
Crazy Good News (Advent Week Two) 
 

Mark 1: 1-8 
 

1 The beginning of the good news of Jesus Christ, the Son of God.  

 
2 As it is written in the prophet Isaiah,  

“See, I am sending my messenger ahead of you,  

    who will prepare your way; 
3 the voice of one crying out in the wilderness: 

    ‘Prepare the way of the Lord, 

    make his paths straight,’” 

4 John the baptizer appeared in the wilderness, proclaiming a baptism of repentance for the 

forgiveness of sins. 5 And people from the whole Judean countryside and all the people of 

Jerusalem were going out to him, and were baptized by him in the river Jordan, confessing 

their sins. 6 Now John was clothed with camel’s hair, with a leather belt around his waist, 

and he ate locusts and wild honey. 7 He proclaimed, “The one who is more powerful than I 

is coming after me; I am not worthy to stoop down and untie the thong of his sandals. 8 I 

have baptized you with water; but he will baptize you with the Holy Spirit.” 

Have you heard of Father Capon? Father Capon joined the military at the end of WWII as a 
chaplain who served in Korea and died erving in Vietnam. He became a legend for caring for 
soldiers in battle. With four canteens draped around his neck he would sprint from foxhole to 
foxhole caring for the wounded by offering a drink or some bread, a prayer or a cigarette. As 
enemy fire ensued, Father Capon would scurry around with nothing other than his rosary and 
bible. Folkloric tales emerged: that he was bulletproof and protected by God. That he was 
fearless of death: like the time he was captured at gunpoint and he slapped the guns away as if 
they were toys. Some called him a peacemaking saint, but others call him crazy. Perhaps the 
two go hand-in-hand… 
 
The beginning of the good news of Jesus Christ, the Son of God takes place in the crazy 
backdrop of the wilderness. The unpredictable place. The barren and abandoned place. The 
place that people would tell ghost stories about around the campfire about how the shadows 
had voices and the demons danced freely after the sun went down.  
 
Then there is the crazy character through whom the good news begins. He’s a creature of his 
environment: untamed, unruly,  wildly unhinged. He was that crazy guy the people talked about 
who ate locusts for breakfast and dressed up like the prophet Elijah. The guy with nappy hair 
and crooked teeth. He’s the one heralding the news of the long-anticipated Messiah. These 
days we call John the Baptist a saint, but honestly, we probably still think of him as crazy. 
Perhaps the two go hand-in-hand… 
 
Because if we peal back the symbolism of what is happening, it really is a crazy—or brilliant—
beginning where swaths of people are confessing and being baptized and receiving forgiveness. 
And it’s there in their receiving liberating forgiveness is where we find the surprise. 



You see, normally, if someone was seeking forgiveness they would go to a priest. That’s what 
the Bible told them to do. And where were the priests? At the temple. And where was the 
temple? On a mountain in the middle of the city. 
 
But here John is forgiving people in the wilderness. Baptizing people in the River Jordan. And 
where is this? Not in the religious epicenter, but on the margins. Not on the mountaintop, but 
in the lowly valley.  
 
“A voice cries out in the wilderness: Prepare the way!” says the beginning of the gospel, which 
echoes Isaiah. And remember what Isaiah says: “Prepare the way, for the mountains will be 
leveled and the valleys will be lifted and the glory of God shall be revealed.”  
 
The beginning of the crazy good news starts with a vision of justice. Now I used to think that 
justice was the result of the good news. But it’s not. Justice is the beginning of the good news 
and the result is peace. No justice. No peace. Now is this crazy, or is it simply the gospel? 
Perhaps a good barometer for how close to the gospel we really are, is when people begin to 
think we are crazy! 
 
Carlton Eversley used to tell me that he didn’t want to sing Kumbaya, holding hands with white 
people when afterward he would have to return to the oppressed side of town, while I would 
return to the oppressor’s side of town. “How can there be peace,” he would say, “when one of 
us returns to the mountaintop always looking down at those who live in the valley?” Perhaps it 
takes the crazy voices of those crying out in the wilderness to remind us of our peacemaking 
calling, and to set our paths straight so we can pave the way for peace to come. 
 
The problem is, prophetic forerunners are often unsung heroes and hidden figures and called 
crazy. But without them we wouldn’t know what was possible. Did you know? Before Rosa 
Parks refused to sit on the back of the bus in 1955, there was another Black woman, a teenager 
by the name of Claudette Colvin who, earlier in 1955, refused to give up her seat. But three 
years earlier in 1952 there was another African American woman named Private Sarah Evans, 
who was on her way home from her first military assignment when she refused to give her seat 
up for a white person. Do you know how crazy it was for her to do that? I’ve never heard of 
Private Evans. But the reality is she paved the way for something beyond the present state of 
affairs. It turns out justice needs an advance team to pave the way if peace is to be realized.  
 
A couple weeks ago I had a Zoom conference call with the Multicultural Ministry Team from 
Detroit Presbytery. They had heard of the work Trinity did around Black Lives Matter and 
wanted to chat about our process. I shared the document we put before presbytery with them, 
and they are using it to shape their document to put before their presbytery. Who would’ve 
known that a little 100-member church, and a pastor who doesn’t know what he’s doing, in 
Winston Salem, North Carolina would be the beginning of the good news of Jesus Christ, the 
Son of God in the region of Detroit? Our little church paved the way. The good news has to start 
somewhere, and it has to start through someone. And why not us? 



The beginning of the good news of Jesus Christ, the Son of God. It’s a beginning that continues 
through those of us who are faithful enough and bold enough to believe that the gospel is true 
and peace really is the only way. Is it crazy or is it simply crazy good news? Perhaps the two go 
hand-in-hand… Amen. 
 
 
 
 
 
 


