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Jesus About Town: The Mayor of Brentwood. A story sermon written and told by Rev. Steven Schafer on June 7, 2015. Texts: 

Exodus 20: 1 - 17 and Luke 10:25-37. 

 We sold our house this week. We lived there for twelve years and it was, no doubt, the nicest house I will ever live in. When 

we bought it back in 2003 Lily Wigrecki (Lily and family have moved away - some of you might still remember them). Lily said to 

me, "Oh. You bought one of those mini-mansions." I never really thought of it as a mansion - mini or in any other way - but it made 

me feel good that someone thought it that nice - and a bit guilty. Ministers probably shouldn't live in mini-mansions. It just doesn't 

look good. It was a very nice house. It was not/is not a mini-mansion. 

 I've seen real mansions. You have too. They are a lot bigger than our house was. Up in Northville, in the areas where Detroit 

sports professionals live - those are mansions. In many cities there is an annual house tour where you can pay a price to walk through a 

dozen or so million dollar plus houses just built. They're pretty nice, I've got to say. But I couldn't live in one. 

 We have some friends who live in Brentwood, Tennessee. Brentwood is a suburb of Nashville. Our friends live south of the 

tracks (so to speak) in Brentwood, which is still pretty nice - an upscale Northville, but north of the tracks is where all the country and 

western stars live. When we visited, I was amazed at the opulence of the mansions these people live in. Picture the mansion in "Gone 

With the Wind," Tara. They are like that but bigger and more elaborate.  Some of them make the mansions on the cliff walk in 

Newport, Rhode Island, where the Vanderbilt's and the Rothschild's lived seem small. Each one seems to compete with the other and 

each one is more lavish than the next.  

 One of the peculiar things about the Bible story and the life of Jesus, for me, is the lack of detail of his daily life and the lives 

of the disciples. Thirteen men, roaming the countryside around the Galilee region for three years. Where did they sleep? What did they 

live on? What did they eat? Did they ever change clothes? Did they ever wash them? Where did they go to the bathroom? 

 I suppose the easy answer is that their culture was so much different than ours that we simply can't understand. They 

probably slept out under the stars. It seems that would get old pretty quickly. And their toilet was that of all campers - a bush. It's hard 

to imagine Jesus behind a bush, isn't it? Maybe they ate berries and figs from the trees. I suppose some people would want to invite 

Jesus to eat with them and share their food, but how many will do that for Jesus AND his twelve followers? Not many, I would guess. 

What a peculiar life - at least as we see it as twenty first century American suburbanites. 

 But Jesus always had charisma and people liked to have him around and sometimes liked to be seen with him. Sometimes 

not. We do see Jesus eating with Mary and Martha and publicans and sinners and we find him spending the night at Peter's home in 

Capernaum. Where were the twelve? No one knows. 

 One day, while traveling through a town very  much like Brentwood, Tennessee, Jesus met a couple (he was by himself at the 

time) and somehow got into a conversation and, before you know it, they invited him home for dinner. Berries and figs are fairly hard 

to find growing wild and free in a town like Brentwood, so a free meal sounded pretty good to Jesus. He got into their Mercedes and 

off they went. He loved the smell of the new car and the seats were so comfortable that it seemed almost like you weren't sitting at all. 

The windows were tinted so everything outside, even in the bright sun, looked warm and inviting. You could almost not even hear the 

sound of the engine or the traffic outside. The radio was playing beautiful classical music coming from somewhere unknown - it 

seemed to surround him from above and below and left and right and front and back. What wonderful technology.  

 They turned in to one of those amazing and opulent mansions I was telling you about. The big iron gates magically opened 

(he imagined the man pushed a button somewhere, but he didn't see it) and they drove through.  The driveway was at least a quarter of 

a mile long, tree lined with the branches making a little tunnel to drive through, paved with some kind of a reddish stone. It crunched 

luxuriously as they drove over it. The driveway at the front of the house was more like a parking lot than a traditional drive. So much 

space. Jesus rather expected a butler to come and open the doors for them and to park the car, but none came. 

 The couple ushered Jesus into the house and, I'm afraid, he wasn't a very well-mannered guest. He didn't comment on how 

amazing the house was or on how beautifully it was decorated nor even on the spaciousness that so exuded wealth beyond belief. He 

seemed not to even notice any of that. His hosts were just a bit offended. How could he not comment? This house was BUILT for 

eliciting comment. To not be awed by something so magnificent was simply not possible. 
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 They sat down to eat almost as soon as they arrived. Jesus' hosts had expected to give him a tour of the house like they did 

with every first time guest. But he clearly wasn't going to 'ooh' and 'aah' over anything, so they didn't even mention it. When dinner 

was served it was a wonderful feast. They had beef rouladen and French green beans and twice baked potatoes and some of the best 

wine Jesus had ever tasted. The table was set beautifully - elegantly, really. Although they didn't seem to have a butler, they did have a 

live-in cook/nanny, and she was obviously top notch. 

 The  nanny was almost at the end of her tenure. Her charge, the couple's only son, Jesse, was fourteen and almost able to take 

care of himself. If she hadn't been so great in the kitchen, they probably would have let her go a couple of years ago. 

 The conversation around dinner was amiable. Jesus didn't bring up anything controversial and the couple and he chatted 

about the beautiful weather and a bit about the local sports teams and the great weather they had been having. Jack brought up politics. 

He was the mayor of their suburb and wanted to get Jesus' take on a few things. Jesus didn't take the bait. Jesus never discussed 

politics. He was an advocate for the poor and the widowed and the downtrodden. He believed in justice and equally for everyone. He 

was opposed to war of all kinds. He was against killing of anyone at any age for any reason. But he knew bringing those kinds of 

things up to a politician was not his mission and that there could be no up side. Religion he would discuss. Politics, not so much. 

 Of course Jesus asked Jesse about school and what kinds of things he enjoyed doing outside of school. The young man was 

quite articulate. He said he loved video games and music. He loved music a lot. He began to name some of the country artists he liked. 

Jesus hadn't heard of any of them. Jesus liked the great hymns of the church, rich with content and melody, but he wasn't up on most 

popular music. He mentioned Steve Green and Amy Grant to Jesse, knowing those were contemporary music  names. Jesse had heard 

of Amy but not Steve. He noticed that Jesse's attitude toward him sort of changed at that point. Jesus thought to himself, "He thinks 

I'm old! I'm thirty and he thinks I'm old!" Age is so individually biased. 

 Dinner ended and Jesse excused himself to go play a video game - enough of the old people. Judith - the woman of the house 

- excused herself, too. She said she had to discuss the weeks chores and errands with the maid (the one who was also the fabulous 

cook and nanny). Jesus knew that was probably true, but he also knew she could have done that later and not while she was 

entertaining a guest. He wondered what was on Jack's agenda. It must be something his wife wasn't interested in. 

 Jack suggested they adjourn to the den. He took the wine bottle along and motioned that Jesus should take his glass. 

 When they got settled in and Jack had poured Jesus some wine, Jack said, "I know all about  you. You're quite the 

inspirational speaker. You spoke over at our church last year and made quite the commotion. People changed after that visit. Some of 

them changed a lot. Some of them for the better and some for the worse. Some bought into what you were saying about heaven and 

God and living life to the fullest and all that. Others thought it a bunch of ..." (and here Jack used a term I can't use in church and, to be 

honest, it was surprising to Jesus that Jack used it in front of him. Usually people were more restrained around him and people they 

though 'religious'). 

 "I'm glad I made an impact that has lasted," said Jesus. "Whenever I speak in public, that always seems to be how it goes. 

Some buy into what I say and have a life-changing experience and some are just skeptical - which I completely understand. I talk 

about some pretty big concepts - loving your neighbor and being committed wholly to God and obeying the essence as well as the 

content of the commandments.  I teach the way to internal peace and how to have a clean conscience through forgiving and being 

forgiven. Which camp are you in, Jack?"  

 "I'm one of the skeptics - with a caveat. I WANT to believe it all. I WANT to have that internal peace you are talking about. I 

don't. I've risen to the top of the social ladder. I've achieved my goal of leadership - I'm not interested in anything bigger than right 

here, but I'm there. I've done it. I've got a beautiful wife and a great son. I've got enough money to do anything I want to do or go 

anywhere I want to go. But I'm not happy. I'm smart and wealthy and relatively powerful, but something is missing in my life. How do 

I get what you have and what you say we can all have? That would be my crowning achievement  in life. When I saw you this 

afternoon, I said to Judith, 'Let's invite that guy to dinner. I want to talk to him about what we've been discussing.' She thought it 

foolishness. That's why she made her escape. She is a skeptic without the caveat. Tell me. What is the secret?" 
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 "It's no secret," said Jesus. "The first thing is that you have to obey the rules of life. I'm not talking about the rules of the dog-

eat-dog world, but the laws of God. You know what they are: Love God - that means spending time with Him. Keep the Sabbath - that 

means at LEAST going to church every Sunday. Honor your parents - that means giving them a call on a regular basis - visit if you 

can. Don't covet. Don't lust. Don't steal. Don't lie. Don't kill. Don't cuss. Love God (I guess I said that one, didn't I. Well, it's a good 

one to say twice). You've heard them all your life. Start there. Obey those. Think about what they mean in your life and follow them to 

the best of your ability." 

 "I do," said Jack. "I grew up in church and in a very religious family and I've lived a pretty straight and narrow life from the 

time I was little. I've kept the commandments. I don't lie or cheat or steal. I'm a politician and that hasn't always been easy, but I've 

worked hard at it. I'm probably one of the best people you know. I know that sounds like bragging, but it's true." 

 Jesus looked at Jack and a tear formed in his eye. HERE was the kind of man he wished everyone could be - a righteous man. 

He loved Jack for being that. He knew that that kind of example would lead Jesse in the right  path as he proceeded through 

adolescence and into adulthood. He knew that he, as mayor, must certainly be an inspiration to the people of the community and to his 

staff and to everyone he worked with. He hoped his example might rub off on other politicos.  

 "So why don't I have that famous 'peace that passes all understanding' I hear about so much in church. I think even you used 

that phrase last year when I heard you speak." 

 "I admire you greatly, Jack. I can't tell you how much. I'm going to tell you what you need to do to achieve that peace you 

long for. This isn't the prescription for everyone, but it is for you. Because you have accomplished so much on your own, because you 

are so talented and able and, let's be honest, because you've been so terrible lucky, it has all come easy to you. Most people aren't in 

the same ballpark as you. Most people simply need to repent and believe in me and their peace comes. It flows over them and through 

them and around them in waves of wonderful peace. Their sins are forgiven and their lives made whole. But for you, because you have 

always been so good, I'm going to suggest something that will rock your world - and bring you that peace you long for.  Ready? Look 

around you, Jack. See the crystal chandelier out in the entry and the rich wooden doors and marble staircase and the stunningly 

beautiful furnishings. Think about your wine cellar and your Mercedes and any other cars you  have. Think about your mountain 

house up above Chattanooga. Sell it all and give it to the poor. Then you will have peace." 

 "What!? What do you mean? You want me to sell all this and give it to the poor? What would possess me to do that? I've 

worked hard for everything I have. You don't mean I should just throw it away, do you?" 

 "No. Not at all. You needn't throw anything away. You need to give it away. It's standing solidly between you and God." 

 "But you never said anything like that last  year when I heard you. You just talked about peace and love and forgiveness. You 

didn't say anything about giving it all away." 

 "I did. But you didn't hear it. There is one commandment that you haven't kept. Few people really do, but it is the whole key 

to what I'm talking about. It's 'have no other gods before me.' You see, there are a lot of different kinds of gods in the world. All of 

them demand our time and our energies and resources. Most of those gods are not religious in the traditional sense. But they get in the 

way of getting to the real God. Each of us must root whatever gods there be in our lives like that, out." 

 Jack was devastated. He knew he couldn't do that. People would think him crazy. Judith would leave him. Jesse without his 

video games and ipod? Unimaginable. Him living like an ordinary person? Impossible. 

 "I can't do that," Jack said. "I can't. What would people think?" 

 "Does it matter?" asked Jesus. "Does what people think matter more than a holy heart? Does what people think matter more 

to you than God?" 

 Jack was angry. He said, "I need you to leave now." And, of course, Jesus did. He got up from the comfortable sofa and 

walked slowly to the door, once again a tear in his eye but this time for an entirely different reason. "Goodbye, Jack. Thank you so 

much for the dinner. It was wonderful." Jack was silent. 
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 Jesus knew how difficult it is for people of wealth and influence to find God's peace. They have so much yet so little. They 

are secure but yet frightened. They are rich yet they are so poor. He thought back to Biblical times when camels were everywhere. 

They had it all. Strength, stamina, value. Yet they often couldn't get through one of the major city gates because they were too tall and 

inflexible. He knew Jack was exactly like that.  

 Jesus followed Jack's career after that day for quite awhile. He'd read about him in the newspaper from time to time. He 

continued on as mayor for as long as term limits allowed. He was a pretty good mayor. He saw that Jack had divorced Judith and that 

Jesse had graduated from law school. After being mayor, however, Jack really had nothing else to do and nowhere else to go. He 

began to gamble and drink. Judith had taken half of his wealth in the settlement and he now lived in a modest house on the edge of 

town, unemployed. Fortunately he had enough wealth left after Judith and the gaming tables to survive for a few years but not much 

more than that. The next time Jesus saw Jack, was at a soup kitchen. He got just a glimpse. He couldn't tell whether he was a guest or a 

volunteer. 

 

  


