
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Sermon  

Fox and Hen (Luke 13:31-35) 

2nd Sunday of Lent – 17 March 2019 
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If your boss was an animal, what animal would they be?  This is a real question: you might like to 

think for a moment about your answer. I’ll be looking for volunteers to tell us what animal their boss 

is. Of course, you may prefer to answer about a previous boss, especially if you’ve retired or your 

present boss is in church today. 

Anyone? 

Congregation member: “A meerkat!” 

A meerkat! Fascinating! Is that because they’re always wanting to see what you’re doing wrong in 

order to judge you, or always wanting to spot you doing something right so they can encourage you? 

Congregation member: “The judging thing” 

O dear, I do sympathize. Anyone else? 

Congregation member: “A teddy bear” 

So not much challenge but lots of cuddly security? 

Congregation member: Exactly.  

Time for one more 

Congregation member: I literally used to work for a rhinoceros 

Literally? 

Congregation member: Well, not literally, but the organization was effected as if she had been. 

Thank you so much. Well, I want to talk about two kinds of leaders: the fox and the mother hen. 

If I said I felt like a chicken and my boss was a fox, what would you imagine? 

Congregation member: Someone dangerous 

Congregation member: Someone out to get you 

Yes, exactly that. There are leaders who are predators, who are out to take advantage of those 

under their care. Leaders like Herod. And Jesus compares the people to chicks, and Herod to a fox. 

The thing is: the reason foxes see chicks as lunch is that they’re a different species. They have 

nothing in common, and are there to be used and profited from. Foxes want power over chickens. If 

there’s one word that describes how a chicken looks to a fox it’s the word delicious. 

But Jesus refuses to let Herod’s threats divert him from his journey to Jerusalem, and he sets himself 

up as an alternative kind of leader. The anti-Herod, if you like. He says he’s like a mother hen. A 

mother hen doesn’t take advantage of her chicks. She doesn’t need power over anyone, and Jesus – 

Jesus, whom we declare in the creed to be true God from true God – Jesus is heartbroken in our 

gospel reading that the people of Jerusalem would not let him be their mother. Even so, he doesn’t 

force them to accept his way – he isn’t that sort of animal.  

So if we’re like chickens and Jesus is like a mother hen, what do we learn about Jesus? 
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Congregation member: He’s the same species as us 

Congregation member: She protects us 

Congregation member:  She gathers us together 

Congregation member: He isn’t very heroic, but he cares for us 

Now, if we had more time in this sermon we could look at how to be a hen-type leader rather than a 

fox-type one at work. Or a rhinoceros. Or we could look at how we don’t have to force people to do 

what we want, even when we’re sure we’re right (after all, Jesus didn’t). People who can’t imagine a 

world not dominated by foxes think that sort of power is ineffective, but in the long-term it’s the 

most effective there is. Or we could look at how this church can be a mother-hen type institution 

rather than a fox-type one. But I want to stick with the invitation to let Jesus protect you and care for 

you and gather you. Because writers on this passage often point out that actually, it’s not normal 

behaviour for hens to gather chicks under them. Except in one case: the farmyard fire. 

If the fire is sweeping through the farmyard, mum will lift her wings and tuck the chicks safely in. 

And when the fire has passed, the chicks reemerge, safe and alive, from under her lifeless feathers. 

Now, I don’t know if that’s what Jesus had in mind. But I do know he gave his life for our futures. 

And I do know he invites us to gather beneath his wings. 

 


