
To an Unknown God or Gods -- Easter 6A 
 
       Greetings – It’s good to be back. Just checking here to 
make sure my name is still on the bulletin. I’ve had the 
immense good fortune of a sojourn with my daughter Eve 
in Sri Lanka, which I will describe to whomever is 
interested next Sunday, June 1 at 9 o’clock over a potluck 
breakfast after the early service. I have some good 
photographs and stories from that beautiful and amazing 
country.  
 
       One of our adventures was to climb a jungle-covered 
mountain in the center of the island, known locally as 
Domburu Gara, or Smokey Rock, after the mist that comes 
and goes, thickly covering its peak. The British named it 
Knuckles, which I heard was because, at a distance, the four 
peaks resemble the knuckles of one’s hand.   
 
        The psalmist today exhorts us to “Bless our God, O 
peoples, who has kept us among the living, and has not let 
our feet slip…” Now although I have no doubt that God is 
always with me, even through the fire and water of the 
intense heat and humidity of the jungle with a burden on 
my back, I have to report that my feet did indeed manage to 
slip on one muddy slope, when my handhold failed, and 
rather than pitch off the side of the hill, I did a nice face-
plant onto the trail itself, thus sustaining both the shiner 
which is now fading from my eye here, and a mild loss of 
dignity. We can talk about the leeches later, which had to 
be coaxed out of their new homes in my boots once we 
reached a spacious place. 
 



       Sri Lanka is full of temples and shrines, some Hindu, but 
mostly Buddhist, especially in the southern two thirds of 
the country, where we were. The oldest and, most would 
agree, purest form of the Buddhist way of life is centered 
here, and its presence was very much heightened during 
our visit.  Every year the people celebrate Vesak, the date 
when Gautama the Buddha is said to have been born. But 
wait, there’s more: he also achieved enlightenment, 
Nirvana on the same day and this too was the day of his 
death.  Almost as if we celebrated Christmas, Pentecost and 
Easter on the same day.  The country is festooned with 
colorful flags and lanterns, and the temples are full of 
revelers and worshippers. It is a glorious time. 
 
       Statues of the Buddha are everywhere, big, little and in-
between; carved stone, painted wood and gold leafed. 
Thinking that these images were a big part of the 
establishment of Buddhism, we were surprised to learn 
that it was the Greek Alexander the Great who brought to 
Asia the idea of depicting holy figures. Previous to Western 
influence, all the Asian gods were unknown gods, in the 
sense that Paul uses in his sermon today. He is said to have 
spoken these words on another high, holy rock, the 
Aereopagus in Athens, where justice had been considered 
and meted out since before history.   
 
       Paul tells his listeners of the God who made the world 
and everything in it, he who is Lord of heaven and earth, 
and made from one ancestor all nations to inhabit the 
whole earth, so that they would search for God and perhaps 
grope for him and find him—though indeed he is not far 
from each one of us.  The immense disparity between our 



culture and those of Asia obscures the ways is which we 
are alike. In Sri Lanka, for example, one is never far from 
the Buddha, because the Buddha is made up of human 
history – a life (in his case a series of lives), an 
overwhelming profusion of depictions, and the temporal 
observance of holy days like Vesak.  At the same time, the 
Buddha is beyond and outside of human history: always 
having been and always to be, always unattainable; 
inimitable and ever within each of those who strive to live 
and move and have their being like him. 
 
Jesus teaches us today such a similar worldview, that it 
becomes strenuous to the point of absurdity to claim we 
are not one people with everyone on this earth: 
 
“They who have my commandments and keep them are 
those who love me; and those who love me will be loved by 
God, and I will love them and reveal myself to them.” God 
does not reside in gold, or silver, or stone, images formed 
by the art and imagination of mortals, but those images can 
indeed serve to refresh our fragile awareness that God’s 
commandments are the same the World over: Justice, 
Peacemaking, Lovingkindness, Humility, Forbearance, 
Release. We can indeed take back the lesson Alexander 
took to Asia so long ago: that in acknowledging and 
nurturing the holiness of beauty, we become more able to 
embrace the beauty of holiness. 
 
 


