
“The Divine Masquerade”, a sermon by Lance Weisser, M. Div., Trinity 

Sunday, June 16, 2019.  Pr 8:1–4, 22–31; Ps 8; Rom 5:1–5; Jn 16:12–15. 

 

In the Name of The Father and of The Son and of The Holy Spirit, Amen. 

My dear friends in Christ, 

 

Two bumper stickers stories:   

Driving across Northern Ontario back in the ‘80s -- that endless stretch of pine 

and rocks and birch trees, and more pine and rock and birch trees, we 

suddenly found ourselves stuck behind this blue-smoke-spewing, dented-up 

old VW camper van sporting a brand new red on white bumper sticker that said: 

‘stop thinking about a grilled cheddar cheese on whole wheat’. There was a 

double yellow line for something like the next  50 km. 

Then there was the time I had just moved to Vancouver and was in one of 

those underground parking garages and suddenly came across another rather 

weathered and dented pickup truck with a bumper sticker in huge capital 

letters, which read: MILITANT AGNOSTIC. I DON’T KNOW--AND YOU DON’T 

EITHER.   

 

Now at the time I was 47 years old, had just come out of the closet--which 

made serving in the Presbyterian Church in Canada untenable--resulting in 

having to resign as pastor of Knox Church, Victoria--and I was also newly 

separated, living in an unfamiliar city, on EI, and being treated for 

depression.  So this bumper sticker pretty much summed up my own thoughts 

and feelings. For the next 20 years I rarely if ever darkened the door of a 

church. I simply stopped believing. 

 

But the thing is this:  people who experience a crisis of faith--and I suspect 

there are some of you listening who have--don’t actually stop believing in 

everything--rather, we find ourselves tempted to try a different belief on for size 

instead. 

 

The Most Reverend William Temple, the 98th Archbishop of Canterbury-- one 

of the most revered and renowned Archbishops ever--once commented that 

‘religious experience is the total experience of a religious person’. To 

paraphrase: any experience to religious people is bound to be interpreted as 

religious.  All experience to someone who is a believer in science, is going to 

be interpreted as science based. Or-- we see things that we are led to see, or 

are schooled to see. We see things that we expect to see, think we’ll see, know 

we’ll see. 

 

And for those of us raised and reared in the Church, if--or when--we lose our 

faith, we come to discover there are plenty of alternatives just waiting in line to 

fill the vacuum.  YouTube alone has true believers galore, with some 



dedicating their whole lives to searching out the most transcendent barbequed 

ribs to those seeking the world’s most awesome bungee jump, to the ones 

using astrology to ascertain when to do the weekly shopping. 

 

Last Sunday focused on that amazing day of Pentecost, an account complete 

with the sound of violent wind, fiery flames appearing over the apostles’ heads, 

and them being gifted with speaking in tongues so that no matter what your 

mother tongue was, you would understand their words of power and 

might.  Many that day marvelled. Yet, as we know, there were also those that 

day who had placed their faith in other areas, and only saw a bunch of men 

with slurred speech who looked as though they’d already started drinking at 9 

in the morning. 

 

We believe we see what we believe we see--as true now, as it was then.  And 

for those dedicated to the teachings and traditions of the Church, there are 

many who passionately seek and fervently pray to God for the transcendent 

experience of mighty wind and flames of fire and speaking in an ecstacy of 

tongues--indeed, there are whole denominations dedicated to the power of 

The Holy Spirit and wanting these mighty gifts which so unexpectedly 

happened to those men following the ascension of Our Lord.  And if those 

particular gifts of the Spirit don’t get visited on them, it can very easily cause 

believers to feel they aren’t worthy, or aren’t praying hard enough or in the right 

way. It can be a recipe for profound disappointment. 

 

From the Gospel of John listen again to how Our Lord--shortly before his arrest 

and execution--was helping His disciples know that there would be an 

afterward--there would be divine help and support in the form of the Spirit. Our 

Lord says to them:  “I still have many things to say to you, but you cannot bear 

them now. When the Spirit of truth comes, [the Spirit] will guide you into all the 

truth. . . “ And what is key for me--and may be key for you as well--is this single 

phrase: ‘guide you into the truth’.  Guide. Not, ‘when the Spirit of truth comes, 

there will be two thousand years’ worth of drama and divine visions which will 

marvel and amaze.’ Merely, ‘the Spirit will be your guide’. 

 

Three stories, if you will….. 

After leaving the Church, I didn’t know what I was going to do.  Finally I 

decided to go to cooking school, and some years later acquired the summer 

job of cooking for hikers at remote, B. C. mountaintop locations.  Some forty of 

us would be helicoptered up thousands of meters, where large tents were set 

up for the kitchen and dining area. It was my practice to bring along my 

watercolours and spend my free time painting.   

 

And on one of these trips, one of the hikers was an older woman who had hurt 

her foot and couldn’t join the others.  She was quite shy and sweet and asked 



to sit next to me as I painted and exclaimed how much she enjoyed what I was 

doing.  Making conversation, I asked her if she’d ever painted herself, and she 

told me she’d taken up oil painting on the advice of a friend and enjoyed it very 

much.  Never having done watercolour, she asked me a number of questions 

which any novice would ask, and now I was enjoying myself even more, telling 

her my work had recently been in such-and-such a show, when she then said, 

‘Why that’s just so lovely! As a matter of fact, I’ve got my work in a show, too!’ 

And when I asked where, she said, ‘Oh--right now my agent has arranged a 

one man show for me in Chicago, where I’m flying to right after this 

hike’--nodding down at my painting, she said, ‘unlike yourself, I do 

abstracts.’  When I managed to venture to ask what sort of prices her work 

commanded, the answer was, ‘Well, would you believe it? One recently went 

for $20,000’, she smiled serenely, ‘…..U.S.’ 

 

Now truly, up until that moment, all my eyes could see was a doting, somewhat 

elderly woman, standing in line, plate and cup in hand, waiting for me to dish 

out her scrambled eggs.  She would have remained, if you will, 

incognito--hidden in plain sight. 

 

Her choosing to make herself known to me more fully--her 

self-disclosure--guided me into seeing something more, something 

unexpected, something greater--something quite amazing that I marvelled 

over.  Yet whether the veil was lifted from my eyes or not, her profound talent, 

her artistic presence and self-effacing modesty would have been there despite 

my not choosing to know her better. It still would have all been there---I just 

wouldn’t have had my eyes opened. 

 

The not so well known Church of England theologian, Martin Thornton, puts it 

this way:  yes, God indeed indwells, participates in, and infuses all creation, 

yet how and when God wishes to self-disclose and become known to us is 

both unexpected and always surprising, and often extremely simple and 

subtle.  Those who have eyes to see and ears to hear and faith to appreciate 

what is happening get a front row seat. 

 

Story #2: 

While I was still in cooking school, our practical training required us to be 

placed in a professional cooking situation so we could learn firsthand what 

being cooks was like, and while everyone else in my class asked for a 

restaurant situation, I asked to go to the airport, for my wish when graduating 

was to become a quantity cook.   

 

And so I spent a whole day at Cara International at the Vancouver Airport, 

grilling fifty salmon steaks at a throw, and being thrown into the middle of a 

myriad of different tasks, while a chef ran around announcing that flight so and 



so was going to leave in 30 minutes, which caused everyone to hurry that 

much more quickly.  Meanwhile, I couldn’t help noticing in the far corner at an 

otherwise empty and gigantic stove a small Asian man--bent-over from 

age--making omelettes using a small omelette pan. He simply stood there 

doing single omelettes, one right after the other, time and time and time and 

time again. And so finally, after eight hours of this, when all of us were 

changing and getting ready to go home for the day, his locker was next to mine, 

and in the spirit of making conversation, I told him I was a cooking student and 

that I’d been watching him at the stove. 

 

“Yes,” he said, “I make the omelette.” 

“I know,” I said. 

“Every day,” he said. 

“Every day?  For eight hours? You only cook omelettes?” 

“Yes,” he said.  “I make the omelette.  Every day. Ten years.” 

And then he nodded goodbye and left.  And that was that. 

 

A year or so later, I had occasion to go on an overnight trip to Toronto and was 

awakened by the flight attendant asking if I wanted breakfast.  Not even 

half-awake, fumbling with the little pulldown table, I was handed my meal, and 

there when I opened it, was this fluffy, perfectly formed and steaming 

omelette.  And, strangely enough--quite unexpectedly--I found myself near 

tears.  

 

It was as if a small door had opened my locked down soul.  No sound of 

rushing wind--no flames of fire or speaking in tongues--just the gentle nudging 

of that Spirit of truth, guiding my hardened heart into finding treasure in an 

experience and a discovery I’d never have noticed in my previous and 

privileged clergy life.  I was glimpsing something profound in an otherwise 

very ordinary thing. The theological definition of a sacrament is: the visible sign 

of invisible grace, and that omelette was in that moment for me, a sacrament. 

 

Let me relate a write-up last week in The Washington Post about 9 year old 

Ralph, an autistic child who was at the Universal Studios Orlando Resort and 

its many rides with his parents.  Ralph had been waiting for this for a very long 

time because he was absolutely heartset on the Amazing Adventures of 

Spiderman ride, which, as it turned out was going to end up being the very last 

ride they’d get to due to its distance from the park entrance.   

 

Getting there took several hours because Ralph went on all the rides in 

between, but after each one excitedly asked his mother if Spiderman was 

next.  “He was SO patient for SO long. As patient as he possibly could be,” his 

mother related. “He would say, ‘Okay’ and sigh, and then enjoy the next ride. 



But all the while, the excitement was building up to the pinnacle of Ralph’s day: 

The Spider-Man ride.” 

 

As the family approached the Spider-Man ride in the late afternoon and was 

about to get on, an employee announced that the ride was malfunctioning and 

would be closed.  It was then that the inevitable happened. “My husband and I 

know the signs,” Ralph’s mother said. “We could see it coming, like an 

oncoming train. And yet we couldn’t dodge out of the way. There was nowhere 

else to go--the autistic meltdown was GOING to HAPPEN. And happen it DID.” 

Ralph collapsed at the gate while people were trying to leave the ride, “sobbing, 

screaming, rocking, hyperventilating, and truly struggling to breathe,” his 

mother related.  But as she was trying to get Ralph up from the ground to 

protect him, something unexpected happened. 

 

A young ride attendant who had been working the Spider-Man ride rushed up 

and told her it was all right for Ralph to stay where he was. 

“She got down on the floor WITH HIM,” Ralph’s mother recounted. “She rested 

next to him while he cried his heart out, and she helped him breathe again. 

She spoke to him very calmly, and while he screamed and sobbed, she gently 

kept encouraging him to let all his feelings come out.”   

 

The ride attendant, named Jennifer — known by her colleagues as ‘Mama Jen’ 

— told people who were stopping during his episode to please move along, 

and she also asked strangers not to take pictures. 

After about 10 minutes, which felt much longer to his mother, Ralph’s cries 

became quieter and he was able to regain control of his emotions. ‘Mama Jen’ 

asked him if he wanted a drink of water, which he did, and then she asked him 

if he wanted to sit up, which he also did. Ralph then gave her a high five, 

without being prompted, and was back to being his awesomely-autistic self. 

 

There isn’t a psychologist in the world who can adequately explain what 

nudged Jennifer into doing the right thing, at the right time, in the right way, for 

the right reason, for the right child.   

 

Two millennia after those amazing accounts of divine power and might, you 

and I aren’t walking around with tongues of fire over our heads.  Often, it 

appears, the Spirit chooses to be incognito--that nudging, hinting, guiding, 

prompting, hope-filling presence--helping people like Jennifer see what needs 

doing and giving her the nerve and presence of mind to then do it--placing me 

beside camouflaged greatness, hoping that in my crisis of faith, I’ll come to see 

how the one sitting there right beside me is much more than I had already 

decided she was--how everything we each come across in this life, is really a 

metaphor for what the here and now is pointing us towards--something more, 

something greater, something eternal and full of grace and truth, a treasure 



waiting to be discovered if only we step up, open our hearts, and … see with 

the eyes of faith. 

 

Amen 

 

 


