
 

1 October 17, 2021 Mark 10:35-45 

 I will tell you a story of two brothers, boyish dreams.  In a world built on castles, 

filled with royalty and queens.  And kings with crowns golden adorning their heads.  

Tell me, what young children don’t stay up whispering in bed.  About the day when 

they too, would sit upon a throne.  To rule lands and peoples and the place they call 

home.  With riches and wisdom, with wealth and all might.  And courtiers and rulers to 

the left and to the right.  And so what? if the world said it could never be.  This dream 

of two brothers to become royalty.  Still it did not deter them from their zeal and their 

quest.  Life’s out there for the taking, it was at their behest.  Their heads always filled 

with one more scheme, dream, and wonder.  ‘Tis no surprise, they soon became 

known as the “Sons of Thunder.”   

So enthralled by the scenes and the places of power.  Many a time they’d sneak 

past guard and gate at the midnight hour.  Scrambling under table and hovering in 

shadows, to catch a glimpse of the fools to be hung in the gallows.  Their hearts 

beating wildly as the king made the decree, from a throne in the centre, from where all 

could see.  Or in courtyards where the king and his courtiers were lavishly fed.  Where 

a feast of wild game and rich food was spread.  But no matter the place, beside the 

king, flanking either side.  Sitting with dignity, with haughty arrogant pride.  The ones 

chosen to enact every edict and command.  The high-ranking power, tyrants ruling the 

land.  The captain of the army, the counsel of the king, lieutenants and governors, 

who bore the king’s ring.   
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Until alas, they are discovered; boys quickly taking flight.  Mayhem and chaos, 

soldiers chasing in the night.  Tables upended, cups spilled to the ground, angry 

shouts and swords, the loud clanging sound.  And barely avoiding their own brush with 

death, two boys escape home; winded, out of breath.  But long into the darkness they 

yet hatch their scheme, of the day when their wish is no longer a dream.  When they 

are the ones chosen to reign with the king, left side and right side, to bear the king’s 

ring.  To drink from the cup, they hatch the grand plan; do you think that we will?  Oh, 

I know that we can!  Until at last the Sons of Thunder roar only in their dreams, when 

sleep takes the place of ill-hatched schemes.  But where the vision drifts on long into 

dark night.  Of the ones who will sit on the left and on the right. 

But now when they awake, we find boys grown into men, who admittedly still 

dream that dream now and again.  But in reality, they are actually fishermen you see.  

Their life’s work and occupation, just as their father Zebedee.  The wide-open water, 

the casting of nets.  The wind on their face, life at their behest.  And still they are 

known as the brothers of Thunder, who attack and approach life with zeal and great 

wonder.  And for that, I would ask, isn’t that what life’s for?  Perhaps from these 

brothers we could all learn a bit more.  So when Jesus came and called them that day 

on the sand.  “Come quickly and follow,” we can easily understand.  Why they 

immediately left behind boat, fish, and net.  For God’s dream that was bigger, that they 

couldn’t even imagine yet.  That to follow as they did; hook, sinker, and line.  Was the 

way that they roared, through life most the time.   



 

3 October 17, 2021 Mark 10:35-45 

And follow they did, day in and day out, to discover what the kingdom of God 

was about.  Not castles and thrones, but on hillsides and homes, the hungry, the sick, 

the poor, the bereft.  These the courtiers, the subjects gathered beside Jesus on the 

right hand and on the left.  The feasts not reserved for the rich ones of power, not the 

shakers or movers nor people of sway.  But the outcast and orphan, disrespected and 

judged, the ones kings normally pushed far out of the way.  The hungry were fed, the 

blind could see, the captives proclaimed welcome and free.  While two thundering 

brothers, unable to sleep, yet whispered long in the night about their visions and 

dreams. 

Well, what happens with life, when everything seems bold and grand, is that 

somewhere on the way, nothing goes the way we planned.  And the powers and kings 

who devalue, disadvantage, who thrive giving greed first place.  Threatened, rise up to 

fight against God’s kingdom of love, hope, and grace.  “The kingdom I bring,” Jesus 

begins to teach, “will lead to my suffering and untimely death.  What I do in this place, 

my love, my grace, the powers of this world will certainly reject.  Yet death not the end, 

three days rising again” God’s kingdom is always for life.  A kingdom’s power found in 

weakness, it’s what Jesus teaches, but they still they continue the strife.  The disciples 

are arguing, who is greater, who is least, while Jesus shows them a little child.  The 

kingdom of heaven belongs to these, to the tender, to the meek and the mild.  If you 

want to follow, to be my disciple, become as child, as a servant, a slave.  The Son of 

Man will suffer and die, he says, but in three days rise from the grave.” 
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Well, dreamers dream, and thunder roars, and once more two brothers—gotta 

love their panache.  “Excuse us, Jesus, we get what you are saying, but there’s just 

one thing we really want to ask?”  You’re talking too much about this cross and your 

death, and frankly it’s all rather gory.  But what we dream, what we really want to hear, 

is about your power, your reign, your glory.  And trust me, we know glory; we’ve seen 

it all; sneaking into throne rooms and feasts of kings.  The hangings, beheadings, the 

tyrant power enacted by the ones who wear the king’s rings.  And it seems to us 

Jesus, every king needs people, the chosen of courage, of power and might.  So 

Jesus, we were just wondering, in your kingdom and glory, shouldn’t we sit next you on 

your left hand and on your right?  

Their question reveals how entangled, enmeshed, and trapped in death’s 

mainstream, in power is their vision, their imagination, built on faulty premise and 

crumbling dream.  Refusing, ignoring, denying the suffering, Jesus’ own laying down in 

death, their delusion, self-aggrandizing, false hope and illusion is waiting on baited 

breath.  For a kingdom of their own creating, a triumphant regal scene, with 

themselves seated in power, and the others?—who are nary to be seen.  Not the other 

ten disciples, who needs them who cares?  Not the sick or the suffering nor the hungry 

are there.  This looks nothing alike to the kingdom of God revealed in the Jesus, in 

whose footsteps they trod.  No welcome that edifies, or restores the lowly, in words 

and actions of grace.  But much more like the tyrants who already trample each tribe, 

every person, every race.    
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Jesus responds how naïve what they ask; that they don’t even really have a 

clue, do you seriously think you can share and drink in the very same cup that I do?  

“Surely, we can, surely, why not?” Nodding eagerly with zeal, they don’t really know 

what they say.  Never knowing how hard, that even Jesus will cry, “Father, please, if 

you will, take this cup away.”  And the enthroned Jesus, that the thunderous ones long 

to serve as king; is One cross enthroned instead as the thundering “Crucify!” rings.  

Glory found and revealed on a cross, the king Jesus dies on a tree.  The Christ 

crucified, hung and denied at the hands of humanity.  While the seats of honour that 

the brothers ask and request?  Reserved for two thieves, who hang in shame on—you 

guessed it—Jesus’ right hand and on the left.   And perhaps in the end, two brothers 

are glad that what they ask and what they have dreamed, don’t work out at all 

according to their boyish plans and the wonder of their schemes. 

Well, and so it is the story of two brothers now will draw to an end.  While we 

have the benefit of knowing the rest, how much yet we do not comprehend.  We know 

in three days Jesus does and will, rise from death and the grave.  And while the world 

always tries to do its worst, God still comes to save.  And yet perhaps it surprises us 

still how much our imagination and dreams, yet remain so entangled, enmeshed in 

power of death’s mainstream.  In the games of castles and powers and rulers, in kings 

and queens and place.  In the quest to control, who sits where, and by what honour 

and grace.  Because in truth, while we nod and smile, and answer yes, Lord, we’ll 

drink your cup.  It is still so hard to believe, to trust and to see that from death Christ is 

raising us up.  And everything we’ve seen says that glory’s passing dream must be 
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grasped and held tight as our own.  Because power that is shared, we fear is power to 

be lost, and all of us seated on crumbling thrones.  And in the process of earnestly 

trying to save and preserve ourselves, we successfully exclude and deny life for 

everyone else. 

BUT… Where we expect power to run out and deplete, to choose and decide who 

lives and who dies.  God’s power decides to meet us in life, in new wonder and creation, 

that is always surprise.  And in the place of fear, in our utter powerlessness, in all the 

places we are sure no life can be found.  God is raising up hope, and opening wide our 

graves, to free us for life from bonds of the ground.  And when our lips yet deny and cry 

crucify, and we fall prey to all our self-aggrandizing schemes.  And when we forget that 

God’s life does not compete, or exclude; that there is room for all deep within God’s 

dream.  On the cross, all this world’s judgment, condemnation, all its fear and exclusion, 

and all of life-stealing death.  Become the place of God’s greatest freedom, and welcome 

for all nations, of God’s forgiveness and life-breathing breath.  In the cross weakness 

upended, life extended, our whole world turned upside down.  In Jesus touching, 

forgiving, healing life freely giving; this is where glory is found.  

And we as God’s people, free from competing, seeking, from grasping power, glory, 

and thrones.  Free from surviving and controlling, and from making sure we have what is 

our own.  We can relax and be about the business of loving and caring for one another 

and the world, and its people, God’s own.  And to live in the wonder, to roar and to 

thunder, as Jesus calls us “Come, follow me.”  Into God’s dream that is bigger, in life 

gathering, and growing on the left and the right, all around Jesus and a life-giving tree.   


