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0 God, may the words of my mouth be faithful, and may the meditations of each of our hearts bring joy to
you and draw us closer to you — O God, our strength, our rock, and our redeemer. Amen.

What a joy it is to be with you this morning! I bring you greetings from The BTS Center, where I serve as
Executive Director. As you may know, The BTS Center is growing from the deep roots of the former Bangor
Theological Seminary — roots that are more than 200 years deep, stretching all the way back to the
founding of the Seminary in 1814, six years before Maine became a state. Today, with gratitude for the rich
soil nourished and nurtured by our ancestors, we offer an array of programs of spiritual and vocational
formation — workshops and retreats, cohort-based learning communities, reading groups, public
conversations and rituals, and projects of applied research — all in an effort to cultivate and nurture
“spiritual leadership for a climate-changed world.”

This week we celebrated the autumnal equinox — the first day of fall. We've just lived through the hottest
summer on record — and it’s likely that Summer 2026 was also the coolest summer that any of us ever will
experience in the future. And let’s be honest — it was kind of a challenging summer: widespread drought,
stalled heat domes — more than 120 days above 100° in states like Arizona, and historic heatwaves in
Europe — out-of-control wildfires in so many places, record ocean temperatures... No doubt you
remember the catastrophic flash flooding in Nepal caused by glacial collapse that released more than 50
million metric tons of ice and rock, along with flooding that destroyed thousands of structures, washed
away bridges, damaged hydroelectric infrastructure, and claimed the lives of thousands.

For those of us who are paying attention, it seems like the climate-related bad news is never-ending. And of
course, climate change does not exist in a vacuum. It intersects with, and complicates, a whole bunch of
other challenges that we are facing, like immigration and global unrest, the decline of democracy and the
perilous acceleration of Al. It’s no wonder, then, that many of us often find we feel overwhelmed and we
sometimes struggle to cope with all that’s in front of us. Sometimes we question whether we’re doing the
right things, whether we're doing enough, whether we can hold onto any sense of hope for our future, our
children’s future, our grandchildren’s future.

How do we begin to grieve all that we have lost, even as we anticipate all that we will continue to lose as
the climate crisis intensifies? How do we take in the immensity of suffering, of structural inequality and
injustice? How do we embody a love that meets the urgency of this moment? How will our religious

commitments, our faith, our spiritual practices sustain us and galvanize us for the task that is before us?

Our first reading this morning was a poem by Ellen Bass called “The Lighthouse.” A 75-year-old
grandmother is walking through Lighthouse Field with a little girl who is almost two. The grandmother has
just lived through a night of flooding — she references sump pumps, sandbags, soaked towels and
blankets. The ground is saturated from the atmospheric rivers that have flooded California. And now the
child, walking beside her grandmother in this field, sings to herself: “Twinkle Twinkle.” “Like diamond sky.”
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And the grandmother looks at this precious child and thinks about the future.

“I won’t be here when the worst / of what’s coming comes,” she thinks. “I think about it / and then I try not
to think about it. / And then I try to think / because if we don’t — but I can hardly grasp it.” (This is how I
feel so often.) And then comes the line that really hits me, the line that  would say is the heart of the poem:
“Love and dread are brethren.” These are the words of Julian of Norwich, the great Christian mystic who
lived and wrote during the late Middle Ages.

Love and dread are brethren. They go hand in hand, two sides of one coin. This is what it can feel like to
live in a time of climate change. If we did not love this child, we could just turn away. We could say, “Not
my problem.” Another flood, another wildfire, another heat wave, another season of drought — oh, well.
But when we love a child, the future becomes personal. We begin to ask: “What kind of world will she
inherit?” And we ask: “What will she say about us, our generation, me, when she inherits it?” And we ask:
“What am [, what are we, called to do now? Who are we called to be now?”

Which leads us into today’s Gospel reading. Here we find Jesus in the temple, and the religious authorities
come to him with a question: “By what authority are you doing these things?” This is a question about
power. Who has the authority to speak? Who has the authority to act? Who gets to determine what is true?
They play a little theological tug-of-war, and then Jesus launches into a parable about two sons. A father
says to the first son, “Son, go and work in the vineyard today.” The first son says, “No,” but later what does
he do? He changes his mind and goes. The father sends the second son the same way: “Son, go and work in
the vineyard today.” The second son says, “Yes, sir.” But he doesn’t follow through. Jesus asks, “Which of
the two did the will of his father?”

The story reminds us that actions speak louder than words, and conversion is possible! Being faithful in a
climate-changed world isn’t about having a perfect record. It certainly isn’t about saying yes or no with our
words. But it also isn’t about keeping score of every little individual ecological virtue or feeling guilty for
every little individual ecological vice. It’s about being willing to change course. It’s about committing to
collective shifts in response to our shared predicament. It's about the transformation of hearts and minds
and actions in light of what we know to be true, out of love for our children and their children, out of love
for every living being with whom we share this common home, out of love for Earth herself.

During this Season of Creation, let’s be honest: It is easy to care about creation in the abstract. It is easy to
sing hymns about God's beautiful earth. It is easy to pray for future generations. It is easy to say with our
words that we are concerned about climate change. And it’s easy to go on with business-as-usual, as
though nothing is asked of us. Matthew’s Gospel challenges us to reflect, prayerfully, on the gap between
what we know to be true and how that manifests in our lives.

None of us knows what the future will hold. Our understanding of the future is fuzzy at best. Some of what
we suspect is coming can lead us straight into climate anxiety and even ecological despair. The people and
places we love are quite likely vulnerable to forces greater than any of us can control. But faith was never

the promise that we would be given the whole map. Maybe faith is learning to recognize the light we have

been given — and to take the next faithful step.



The grandmother in Ellen Bass’s poem cannot save that little girl from everything that may come. She can’t
even bear to imagine it for very long. But she can walk with her. And so she does. The long beam of the
lighthouse strobes the path. The light comes, and then it goes, and then it comes again. The path is before
them. And they walk.

The question before us is not, “Do we know enough?” We do.

The question is not, “Are we afraid?” Of course we are.

The question is: What will we do with what we know? What will love require of us?

Jesus asks us to move beyond what we say with our words into faithful actions that spring from the love
we profess.

Jesus invites us to embody a love that meets the urgency of this moment.

Jesus invites us take up the work of the vineyard.

[ want to leave you with a thought from a collection of essays called All We Can Save: Truth, Courage, and
Solutions for the Climate Crisis, in which editors Ayana Elizabeth Johnson and Katharine Wilkinson write,
“It is a magnificent thing to be alive in a moment that matters so much.” That’s one way to hold this
moment, and I like it. “It is a magnificent thing to be alive in a moment that matters so much.” And it’s a
magnificent thing to practice our faith and to love and to lead in a moment that matters so much, too — a
magnificent thing, and a sacred thing, and at times a daunting thing. But God has called us in this moment
to acknowledge the reality for what it is, and then to devote the very best of our creativity, our imagination,
our time and energy, the urgency of our moral witness to this present crisis. They continue, “So where do
we go from here? First, we take a breath. It’s a lot. And in some ways, we, humans, were not designed for a
crisis this massive and all-encompassing. In other ways, we were made for this moment. What we do now
is dream. From a foundation of science and community (I would add worship and prayer and spiritual
practice), we must imagine the future we want to live in, and the future we want to pass on, and every day
do something to reel the dream closer to reality.”

This is who we’re called to be, and this is what we’re called to do. Thanks be to God.



