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Pentecost 11, Proper 16 August 21, 2022 
St. Paul’s/Resurrección, Mount Vernon, WA Rev. Paul Moore 
 

Mountains 
 
If you speak with an Otavaleño Indian from the region in the Andes just north of Quito in 
Ecuador, and if they are frank and open with you, they might point up to a rocky volcanic 
core that overlooks the city and say, 
 
“That's Taita Imbabura, Grandfather Imbabura.  He is tall and rocky and strong, even in 
his old age.  He watches over all things and makes sure things go as they should, that the 
rivers carry their precious water well, not too fast and not too slow, not too little and not 
too much, that the breezes didn't waste too much time talking with the trees in the 
mountains, and that humankind fulfill their duties to the earth and one another.  That peak 
over there is Mama Cotacachi.  The two played together since they were small hills.  
Imbabura declared his love for her, which she reciprocated.  They were married in the 
ancient times, and their child, Yanaurcu, stands off to one side over there.  Sometimes 
Taita Imbabura gets headaches that last for days, covering his rocky head in clouds. but 
Cotacachi sends healing winds that lift the clouds and the pain.  They say that the evening 
breezes are good-night kisses between the two ancient lovers.” 
 
He would be just one example of the ways the highland peoples of the Andes see the 
mountains as more than rock and ice, but as living beings, whose presence transcends the 
physical mountain itself.  Mountains around the world have evoked similar sentiments, 
so, when the Scriptures speak of mountains, we would do well to take heed.  It’s personal 
with me.  I was born and raised in the mountains.  I sensed this truth in my youth and it 
has never left me. 
 
In today's Epistle lesson from Hebrews, the author makes reference to Mt. Sinai.  For the 
ancient Hebrews there were two sacred mountains.  Mount Zion was the heights where 
the city of Jerusalem is built, and on top of which the temples were located.  Mount Zion 
is the well-known location of worship, the gathering place, time after time, of God's 
people.  It is the destination pointed to by Sinai. 
 
Mount Sinai, on the other hand, is in the desert somewhere.  Though many believe they 
have located it, no one can really offer definitive proof.  Once and for all time, God 
appeared on the mount and gave the people the Law.  Now it is lost in time and space, a 
mythic place of revelation, glory and awe.  In the history of Israel, Sinai belongs to the 
desert wanderings, Zion to the Promised Land.  Sinai is the journey.  Zion is the 
destination. 
 
The author of Hebrews argues that journey of Sinai finds its destination in Christ, a 
physical location is no longer necessary, for we have the spiritual reality that is more 
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enduring than even earthly mountains.  We have the heavenly Mt. Zion, that is, Calvary, 
the place where Christ is revealed as the Son of God through death and resurrection, and 
to which we return again and again in worship and faith; a taste of heaven, the final 
destination of all things, here on earth.  On this mountain, heaven and earth are brought 
together.  The author warns us, then.  Though we no longer have a physical Sinai, and 
though in Christ we have our Zion, the fulness of Zion is not complete.  We are still on 
the journey. 
 
What does this mean for us?  The Gospel lesson for today helps us understand.  A 
woman, a child of God, a daughter of Abraham, an insider (except that she is a woman,) 
is afflicted.  Evil forces keep her bent over where she can't look others in the face.  She is 
excluded, suffering the wounds of broken humanity, but she is by that no less important 
to God.  In Jesus’ eyes, she is exactly as loved and cherished as everyone else in the 
room—unconditionally, without reservation or limit, requiring nothing on her part to 
deserve it.  She represents the transcendence of the ego and our ethnocentric bubble.  
Though she suffers, in Jesus’ eyes she is at Zion, the place of rest where all is one.  
Healing merely reveals what is hidden. 
 
The synagogue ruler can't see that.  He sees the rejected one.  He sees the law, and this 
upstart rabbi who insists on running roughshod over what he firmly believes to be the 
will of God, and he is in a position of authority to impose the law.  His love is 
conditioned, textured and uneven.  He represents the ego and our collective ethnocentric 
isolation from others.  He is the dualist mind of society, culture and politics that draws its 
life from divisions and lines in the sand. 
 
In this story, both are present.  On the one hand, the woman’s inner reality needs to be 
manifest outwardly.  The vision of unity is always emerging, awakening us to the ever-
present Zion.  On the other hand, the rules are important as well.  This man's application 
of them is a bit comical, and certainly misguided, but the fault does not lie with the rules.  
Rules structure the necessary dualistic world in which we must live.  We are at Sinai, on 
a journey.  Jesus' call is not to disregard Zion or Sinai, but to learn that we live in both.  
Sinai, those gifted moments when the veil is parted and we see as God sees, point the 
way through the wilderness and remind us that there is a place of rest where all is one and 
all is beautiful and everything fits, and nothing is missing or extra.  At the same time, we 
have been welcomed to Zion already, the community that knows itself beloved, and can 
extend that beloved-ness to anyone and everyone. 
 
A number of years ago I interviewed people who were minorities in their congregations. 
I wanted to hear their stories, and find out what about their experience made them feel 
like they belonged in spite of being a minority.  I interviewed eight different people who 
fit that description, representing eight different demographics.  I found that for each of 
them, their initial experience was of unconditional welcome.  The fact that they were 
minority members was not at issue.  Their presence was all that mattered.  This is Zion. 
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I also found that as they began to participate in the life of their congregations, the cultural 
differences presented themselves, and textured the relationships as they were built.  Here, 
the necessary conditions of human interactions presented challenges.  Every one of them 
worked to help their congregations be more open to differences, and every one of them 
found their context not ideal—but good enough.  This is Sinai.  The security of 
unconditional love paved the way for the work of conditioned relationships. 
 
We, too, welcome people.  Sometimes they look different and talk different, as when we 
hold bilingual services with Resurrección.  Sometimes they don't look different, but they 
really are inside.  We, too, have the opportunity to offer unconditional welcome, and I 
would say we do that rather well.  People usually comment about how welcoming we are.  
We come to Zion readily. 
 
The challenge is to face squarely the needed negotiations as relationships develop.  These 
textured, conditioned friendships require work.  They put us on a journey through and 
beyond our egos.  They take us out of the comfort of our ethnocentric bubbles.  They take 
us by the foot of Sinai. 
 
We talk about transcendence of the ego.  Transcendence does not mean leaving anything 
behind.  It includes and it supersedes.  Think of a small box inside a larger one.  When we 
move out of our egos and our ethnocentric bubbles into transcendence, we move out a 
small box (false self) into a big box (true self.)  Sinai is the journey out of the small box; 
Zion is the larger box, full of divine beauty and glory.  Knowing God loves us gives us 
the power to love others. 
 


