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You may remember from your reading, or from previous sermons, that the Jews 
believed that the Temple in Jerusalem was where God lived. (You may remember 
from Raiders of the Lost Arc...and also from scripture...that God previously lived 
in the arc of the covenant which was carried from place to place until the Temple 
was built.)You may remember that only the high priests were allowed  into the 
section of the Temple near God's dwelling place.  It was and is toward the Temple 
in  Jerusalem  that the obedient everywhere turn when praying. In fact, when we 
were flying to Israel, Jews stood on the plane, faced the direction of the Temple, 
rocked and prayed.  
In honor of the Covenant made between God and God's people, Jews honored God 
by making sacrifices at the Temple. This account is to show how God through 
Jesus began communicating that Jesus is  the new covenant. 
John 2:13-25 
The Passover of the Jews was near, and Jesus went up to Jerusalem. In the 
temple he found people selling cattle, sheep, and doves, and the money 
changers seated at their tables. Making a whip of cords, he drove all of them 
out of the temple, both the sheep and the cattle. He also poured out the coins 
of the money changers and overturned their tables. He told those who were 
selling the doves, “Take these things out of here! Stop making my Father’s 
house a marketplace!” His disciples remembered that it was written, “Zeal for 
your house will consume me.” 18The Jews then said to him, “What sign can 
you show us for doing this?” 19Jesus answered them, “Destroy this temple, 
and in three days I will raise it up.” 20The Jews then said, “This temple has 
been under construction for forty-six years, and will you raise it up in three 
days?” 21But he was speaking of the temple of his body. 22After he was raised 
from the dead, his disciples remembered that he had said this; and they 
believed the scripture and the word that Jesus had spoken. 
I've never been particularly good at remembering names...unless it's a child's name 
because a name is all a child has and it's important to call their name. Or I'll 
remember your name if I work with you.  I'm not good at  memorizing things like 
dates or poems or scripture or sermons...unless I'm preaching to homeless people 
because if you look down, if you lose eye contact,  you lose them.  



 Bob has a photographic memory and he can tell you where something is on a 
page; can preach a sermon without notes; can remember people's names; can also 
remember situations..."we were standing at thus and so place and you said...". 
That's Bob's special gift. I don't have that gift.  I don't memorize well.  But I have 
LOTS of memories. 
There comes a time in life, or the time has come in my life, when I realize I have 
more memories than I have time to make memories.  Somehow, this makes every 
moment more important, more sacred.  
For much of my life, I've been busy doing stuff...planning to do stuff, preparing to 
do stuff, rushing from here to there so I can be ready to do stuff.  Sometimes it 
seems as though where ever I am and what ever I'm doing, I should be someplace 
else, doing something else.  I must like the feeling because I keep going there! 
But once in a while, I stop and take the time to intentionally make memories. I 
hope the children in Sunday School remember the bells they played, the bagels we 
slathered with peanut butter and then rolled in birdseed so they could be hung in 
the trees for wildlife.  I hope they remember the makeshift boat Bob made for 
Vacation Bible School...riding out the storm and then walking on water.  I don't 
know if they remember.  But I know that one of my earliest and fondest memories 
of my mom is the time she stood behind my as I stood on a stool to reach the sink.  
She reached around me and helped me put soap on my hands, helped me wash off 
the dirt, helped me rinse the soap from my hands.  I think about that every time I 
help a child was little patty cake hands. I wonder if I'm making a memory. 
I realize that many memories are made unintentionally...we don't even know we're 
being watched or listened to...but we are, and some action gets stored away in 
someone's mind as a memory; sometimes good, sometimes bad.   
And I realize that there are times when we try so hard and the time isn't important 
to another. When my kids were 6 and 10, their dad and I took them to Washington, 
D.C.  Neither remember the trip except the bicycle ride, up a long hill on a hot 
afternoon, me yelling (they remember I was shrieking) to keep up and stay out out 
of the road.  That wasn't the memory I wanted to make with them!  
Remembering is a powerful tool that shapes lives. When Jesus planned to go to the 
Temple in Jerusalem with his  disciples, he may have been remembering what his 
parents had told him...his born story... about his first time at the Temple; Simeon 
giving him his blessing and Anna proclaiming Jesus would rescue Jerusalem. 
Coming to the Temple for purification after the birth of a child was required by 



Jewish law as written in Leviticus 1 and 3 , and Joseph and Mary were obedient to 
the law, so at great financial cost, they traveled from Nazareth to Jerusalem. His 
parents were poor, only able to afford doves as a sacrifice for an offering after the 
birth of their son.  Jesus only remembered that trip because people told him about 
it, but what he remembered was the awe of the experience, the awe in their voices. 
Of course, Jesus and his family traveled to Jerusalem and went to the Temple every 
year at Passover, as required by their faith.  The bible doesn't record all the other 
trips...just that time when the family didn't notice Jesus wasn't with them when 
they traveled home...and it took them 3 days to find him...there at the Temple, 
listening to the teachers and asking questions. He remembered the Temple perhaps 
the way I remember Camp Nauvoo...on the banks of the Mississippi River...where 
we sang Peace I Ask of you Oh River...and lots more...and God truly lived there 
and nowhere else for me. I still think of that place with AWE. 
So, when he and the disciples approached the Temple, he saw no awe.  He saw 
clutter and haggling. He heard arguments and sounds of hundreds of animals. Jesus 
wanted to make memories with his disciples while he had time with them...and he 
did make memories...but they weren't the ones he'd planned. 
All around the Temple were sellers: those who sold animals for the offerings made 
at the temple. If you were wealthy you gave a large animal, like a cow or ox. If you 
were poor you gave doves or pigeons. However, to ensure “unblemished” animals, 
you were required to purchase your animals at the gate of the temple where the 
prices were higher than the country-side. And, as with any regressive tax or price 
system, the costs tended to be felt more by the poor than the wealthy. To purchase 
one pair of doves at the temple was the equivalent of two days’ wages. But the 
doves had to be inspected for quality control just inside the temple, and if your 
recently purchased unblemished animals were found to be in fact blemished, then 
you had to buy two more doves for the equivalent of 40 days’ wages! 
The changers  were needed because neither the animal offerings nor the temple tax 
could be paid with the Roman currency in use for most of the national commerce, 
because it had pictures of the Roman Emperor on them who claimed to be a god. 
So, the money had to be changed into usable local currency. 
The money changers sat outside of the temple proper, in the “court of the gentiles.” 
They bought and sold money as a part of the functioning of the general economy. 
Jerusalem required a money changing industry because it was an international city 



that dealt in a number of currencies and people had to have a system by which they 
could buy and sell them. They used the money changers  for basic commerce.   
However, the Money Changers were also corrupt. They would not only exaggerate 
the fees they had to charge for the transactions, they would also inflate the 
exchange rate. The result was that for a poor person, the Money Changer’s share of 
the temple tax was about one day’s wages and his share of the transaction from 
international to local currency was about a half-day’s wages. And that was before 
they purchased their unblemished animals for sacrifice and then had to buy them 
again (at an enhanced price) because the inspector found a blemish or otherwise 
inadequate for the offering. 
All tolled, a one day stay in Jerusalem during one of the three major festivals could 
cost between $3,000 and $4,000 dollars in contemporary value, and Jews were 
required to attend at least one of them each year. Josephus estimated that up to 2.25 
million people visited Jerusalem during Passover, which would generate the 
equivalent of hundreds of millions of dollars. The money-changers opened their 
stalls in the country towns a month before the feast and then moved them to the 
temple by the time of the first arrivals. While all of this may appear immoral, none 
of it was illegal. They were business men operating within the law.  
So, what was Jesus’ response to the situation he found in Jerusalem? He made a 
whip, drove out the money changers, poured out their coins, turned over their 
tables and demanded that they “Stop making the realm of God into a realm of 
commerce."  
His disciples remembered the scripture..."Zeal for your house consumes me." In 
other words, Jesus had deep and spiritual memories of the Temple, and he couldn't 
stand seeing it made into something that cheated people and separated them from 
worshipping God. 
Jesus was asked how he justified his actions and he said, "Tear down this Temple 
and I'll put it back together in three days!"  It had taken 46 years to build this 
Temple, but later, the disciples remembered his words and knew he was talking 
about his body...they couldn't understand then...but they did later, after the 
resurrection.  
This story of the cleansing of the Temple is found in the Synoptic Gospels; 
Matthew, Mark, and Luke as well as in John.  They differ  in time (John's account 
states it was at the beginning of Jesus' ministry, right after the wedding at Cana 
where Jesus turned the water into wine;  while the other three are in agreement that  



it was at the end, right after Jesus' triumphal entry into Jerusalem).  There was no 
confrontation by the authorities in Matthew, Mark and Luke...instead, Jesus 
cleansed the Temple and then immediately set about teaching and healing.  But all 
accounts portray a Jesus who takes action against taking advantage of people, 
especially poor people.  Jesus may have wanted his disciples to experience the awe 
of the Temple; wanted the people who came to the Temple to experience what he 
had remembered. But the financial corruption of cultic practices of sacrificing 
animals had become the focal point of the going to the Temple.   He wanted people 
to experience God's presence, God's closeness. So he intentionally made a new 
memory for his disciples and for us. 
Today we're going to be celebrating communion, an experience that Jesus planned 
for his disciples so that they wouldn't forget him.  He didn't make it a big deal...it 
was just an ordinary meal. He took bread which he knew they would always 
have...they might not always have meat or cheese or even fish, but they'd always 
have bread.  He thanked God for the bread, broke it and passed it around the table, 
telling them that the bread symbolized his body.  They didn't understand what he 
was talking about.  Bread was already a symbol of life. But he told them to eat  a 
piece of the bread and know that it was his body.  He said, when they ate the bread, 
to remember him.   
Then he took the cup of wine...wine was the drink of choice...water was too dirty...  
wine was already a symbol of joy...and he told them, "This is my blood."  They 
certainly didn't understand that!  He said, when they drank the wine, to remember 
him.  
With a simple meal, God through Jesus was showing his disciples, and us, that his 
body is the Temple...his blood is the sacrifice...his desire is to be remembered. 
It's such a human thing...to want to be remembered.  
When my daughter and her son Justin lived with us in Florida, I got to spend lots 
of time with both of them, and I especially cherished the special times with Justin.  
I told him long stories ...his favorite was his born story (he'd say, "Again 
Grandma"...but others that I'd made up...little naptime or bedtime stories.   Often 
we'd hear the train whistle and then loudly speed  its way through town.  We 
couldn't see it, but we could sometimes feel it shake the house. The sound and feel 
of a nearby locomotive that you can't see can be quite frightening to a two year old, 
so I'd hold him tight and I'd say, "Woo woo!" We'd wonder out loud where it was 
going...Chicago? Miami?...no, My Ami!  Life was great, and then Steph married a 



man who loves her as much as I do. Since he worked for Delta in Atlanta, they 
moved to Atlanta...and took Justin with them!  I didn't want Justin to forget me, so, 
when we talked on the phone, I'd say, "Justin, this is Grandma. Woo woo!" 
It's precious to me to know that God loves us so much that God wants us to know 
God. So God came, Godself to live  and make special memories for us...stories we 
tell over and over again.   God loves us and wants us to remember, to experience 
God's presence.  


