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Text: "...the gospel mustfirst be preached toallnations." (Mark 13:10).

If this sectionof the Gospel of Markhad a title it would probablybe called,
"Jesus and His Country Bumpkin Disciples Visit the Big City." And if we asked Jesus
to tell the storyof their visit to Jerusalem and the temple, he would be at a very
different place from his young, impressionable, followers. Both Jesus and the
disciples were observant of their surroundings, but they saw different things.
Immediately before today's reading Jesus said, "Look! Look at the widow giving a
great portion of her meager income to support the ministry of the temple." One of his
disciples, on the other hand, exclaimed, "Look! Look, teacher, what wonderful stones
andwhatwonderful buildings!" The contrastbetween the two observations is clear.
Jesus saw the potential for God's work through the effortsof people. Others saw
the magnificent temple as a memorial to vain, human efforts.

j A long time ago, I was guiding a canoe trip in the boundary waters
^betweenCanada and Minnesota. The trip was ten days long and about as close
to paradise as I've ever been (barring the fact that I was guiding about a dozen
fourteen year old boys). The boundary waters area seriesof lakes, most of them
connected. Every oncein a while we had to make a portage over short distances
in order to get to the next lake. Most of the time it was pure paddling and
fishing. On tine second to last day we came to the last channel which would lead
us to one more lake and then home. This one was different. The other chaperone
described it as a chute. It lookedmorelike awaterfall to me. A slopingwaterfall
with boiling water and rocks and treacherous whirlpools. Beingresponsible for
those boys (half of whom were sons of doctors and the ottier half sons of the
doctors' lawyers) it seemed prudent to me to portage these waters. But I was
young and they were young and young won out over wisdom, because, after all,
we were invincible.

The next step was to plan a route through these one hundred yards or so
of thunderous "chute." The thought of trying to stickto a route in this seemed
absurd to me, but it made us all feel like we had control of our destinies. My
inclinationwas that the water would take us where it wanted us to go and we'd
have little to say about it. The key was to stay clear of the last big slightly
submerged rock at the bottom. No good hitting that at high speeds. Break a
canoe and pay for it for the rest of the summer. Break a kid and you might as
well continue the trip and never come out of the woods. There were fourteen of
us* Seven canoes, two in each canoe with our waterproof luggage packed in the
middle of each vessel. The other counselor went first. I was to go last. I forgot to
mention that there were other people admiring this water fall. I don't know
where they came fromto getway out therein the middle of nowhere. Some park








