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A Sermon by Robert W. Prim 

September 13th, 2015 

“Unconquerable Love” 

Mark 8:27-38 

~~~~~~~~ 

O.K., let’s give Peter a break.  It is easy to think of Peter as a 

buffoon.  Peter is the guy who just never gets it.  Peter is the 

guy who always puts his foot in his mouth. Peter is the one 

whose tongue cannot be tamed.  Peter is the one we can rely 

upon to mess up a beautiful moment... You are the Messiah!  

turns to Get behind me Satan! in the blink of a blind eye!  It is 

easy to be hard on Peter, but today let us remember at least one 

thing about Peter –  Peter was listening!  Peter heard what 

Jesus was saying.   

I cannot imagine that the other disciples, if they had really heard 

Jesus, would have been supportive.  Can you imagine the other 

disciples saying  –  “Oh, sure, Jesus, though you have 

performed miracles, attracted lots and lots of followers, though 

you will bring justice on earth, though kings will be placed 

under your feet, though powers and principalities will be 

brought to nothing, we get it ... you will be rejected and killed.”  

Can you imagine the other disciples saying –   “We understand 

God’s unconquerable love that can only be understood by a 

resurrection after our complete and violent rejection of the 

embodiment of grace.  Sure, you’re going to die on a cross and 

you call us to take up one, too. No problem. What’s for dinner?”   

Can you imagine the disciples hearing Jesus say: “I must 

undergo great suffering, and be rejected by the elders, the chief 

priests, and the scribes, and be killed, and after three days rise 

again” and responding with an indifferent nod of approval. 
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Whatever?  Can we please find a little shade? 

 

I think the other disciples were either not listening or just plain 

flummoxed by what Jesus was saying.  I don’t think they heard 

and/or understood Jesus.  Peter, on the other hand, really heard 

what Jesus said.  Peter understood what Jesus was telling them.  

And Peter wanted Jesus to know that he did not like it.  Peter –  

let’s give him at least this –  was listening.  

~~~~~~~~ 

We tend, do we not, to hear the things that are pleasing and easy 

to accept and we can be deaf to the things that are hard and ask 

the most of us.   

 

When you were growing up and your mom said it was time to 

take a bath... huh?  Time to take a bath?  What?  TIME TO 

TAKE A BATH!  Oh, I couldn’t hear you.   

 

And then...in a whisper... you want some ice cream?  YES!  

You don’t have to say that twice.   

~~~~~~~~ 

Jesus had to tell the disciples three times he would undergo 

great suffering, be rejected and killed and only then rise from 

the dead.  He tells the disciples three times and each time they 

responded with “huh?”  But then Peter understood and he did 

not like what Jesus was telling him.  Peter protested that radical 

idea.  No. No. No.  Jesus, not you.  Too much is going in the 

right direction.  Soon and very soon we are moving into the 

realms of power.  Soon and very soon the Romans will be on a 

one way road out of here.  Soon and very soon the kingdom 

will come and all our enemies will be vanquished.  Jesus had to 
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say – Get behind me Satan.  You are on the side of a 

misunderstanding of me and God’s purpose for me.  Get behind 

me because worldly winning is not the goal of my life.  Get 

behind me because I came to take you deeper into what it means 

to be a child of God! 

~~~~~~~~ 

Like Peter, however, we don’t want it.  In fact, why don’t we 

just take down the cross?  It is all about weakness.  It is all 

about losing.  It is all about being without power.  It is all 

about pain.  Is this any way to conduct a thriving organization?  

We need to take the best of Jesus’ teachings – his healings, his 

parables, his welcoming the children, his feeding the 5000, his 

success stories and build on those.  Why keep the cross in a 

central place?  Why do we have to remind ourselves again and 

again that Jesus was so violently rejected?   

 

Well, for one, the cross is a reminder, a living symbol, of our 

human nature.  We tend toward violence and toward destroying 

anything and anyone who is different from us.  We, as sinful 

human beings, are often quick to judge.  We are  often ready to 

snuff out anything or anyone who wants to take us into a new 

reality.  The cross reminds us of the truth about us.  We are 

often blind to what is righteous and holy and to what makes for 

peace and well-being for us and for our world. 

~~~~~~~~ 

The cross also, however, is a living symbol of a truth about God. 

God has an unconquerable love for each of us, for the world, for 

all of God’s creation.  In the midst of pain God is there.  In the 

midst of blindness and rejection, God is there.  In the midst of 

injustice and broken-ness, God is there.  God will not let any of 
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us go even if we nail God to a tree and roll a stone between 

ourselves and the One we have laid aside.  God will not 

abandon us even if we abandon God.  Though God’s love be 

buried in the ground, it will rise up again and again and again.... 

~~~~~~~  

This story of a human reflection of God’s steadfast love came to 

me through a gift of a wonderful book entitled Tattoos on the 

Heart: The Power of Boundless Compassion by Gregory Boyle.  

Father Gregory Boyle’s story is a wonderful story of 

unconquerable love in and of itself.  He is Jesuit priest who for 

the last twenty years has run Homeboy Industries, a gang 

intervention program located in the Boyle Heights neighborhood 

of Los Angeles.  Father Boyle started a bakery and other 

businesses that allows tattooed gang members to earn a 

legitimate pay check and fine a way back into a life of love and 

well being.  The book Tattoos on the Heart is a collection of 

remembrances and, I think, a testimony of Father Boyle’s 

unconquerable love for those lost in our world. 

 

In the first chapter, Gregory Boyle tells this story about a fifteen 

year old boy named Rigo.  Rigo was at Camp Paige, a county 

detention center and he had been through a confirmation class in 

the Roman Catholic Church and he was preparing for his first 

communion.  Some Catholic volunteers had found him a white 

shirt and black tie.  During a fifteen minute lull before Mass, 

Father Boyle asked Rigo about his father.  “Oh,” says Rigo, 

“he’s a heroin addict and never really been in my life.  Used to 

always beat (my ass) me.  Fact, he’s in prison right now.  

Barely ever lived with us.”   
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Then, as Father Boyle tells the story, something snaps in Rigo 

and he goes on with this remembrance.  “I think I was in the 

fourth grade,” he begins.  “I came home.  Sent home in the 

middle of the day.  Got into some pedo at school.  Can’t 

remember what.  When I got home, my jefito was there.  He 

was hardly ever there.  My dad says, ‘Why they send you 

home?’  And cuz my dad always beat me, I said, ‘If I tell you, 

promise you won’t hit me?’  He just said, ‘I’m your father. 

‘Course I’m not gonna hit you.’ So I told him.” 

 

Rigo is caught short in the telling.  He begins to cry, and in 

moments he’s wailing and rocking back and forth.  Father 

Boyle put his arm around him.  Rigo is inconsolable.  When he 

is able to speak and barely so, he says only, “He beat me with a 

pipe...with ...a pipe.”  

 

When Rigo composes himself, Gregory Boyle ask, “And your 

mom?”  He points some distance from where they are to a tiny 

woman standing by the gym’s entrance.   

 

“That’s her over there.”  He pauses for a beat, “There’s no one 

like her.”  Again, some slide appears in his mind, and a thought 

occurs. 

 

“I’ve been locked up for more than a year and a half. She comes 

to see me every Sunday.  You know how many buses she takes 

every Sunday – to see my sorry self (ass)?”   

 

Then quite unexpectedly he sobs with the same ferocity as 

before.  Again, it takes him some time to reclaim breath and an 
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ability to speak.  Then he does, gasping through his tears.  

“Seven buses.  She takes ... seven ... buses. Imagine” (p 26-28).   

 

This is amazing, unconquerable love of a mother to her 

wayward son.  Father Boyle is trying to teach and embody for 

those gang members a new image of God – the image is of a 

God willing to take up the cross, the image of a God willing to 

take the seven buses.   

~~~~~~~~ 

The cross takes central place because  

it reminds us of our God who never lets us go.   

The cross reminds us that though our evil can be oft so strong, 

God will find a way to resurrection.   

The cross is a symbol of unconquerable love. 

Thanks be to God.  Amen. 


