
Seventh Sunday of Easter   5/28/17 

SOMETHING STRANGE 

Acts 1:6-14, Jn. 17:1-11,1 Peter4:12-14,5:6-ll 

It was the fall of 1992 and I had a bi-polar, 

young man flying high on speed and extremely 

paranoid in my car driving him to a drug 

councilor as a way to get him admitted to a 

mental facility. He had tried to jump out of the 

car twice, both times to confront people he saw 

as government agents following him. The radio 

was tuned to a news channel and they were 

talking about the election and how Bill Clinton, 

who happened to be my exact age was elected 

president. 

Do you know what envy feels like and where 

it originates? It is the result of seeing oneself 

through the distorted lens of self-pity. At that 

moment, I thought, "Here's a man the same 

age as me, ready to lead the country, and 



because of the choices I made, I'm nowhere. 

I'm poor, I'm getting nowhere, and have 

accomplished nothing; a failure transporting a 

paranoid drug addict, another loser to a 

counselor. 

What I didn't realize at that moment was 

how anxious I was and how alone I felt dealing 

with this troubled soul. 

Today's scripture I Peter 4, begins, "Beloved, 

do not be surprised at the fiery ordeal that is 

taking place among you to test you, as though 

SOMETHING STRANGE were happening to you." 

Something strange was happening, and I was in 

the middle of it. Let me start from the 

beginning. That morning I had a phone call from 

this young man's mother who asked me to 

check on him. She thought he was depressed 

and she was worried because he was living 

alone in a little house in the country across the 



river. She gave me his address and I drove out 

to see him. 

Every curtain in the place was closed and the 

shade was pulled on the door. I knocked and 

saw the shade move slightly and the door was 

swung open and there was the young man with 

a 45 in a shoulder holster and a pump action 12 

gauge pointed at my belly. 

When he saw my face, he called me by name 

and lowered the shotgun and rushed me inside 

and locked the door. 

This is where the pastoral visit becomes 

SOMETHING STRANGE. He began to tell me 

that federal agents were watching the house 

and that if they rushed it again he would have 

to kill them. He was in a paranoid and manic 

state talking non-stop. I have to kill 47 people to 

make it right, he said, 



I sold some bad drugs to a village and 47 people 

died, and now I have to kill 47 to make it right. 

That is when my anxiety level began to rise, 

because everyone he saw was a federal agent 

and they were the first group he had to kill. 

He took me in the basement where he spent 

the last few nights, hiding from the agents and 

showed me the pellet holes in the rafters where 

he had shot at an agent trying to get into the 

house through the basement window. Then he 

ran upstairs to check the back yard and went 

from room to room. He hadn't slept for days 

and every time he went into the bedroom and 

came out waving one of his weapons, I thought 

that I would get shot. 

There was a knock at the door and he said it 

was an agent. I answered the door and it was 

his landlord looking for his overdue rent. He 

had put his guns in the bedroom and told the 

man that he would go get the money. When he 



walked out of the kitchen I told the landlord to 

leave immediately, that his tenant was gravely 

ill and dangerous. He left. 

I told the young man to put his guns in the 

bedroom and take a ride with me to see a 

counselor. For some STRANGE reason, he 

agreed. 

This brings me to where I started this story. 

The young man's paranoid and I'm anxious. 

What to do? 

Peter says in I Peter 4:7, "Cast all your anxiety 

on him (Jesus), because he cares for you” 

I had done it before, but in this instance, I 

didn't recognize my anxiety. I just wanted to 

get the kid to a counselor and pass him off and 

get on with my miserable life. To leave this 

young man at this time in his ordeal, would be 

ignoring my vows as a minister in Christ's 

church. 



When Peter warns that our adversary, the 

devil, prowls around, looking for someone to 

devour, I have to listen for the growl. You know 

in Jaws, there is no danger in the water until 

you hear the music. Well, I know the devil is 

near whenever I'm feeling sorry for myself and 

growling about how unfair life is, and how I 

would rather be somewhere else. Whenever I 

feel that I'm getting a raw deal, I can hear the 

growl. I'm vulnerable, forgetting to cast all my 

anxieties on Jesus. I isolate myself from my 

faith and bathe in self-pity. 

Have you ever been in a stressful situation that 

causes a high degree of anxiety and your only 

reaction is anger? If you turn that anger inward, 

as I was doing, you get depressed. In either 

case, you are vulnerable, as I was to the 

prowling adversary. I was forgetting that there 

were plenty of other Christians who sacrificed 



to reveal the love of God to a world that would 

rather play video games. 

When we are depressed, we feel that the 

suffering we are experiencing will go on and 

never stop unless we run away. That's a false 

assumption, but it feels true and we want to 

escape the strangeness of it. 

We arrived at the counselor's office and after 

five minutes the counselor asked me to sit with 

the young man while he called the police. The 

young man told me that the counselor worked 

for the CIA. 

The police arrived and the young man pulled a 

knife. We were ushered out to the street and I 

turned to see him jumping out of the second 

story window to escape the police. I grabbed 

him as he ran by and he ran out of his coat. 



By this time, his mother had arrived on the 

scene and became hysterical crying, "They're 

going to kill my son!" 

We went back inside as the police called for 

back-up and started the chase. After a while, 

the boy came walking into the office and went 

into a back room. I followed and asked him to 

give me the knife; which he did. The police 

were right behind him and when I saw them I 

showed them the knife and told them he was 

unarmed. 

He was placed in handcuffs and taken to the 

hospital. The counselor, who had quit smoking, 

went into his desk and took out a pack of 

cigarettes and lit one. I don't smoke and never 

had, but I asked for one and in that moment 

realized how anxious I really was. 

It was at that moment that I began to pray 

silently and calm down. I had not fled, but 



continued to minister to the young man's 

illness, and for the moment he was safe, and so 

was everyone else. What might have been a 

blood-bath was just a difficult day. 

The scripture goes on to promise that Christ 

will restore, support, strengthen, and establish 

you. 

That's exactly what happened on the ride 

home. A peace came over me and I began to 

thank God for using me in a very fulfilling way. 

It was a good day in my life, and I was feeling 

good along with relieved. As it turned out, I 

would need that affirmation, because this story 

is far from over. 

But that is the nature of life and that is why we 

are urged to cast our anxieties on the Lord who 

loves us, will see us through and restore, 

support, strengthen and finally establish us. 



Remember, Christ has the power to overcome 

and with him nothing is impossible. 


