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Isaiah 25:1-9; Psalm 23; Philippians 4:1-9; Matthew 22:1-14 

 

During this past summer, son George decided it was time to tackle a new adventure in his 
life—climbing fourteeners. Now, we’ve done a good bit of hiking during our years in 
Colorado, but George, John and I had never summitted a Colorado mountain before this 
summer. So, George decided the summer before heading off to college was the right time to 
take on the challenge. 

He researched peaks and decided to begin. The first one he did with his girlfriend, Ashlyn, 
was Bierstadt. With supplies and gear, they embarked long before dawn. They summitted; 
their pictures tell the story of both their elation and exhaustion. Then, came Grays and 
Torreys, Democrat, Cameron and Lincoln. 

After those successes, George approached me about climbing Mt. Elbert. It is, if you don’t 
know, both the tallest and some say the gentlest peak to summit…gentle in that there is a 
walkable trail all the way to the top. I was afraid. I’m in okay, not great, shape. 

To allay my fears, George researched. He brought up pictures of the path. He reassured me 
that there were no steep narrow vertical climbs on slippery inclines. I could take my time. 
Walking on a trail all the way, and a fairly wide one. I said yes. 

The day came. The whole family and Ashlyn took off long before dawn. We hit trailhead 
well before sunrise. And we began the ascent. We were talking all the way, not paying lots of 
attention to the trail. Eventually, we noticed we seemed alone. And something else became 
evident. This was not the trail I’d bargained for…the ascent became quite steep…and 
slippery…and narrow…the three things I’d sworn off before agreeing to do the hike.  Steep. 
Slippery. Narrow. We wondered if we’d taken a wrong turn about 40 minutes in.   

Ashlyn and George offered to go back to trailhead and check…which in hindsight would 
have been a good plan. But at the time, it seemed such a waste of time. And just when we 
were deliberating, two dudes came by and assured us we were on the right path.  Turns out 
they were wrong. I don’t know when exactly it dawned on us…but eventually, we realized 
we were off path. The path got steeper and rockier and harder than anything I’d done in 
many years.  

Still we pressed on hoping our path would intersect with the main one at timberline. I’ll tell 
you, it was a hard hike for me, a very hard one.  We did stop several times for little hiker’s 
feasts. Those kept me going. 

Eventually, the magic moment came. We hit timberline. And then and only then, we were 
able to look up to the peak and see that we were on the other side of a ridge…with no easy 
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way to join the main trail. There, small as dots, and far above us, on the main trail, was a 
string of hikers ascending toward summit. 

It was a difficult moment for us. It was now late morning, and we had a decision to make. 
We knew by the time we crossed that ridge and got to the main path, it would be far too late 
to summit that day. We would need to turn back. 

I was so disappointed. I wanted to summit with George before he left for college. I already 
had facebook pictures in mind. And George was disappointed too—deeply so. 

But then, just before we turned back, George gave me a deep, long hug. And he said, “Mom, 
it’s okay. This is our hike. This is exactly the path we need to be on together.” 

He was right. I learned I could make a steeper climb than I’d imagined. We accomplished 
something perhaps even more significant for that day than a trail all the way to the summit 
by taking that challenging backcountry path. And…we made it above timberline. We left 
summit for another day. Now, I have a serious appetite for hiking above timberline. 
Someday soon, it will be our day as a family to ascend above timberline together. I can’t wait. 

So, as you can imagine, when members of our stewardship committee floated the theme 
“above timberline” for our campaign in our meeting the very next week, I was all in. 

What we liked about the theme is the same thing I came to value about my day hiking 
Elbert—namely, the goal you think you’re after is never final. Life is indeed a journey, an 
expedition, and there is always new terrain for another day. And there are accomplishments 
reached that you never even intended to seek, like my hiking that backcountry steep trail. 
God’s feast is a moveable one. 

Here at St. Thomas, we have enjoyed impressive accomplishments over the past eight years. 
We have grown 42% in attendance. We have grown our budget by 50%. We have traversed 
some steep terrain from trailhead—steep, slippery, narrow terrain in a time when, truly, the 
question of our parish’s viability was at stake. That is no longer the case. We are a growing, 
healthy parish. 

But we have further to go. 

I have sometimes used the phrase, “getting back at the table” of the wider Church. St. 
Thomas has been reclaiming our place at the table, where we have ability to set the feast of 
God for others.  

We are in the season of the Jewish festival of booths, a season about the feast God sets. This 
past week, I participated the annual luncheon Rabbi Adam has for Park Hill clergy. It’s his 
way of getting help building of the sukkoth at Temple Micah while having some good 
fellowship. Now there were missing parts to the Sukkoth lost in Temple Micah’s recent 
move, so in the end, we didn’t get to help build it this time. But it was still a wonderful 
opportunity for us to share ideas together. 



 3 

If you don’t know, a sukkoth is a temporary both intended to remind Jews of the days when 
their ancestors wandered in the wilderness after their Exodus from Egypt. 

The point is to give thanks and to remember that God’s feast is always moveable. 

The meal under the sukkoth is not unlike a hiker’s feast…you keep moving up the mountain 
and laying the spread at the next stop and the next and the next. 

The gospel we have today has been called by one preacher (David Losse) the “ugly parable.” 
I could not agree more. I was wishing we had the story of Jesus ascending the mountain with 
his friends. But no such luck. Today’s parable has been used over the centuries to divide 
Jews and Christians. It’s about who is not at the table. It is Matthew’s continuing attempt to 
pronounce punitive judgment on those among the Jews who reject Jesus.   

It is not really the best text for a hiking sermon. But, as the events of the week around 
marriage unfolded, I came to appreciate having the gospel about the man thrown out of the 
wedding feast for lack of a garment. It is ironic that this tale comes to us in a week in which 
gay marriage on the civil side of things has finally become legal in Colorado.  

It gives us opportunity to consider our own part in the conversation. As you know, we took 
a risk last year and stood with those not invited to the banquet of marriage. We are 
committed to a day when everyone sits at God’s welcome table. That is in our DNA, St. 
Thomas. We work to get everyone to the table. We will not stop until the feast is truly laid 
for all. We want all the sacraments for all the body of Christ. That’s who we are. 

And in order to do that work—yes around gay marriage but not only that—around every 
issue of injustice we face, in order to do the work, we must be at the table. We must have a 
strong, healthy parish. We must keep moving, keep ascending up the mountain. We must 
keep laying the moveable feast of God, keep building sukkoth. We cannot lay the table for 
others if we are not at the table.  

I want St. Thomas to be fully back at the table of leadership in Denver. We’ve come so far in 
the past eight years. I think we are ready to go every further. I want us to set trends, to 
challenge others to ascend higher. I want us to be here for years and years to come. 

I have come to realize that one of the most important legacies I can create during my tenure 
as Rector here is to help St. Thomas return to full stature of leadership in the Diocese and in 
the city. And so, I want to ask you to deepen your commitment to the life and health of this 
congregation. We have grown significantly. Yet, collectively, we have more capacity in our 
financial stewardship. Not every individual, not every household. I know that. Some are at 
capacity. Only you can determine if your giving is where you believe it needs to be to make 
this place strong for the future.  

Indeed, we cannot ask others to do what we are not doing ourselves. Our family is engaged 
in giving here that challenges us every year.  I am committed to my pledge here it because I 
understand it to be my joyful responsibility to help make this amazing community thrive. I 
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do it because I see the need for a St. Thomas in Denver Colorado. I want to see this place 
turn corner after corner, switch back after switch back…far above timberline. 

So, I ask you to think far beyond even the coming year.  Think into the future. If you believe 
this place has a role to play in setting the feasting table for all God’s children, especially 
those who have been uninvited to the table, then consider your pledge. Help us build 
momentum here. Help us put St. Thomas squarely back at the table of influence. Make this 
beloved community strong and viable for the days and years ahead. 

We’ve come a long, steep, narrow, sometimes slippery path. We are at Timberline. The vistas 
are stunning. Now, it’s our day to ascend above timberline. We are ready. Together we can 
do this. Together, we will do this. This is our hike. This is exactly the path we need to be on 
together. So, let’s go. 


