christian refugees on a 1000 + mile march to save their lives
for another day.

And the hext thing T heard about Mark was that he returned
t0 England. He was hot there on a VaCation or sabbatical, but
for treatment fOr g Stomach Cancer that would soon take his
life. [eave it to Mark, though, to returh to his ministry and

friends in the Sudan. He flew baCk “home” and at the airport,



when his plane lahded, he was greeted by more thah a million
Sudanese people. What a tribute. (Jpon his death, he was
revered as the patron Saint of the Sudanese Christian
community and Church.

Here was an extraordinary Christiah, a Saint, who ] talked with
about the events and stories in the Bible, and I did not Khow it
until in hindsight, when my eyes were opened. T wWas SO
privileged to even walk on the same ground and sit in the same
yoom as this fine Christiah example, who was as humble as
Dorothy Gibbs and [acked all pretension like Jay LLeno who
Came up and Chatted with a tourist and Stranger SO many Years
ago0.

The Holy in the ordinary. Sometimes you just don’t know where
or when you will meet Jesus! The Holy is infused /p and with
the ordinary anhd surrounds you, I have found. The Holy Onhe is
not riding around in a limousine, but is Sitting hext to you in
church, or riding in the Car onh the highway hext to you, Oor
walking past You on the street, Or stahding on g Street corner
with a Sigh asking for contributions because they are homeless.
You encounter the Holy OQnhe in the midst of life, and we often
don’t Khow it until much later on.

Why is that, do you think? Why are our eyes kept from
recognizing the Holy Qnhe? Js it God doing this or us?] think
maybe it is beCause God doesh’t heed to be hoticed, praised
and exalted. God is humble t00. That was what was SO
surprising about Jesus when God walked about onh this earth.
Everyone expected a politiCal leader, a King, a general in the
army, a high priest, a bishop, a pope, a super-hero, a super-star.
Remember the roCk opera by that hame? Jesus Christ,
superstar?



And we still expect that, hot @ pope who drives around in a
little ordinary Fiat, as Pope FranCis did this past week in Egypt.
Not a bishop who volunteers on g Foodshare Truck, like one of
ours does. We meet the risen [,ord in ordihary corners and
places Of life. Sometimes we are given the privilege of a
conversation. Sometimes (od speaks to us through one of
these vessels of holiness. If we are hot |[ooking, hot listenhing,
not seeing the ordinary for what it might be and who might be
in the midst of it, then we will walk about in blissful ignorance.

Yesterday T was at the Wadsworth Athenaeum for the Annual
Flower exhibit. T hotiCed a huge photo on the wall of one of
the galleries just beyond the main lobby on Maih Street, a
piCture of @ mah who had hot spokeh g word in Years and
spent his time in quiet prayer. Tt Was a picture of a CistercCiah,
Cloistered monk wearing his hood over his head. His eyes
staring out from the photo spoke a thousand words. This is
the Holy to be seen in the ordinary...maybe you Cah Catch it
the hext time you are there. AMEN



