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Lent 2 

“A Boundary Breaking God” 

Two days ago, Archbishop Carlson wrote a letter to all the Catholic parishes 

expressing concerns about the Girl Scouts, and urged Catholic priests to consider 

offering alternatives to Girl Scouts. The archbishop pointed to the Girl Scouts ties 

with organizations that promote reproductive rights and to their inclusion of 

transgender and homosexual girls. He said these things are incompatible with 

Catholic values and asked, “Is Girl Scouts concerned with the total well-being of 

our young women? Does it do a good job forming the spiritual, emotional, and 

personal well-being of Catholic girls?” 

As someone who is a co-leader for two girl scout troops, I’m of the opinion that 

Girl Scouts is concerned with the total well-being of young women (total, perhaps, 

being the word that gets in the way for the Archbishop). Does it do a good job of 

forming the spiritual, emotional, and personal well-being of Catholic girls? I think 

it does for the Catholic girls in my troops; but then again, I’m not Catholic – so I’m 

willing to concede the archbishop has the upper hand on that one. 

But I guess what I found troubling in the archbishop’s statement is yet again this 

idea that we can walk from people when we disagree with them. This is a 

troubling pattern in our world, I think. We seem to have this mindset that if we 

don’t agree with someone on all issues, or at least the big issues, it’s OK to sever 

ties and be done with them. Now in fairness to the archbishop, he said the 

Catholic Church had been in dialogue with the Girl Scouts for a couple years, but 

apparently that dialogue didn’t end with the Girl Scouts agreeing with the 

Catholic Church, or vice-verse, so it’s time to consider alternatives.  

And I get that – Lord knows I’ve walked away from people or groups when 

differences have reached the level of discord.  But I don’t think that’s always the 

faithful thing to do; and I think when we do walk away it’s something we should 

seek forgiveness for. If we were to ask that old question, “What would Jesus do?” 

I suppose he could say shake the dust from your feet and move on, but I think he 



might also encourage us to learn to live with people with whom we disagree and 

live to learn from people with whom we disagree. 

This Lent, we’re delving into the subject of Jesus as boundary breaker. Jesus 

challenged the people around him to be in community with folks from all 

different backgrounds, especially those they normally wouldn’t be in community 

with – think Donald Trump and Bernie Sanders having dinner together and 

instead of arguing about their differences and how they’re both right – they come 

to the conversation with an open mind and talk about what they have in 

common, and really listen to what the other one is trying to say, and maybe even 

learn from each other.  That’s the sort of community Jesus worked for, and by 

doing that he broke boundaries and went against the norms of his day because 

that sort of community was unheard of. And guess what?  Those communities are 

still unheard of. But when we’re a part of communities like that, we’re breaking 

boundaries. We’re living like Jesus would want us to live. So this Lent we’re 

exploring the subject of Jesus as boundary breaker, and asking some tough 

questions of ourselves about the things we’re called to change, both internal and 

external, so we can be boundary breakers who challenge the present to change 

the future to make Christ known.  

So I thought we’d start off this series with a look at the love passage from 1 

Corinthians.  Love is patient, love is kind, love is not envious or boastful or 

arrogant or rude.  

It’s difficult to hear 1 Corinthians 13 without thinking of white dresses, rented 

tuxedos, bouquets, unity candles and all the other paraphernalia that goes along 

with weddings. I’ve probably read it at over 100 weddings.  The couples look 

lovingly and adoringly at each other when it is read, as they should.   

But truth be told, this passage has nothing to do with the romantic, starry eyed 

love we associate with newlyweds and weddings.  The love Paul speaks of here is 

not the eros love of the romantics; it is agape love, and agape love is more about 

actions that it is feelings.  Agape love seeks not its own good, but the good of 

others.  Agape love is a call to action; it means acknowledging, respecting and 

celebrating diversity. Agape love means standing your ground for justice, for 

integrity in conversation, and for a commitment to the least of these.  Agape love 

leads us into thinking about others, caring about others, and wanting to make life 



better for others. Agape love means extending the boundaries of who is included 

so that our love reaches as far as God’s love. If you’re going to practice agape 

love, you’ll inevitably break some boundaries along the way. 

Yet the tendency among religious folks is to do just the opposite. We like 

boundaries. They make us feel safe and secure. Crossing them puts us out of our 

comfort zone, and that’s something we resist. So we build walls to keep us in and 

others out. 

Robert Frost wrote a very famous poem once about a wall.  “Mending Wall” it is 

called; it’s about two neighbors, who meet one springtime and walk together on 

each side of the wall.  They’re discussing the need to replace the stones that have 

fallen out of the wall during the winter.  The poet is unsure of the wall, but the 

neighbor loves it.  In the last stanza Frost writes: 

Before I built a wall I’d ask to know 

What I was walling in or walling out, 

And to whom I was like to give offense. 

Something there is that doesn’t love a wall, 

That wants it down. . .” 

He will not go behind his father’s saying, 

And he likes having thought of it so well 

He says again, “Good fences make good neighbors.” 

 

Walls.  We build them for security, or protection, or to keep things out, or to keep 

things in.  I’ve said it before, but one of the first things Terry and I have always 

done when moving into a new home is to put up a fence so the dogs can’t get out, 

and we’ve learned over time that the fence also keeps children in.  When we 

bought our current home we already had a fence, but Baby kept jumping it until 

finally one day the neighbor came over and asked if we could get a bigger fence.  

So now we have a taller one so the dog can’t get out of our yard and into hers 

because Labrador retrievers are one of the things that some people want to keep 

in and others want to keep out.  But perhaps it’s no fluke of nature that dogs, who 

basically want everyone to be their friend, hate fences and will do anything to get 



over, under, or around them.  They do not have the reasoning capacity of 

humans, thank God. 

Ours is a world full of boundaries.  No trespassing signs warn the uninvited to stay 

out. A floating rope separates the shallow and deep sections of a swimming pool.  

Lines painted on a gym floor delineate the playing area from “out of bounds”.  

Railroad tracks divide one part of town from the “other side of the tracks”.  

Rivers, mountains, or even carefully negotiated invisible borders partition the 

land into nations.  From fenced yards to fenced borders, our boundaries seek to 

keep the insiders in and the outsiders out. The Pope recently called into question 

Trump’s faith because he wants to build a wall, saying “"A person who thinks only 

about building walls, wherever they may be, and not building bridges, is not 

Christian. This is not the gospel.” To which Trump replied that no leader, 

especially a religious leader, should call into question another man’s religion or 

faith.  Yeah, I don’t know about that. Jesus challenged people’s faith; Jesus still 

challenges people’s faith, through people like  . . .the Pope. 

But our walls and boundaries also do something more.  They segregate us and 

reinforce our identities.  We learn who we are by identifying with “our people” 

and differentiating ourselves from those who are not.  Families, groups of friends, 

cliques at school, departments at work, nations and alliances, and as we’ve seen 

denominations and religions count on boundaries to create and sustain 

themselves. Religion, too, can be a very real wall. The tendency persists among 

religious folks to believe that some of us have God in a box, our own little box, 

and that God is on our side.  

There's an old joke about a recent arrival in heaven being shown around the 

grounds by an angel. He is shown Presbyterians happily playing volleyball with 

Roman Catholics and Baptists; Lutherans, Eastern Orthodox and Hasidic Jews 

making s'mores by a campfire, even a weathered Neolithic shaman wrapped in elk 

hides laughing it up with a Buddhist lama and a Muslim imam. As the new arrival 

and the angel make their way across a vast field, they come upon a tall stone wall 

with "Quiet Please" signs prominently posted. "What's with the wall?" asks the 

new arrival. "Shhhh, that's where the [ ___ fill in the blank with your favorite sect 

___ ] live. They think they're the only ones up here." 



The inclination to exclude others, to create a boundary on the basis of religious 

beliefs or any belief, is virtually universal. But that doesn't make it any less 

offensive or puzzling. 

The preacher John Buchanan tells the story of how he grew up in the context of 

religious diversity and latent conflict. His friends with whom he played daily were 

the devout and strict Esteps, who were Baptist and went to church a lot, didn’t 

smoke, drink, or read the funny papers on Sunday; and the devout Shaugnessys, 

who were Roman Catholic and who went to confession on Friday and came home 

to eat fish and whose oldest sibling was a nun.  

The Buchanans were Presbyterians — who pretty much did all the things the 

Esteps thought were sinful — but were profoundly horrified when John went to 

confession with his Catholic friend and stood outside the little booth while he 

talked to the priest. His parents treated it like a major crisis and he was told 

never, never to do that again. The Esteps and Shaugnessys argued about religion 

and church a lot — and each was so very certain that theirs was the right and only 

way. About the only thing they ever agreed on was that the Presbyterian 

Buchanans were going straight to hell. 

 

Rev. Buchanan writes, “I never did buy it — that absolute certainty and the 

exclusivism that went with it.”  But there’s an awful lot of rampant exclusivism in 

the world today fueled by fear of the unknown and media images and talking 

heads and popular books.  

But it’s just into that fray that we’re called to go and break boundaries – to 

practice agape love – because the true measure of love isn’t in how many cards or 

chocolates or flowers you got on Valentine’s Day, love’s true measure is its 

capacity to withstand tension and disagreement without division.   

I have absolutely no recollection if 1 Corinthians was read at our wedding. But I do 

remember one piece of advice I got that I want to share with you.  It came from 

my Aunt Mary who was married for more than 50 years, so it’s wise advice worth 

repeating and remembering.  Marriage, she said, isn’t 50-50.  It’s more like 90-10.  

There will be days you give 90%, and there will be days you take 90%.   

Now I have to say that her advice really struck me at the time, because everyone 

says that marriage is 50-50, or at least it should be 50-50.  Right?  But I can tell 



you 20 years into my marriage that while there are plenty of days that are 50-50, 

there are those that are 90-10.  When I grumble about picking up Terry’s dirty 

socks for the umpteenth time, or wonder why he hasn’t done this, that or the 

other while I have clearly been giving 90%, I try to stop and remind myself that 

there are days when I only contribute 10% and readily take the 90 he’s giving.  

There are just days like that . . .when the dishes pile up, the bank account runs 

low, and the kid (or sometimes, kids) just don’t want to cooperate and you 

wonder why you’re the only one doing anything about it. 

On days like this we might want to take to heart Paul’s advice in 1st Corinthians, 

and that is to practice love.  Practice the type of love that makes it possible to live 

with differences.  Practice the type of love that puts away childish things.  Practice 

the type of love that overcomes the 90-10 days.  Which is another way of saying, 

put away the type of love that is irritable or resentful, or boastful or arrogant or 

rude, or insists on its way. 

And while agape love may not be the romantic love that we all want to 

experience, it is a love that is fierce enough to overcome obstacles and tough 

enough to break boundaries.  

Amen. 


