
 
Luke 13:31-35 
Lament in action 
 
Jerusalem, Jerusalem, the city that kills the prophets and stones those who are sent to 
it! How often have I desired to gather your children together as a hen gathers her 
brood under her wings, and you were not willing! 
 
Edgemont, Capilano Heights, Delbrook, Norgate, Highlands, Canyon Heights, Forest Hills… 
 
You who have drifted away from places of accountability, drifted away from the values of 
love for neighbor and self… 
 

- Where is the affordable housing and places of belonging for new immigrants, refugees – 
the ones who work in your neighbourhoods?  

- Where is your compassion for those who are alone in their houses, property rich and 
income poor?  

- Where are your supports for those who live with a mental health issue? 
- How are you addressing the Opioid crisis – hidden at home, often started by 

prescription pills?  
 
And O Church – do you desire to gather your children together as a hen gathers her brood 
under her wings? Gathering your children, your children’s children? 
 
 
Today’s gospel reading is the mid-way point in Jesus’ journey to Jerusalem in the account 
written by the author of Luke.  
 
Two very different stories tied together by their references to Jerusalem.  
 
Jerusalem is the place that in both Luke and Acts (written by the same author) signifies the 
central place for local ministry… before the disciples are sent wider afield to Judea and beyond 
to Samaria and then to the ends of the Earth – they are called to ministry in their local setting. 
 
These two stories are also tied together by Jesus courage and motivation in the face of danger.  
 
Warned by pharisees (of all people) that Herod was on the lookout. 
And reminded that the prophetic witness usually led to death.  
 
Yet as Pat Bennett comments: “Prophetic ministry undertaken in the face of power is fraught 
with danger but Jesus has a clear sense of his calling and a commitment to it which allows him 
to remain undaunted and resolute in the face of the both present and future threat” 
 



Jesus’ endurance is remarkable. Even though which each step he is getting closer to the events 
of his passion… The author of Luke writes this in hindsight – and so gives us an allusion to Palm 
Sunday – Blessed is the One who comes in the name of the Lord. 
 
 
I am also amazed at how the suffering in the life of prophet and witness Dorothy Day did not 
deter her from her life of service to God, and indeed to our world.  
 
This woman of faith – having been inspired by the humanitarian response to the San Francisco 
Fire and Earth Quake of 1906, joined the women’s suffrage in 1917 and was arrested, 
imprisoned and survived the night of terror – hunger, beating and flogging. 
 
Yet when released was more resolute than ever to do good. And to seek God. She relentlessly 
sought after God, though she came from a non religious home.  
 
She fell in love with Catholic liturgy, and with the Psalms.  
 

“This I believe—that I will see the goodness of the LORD in the land of the living! Wait 
for the LORD and be strong. Take heart and wait for the LORD! Amen” 

 
Yet she could not find the places within the Catholic church for the socialist activism that 
most gripped her heart.  
 
As a single mother, she supported herself as a reporter.  
 
In her autobiography she wrote:  
“I could write and I could protest to arouse the conscience but where is the Catholic leadership 
in the gathering of bands of men and women together for the actual acts of Mercy that the 
comrades had always made part of their technique of reaching the workers.” 
 
It was in 1932 in Washington DC at the construction site of the National Shrine of the 
Immaculate Conception that she prayed for guidance on how to use her gifts to help her fellow 
workers end the plight of poverty.  
 
When she returned to her home, she met Peter Mouran, the man who would become 
Dorothy’s teacher and partner in launching the Catholic Workers movement.  
 
Dorothy was inspired by the words of Catherine of Sienna: “Be whom God made you to be and 
you will set the world on fire”  
 
And so she and Peter launched the newspaper called the Catholic Worker… 
 
The Paper inspired ordinary Christ followers, the laity (in a pre-Vatican II context) to use their 
gifts, their talents, their skills, no matter how small to help their neighbours less fortunate than 



themselves. The paper inspired the opening of houses for hospitality, welcoming all who 
needed food and housing. 
 
In her memoir, the Long Loneliness Dorothy wrote:  
“We cannot love God, unless we love each other. And to love we must know each other.  
We know God in the breaking of bread and we know each other in the breaking of bread. And 
we are not alone anymore” 
 
32 houses were formed across the USA. 
 
Dorothy and Peter continued the newspaper through the turmoil of World War II, advocating 
for labour rights, equality, absolute passivism, and racial integration.  
 
Dorothy Day died in 1980 and she is being considered for sainthood in the Catholic Church. 
Though while she was alive she was known to say:  
“Don’t call me a saint, I don’t want to be dismissed so easily!” 
 
Dorothy Day did not lead the expected perfect Catholic life, with multiple sexual partners, an 
abortion, a single mother never married. Charges often brought against her when the church 
disagreed with her socialist position.  
 
But this woman, this Christ follower, lamented over the lives of the poor in her community.  
And lamented at the churches inadequacy to gather and love and care for those in need. 
 
O that we might heed her example and the words of Jesus:  
 
“O Jerusalem, Jerusalem, North Vancouver –  
the city that kills the prophets and stones those who are sent to it!  
 
St Catherine’s -  
How often have you desired to gather your children together as a hen gathers her 
brood under her wings, are you not willing?” 
 
 
Amen.  
 
 
 
 
  


