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Exodus 19:2-8a 
The Israelites had traveled from Rephidim into the desert of Sinai and camped there, in front of the mountain.  
Then Moses went up to God, and YHWH called out from the mountain and said, “This is what you are to say to the 
house of Jacob, what you are to tell the Israelites: ‘You saw for yourselves what I did to Egypt, how I carried you on 
eagles’ wings and brought you to myself. If you now listen to my voice and keep my covenant, then out of all people 
you will be my cherished ones. Truly, the whole earth is my own, but you will be a kindom of priests—a holy nation.’ 
These are the words you are to say to the Israelites.” 
Moses descended from the mountain. Summoning the elders of the people, he laid down for them the things 
YHWH said to him.  
The people answered with one voice: “What YHWH has said, we will do.” 

Psalm 100  
1 May all lands be joyful before you, O God, * 

serve with gladness 
and come before your presence with a song. 

2 For we know that you are God; * 
you yourself have made us, and we are yours; 
we are your people and the sheep of your pasture. 

3 We shall enter your gates with thanksgiving, 

go into your courts with praise, * 
give thanks to you and call upon your Name. 

4 For you are good; 
your mercy is everlasting; * 
and your faithfulness endures from age to age. 

Romans 5:1-8 
Now since we have been made right in God’s sight by our faith, we are at peace with God through our Savior Jesus 
Christ. Because of our faith, Christ has brought us to the grace in which we now stand, and we confidently and 
joyfully look forward to the day on which we will become all that God has intended. But not only that—we even 
rejoice in our afflictions! We know that affliction produces perseverance; and perseverance, proven character; and 
character, hope. And such a hope does not disappoint, because the love of God has been poured out in our hearts 
through the Holy Spirit, who has been given to us. At the appointed time, when we were still powerless, Christ died 
for us godless people. It is not easy to die even for a good person—though of course for someone really worthy, 
there might be someone prepared to die— but the proof of God’s love is that Christ died for us even while we were 
sinners. 

Matthew 9:35-10:8(9-23) 
Jesus continued touring all the towns and villages, teaching in their synagogues, proclaiming the Good News of 
God’s reign and curing all kinds of diseases and sicknesses. At the sight of the crowds, Jesus’ heart was moved with 
pity because they were distressed and dejected, like sheep without a shepherd. Jesus said to the disciples, “The 
harvest is bountiful but the laborers are few. Beg the overseer of the harvest to send laborers out to bring in the 
crops.” 
Jesus summoned the Twelve, and gave them authority to expel unclean spirits and heal sickness and diseases of all 
kinds.  These are the names of the twelve apostles: the first were Simon, nicknamed Peter—that is, “Rock”—and his 
brother Andrew; then James, ben-Zebedee, and his brother John; Philip and Bartholomew; Thomas; Matthew, the 
tax collector; James, ben-Alphaeus; Thaddaeus; Simon the Zealot; and Judas Iscariot, who betrayed Jesus.  
These twelve Jesus sent out after giving them the following instructions: “Don’t visit Gentile regions, and don’t enter 
a Samaritan town. Go instead to the lost sheep of the house of Israel. As you go, make this proclamation: ‘The reign 
of heaven has drawn near.’ “Heal those who are sick, raise the dead, cure leprosy, expel demons. You received freely
—now freely give. “Take neither gold nor silver nor copper for your money belts—no traveling bag, no change of 
clothes, no sandals, no walking staff—for workers deserve their keep. “Look for worthy people in whatever town or 
village you come to, and stay with them until you leave. As you enter a house, bless it. If the home is deserving, your 
peace will descend on it. If it isn’t, your peace will return to you. “If anyone does not receive you or listen to what 
you have to say, leave that house or town and, once outside it, shake its dust from your feet. The truth is, on 



Judgment Day it will go easier for the towns of Sodom and Gomorrah than it will for that town. 
“I am sending you out like sheep among wolves. So you must be as clever as snakes, but as innocent as doves. Be on 
your guard. People will haul you into court, they will flog you in the synagogues. For my sake you will be dragged 
before rulers and governors as witnesses to them and to the Gentiles. “When they hand you over, don’t worry about 
how to speak or what to say. You’ll be given what you should say when the time comes, because it is not you 
speaking but the Spirit of your Abba God speaking through you. “Sibling will betray sibling to death, and parents 
their children; children will rise up against their parents and have them executed. Everyone will hate you because of 
me. But whoever stands firm until the end will be saved. When you are persecuted in one place, flee to another. The 
truth is, you will not have visited all the towns of Israel before the Chosen One comes. 



Like many of you, I imagine, my emotions and energy levels have been all over the map after the last few weeks of 
turmoil. Justified, necessary turmoil, but still, turmoil. And there have been times over the last few months, first 
with just (!) the pandemic, then with the images of George Floyd’s murder, protestors being tear gassed and hit 
with concussion grenades by police officers and unidentified soldiers, and a President who delights in the chaos 
and violence, in dividing us from each other, that it has been tempting to think of the world as a thoroughly scary 
place with little good in it. 

One of the things I tend to do when feeling scared and overwhelmed is...hide. Just get somewhere safe and hope 
that whatever is terrifying me goes away. The adult version of putting my fingers in my ears, closing my eyes 
tightly, and yelling “stop.” When that doesn’t work I try to take comfort in God or in the Church-rest in healing, 
forgiveness, restoration, peace, resurrection- all the “good stuff ” God gives and all the sense of safety the church 
offers. Sometimes that works. And sometimes the Holy Spirit just comes barging into my peace, pulls my fingers 
out of my ears and reminds me that God does not exist, the Church does not exist so I can feel safe, protected, 
and happy. Reminds me that peace is not the absence of conflict but the presence of true justice. Reminding me 
that God is not a guarantor of smooth sailing and the Church is not a feel-good fest. Reminding me, reminding 
us, through this Gospel passage and others, that we are not consumers of God’s love, but providers of God’s love-
deputized, authorized, to go out into the world and serve Christ in those we meet in the streets, on the road. 
Because that is exactly what Jesus is saying this morning. At a several millennia distance it can read like another 
one of those lovely Jesus stories—sending his friends out to do nice things—to heal a bit, cast out a few demons, 
even raise the dead. And, we remind ourselves, that was a long, long time ago. God doesn’t work like that any 
more. And Jesus' words were for the disciples, that little group of super-Christians, not for us. You know where I 
am headed now, don’t you? 
But let’s take a quick detour to imagine what it would have been like to actually be there with Jesus. Just hanging 
out, trailing around with him, watching him preach, teach, and heal. Clapping for him when he did something 
particularly spectacular—shouting encouraging words, and generally being proud that we were his buddies. But 
then, after what may have been a particularly bad week, one where the needs of the world seemed overwhelming
—the sort of week we can relate to—Jesus, exhausted and tired of being admired but not imitated, turns to us and 
says, you know what? “The harvest is bountiful but the laborers are few” and I am looking at you, yes you, you 
look like a laborer to me. Then he holds out his hands and prays over you—a prayer that you can feel working its 
way into every fiber of your being- his prayer gives you authority over demons, disease, even death itself. When 
he is finished you cautiously open your eyes- wondering if you look different. You don’t. Do you feel different? 
Wiser, stronger, braver? Nope—feel about the same. Except sort of ready for whatever is next. Then Jesus starts 
making assignments: Ben and Matt, you take Point Breeze, Hannah, you take West Philly, Jen—North Philly, Jim, 
you’ve got South Street, Dan, South Philly. Leave everything behind—no purse or wallet, and go barefoot. God 
will provide what you need and that will be more obvious to people if you aren’t laden down with stuff—pretty 
hard to preach dependence on God when you are dragging a suitcase full of things with you.. Here’s your 
assignment: Preach the kingdom, heal the sick, raise the dead, connect the outcasts, cast out demons. I’m going to 
take the weekend off—go! 
What Jesus did was transfer his ministry to them while he was still alive-entrusting it to them—a ragtag band 
with no qualifications or experience to speak of, except that they somehow, mostly, wanted to follow him. So off 
they went, with little more than his blessing, to heal wounds, restore outcasts, bring the dead back to life, and tell 
people the reign of God was near—probably something someone who had just been healed really didn’t need 
spelled out, but he had told them to do it, so they did. It may be that preaching the kingdom without doing 
anything is little more than politics, and doing good work without speaking the Good News is no more than a 
temporary reprieve. But proclaiming the kingdom while acting it out, now that is what Jesus sent his friends out 
to do. 
And the God’s honest truth is that we are Jesus' friends, this call is for us. We have our marching orders from 
Jesus’ own mouth. Powered and accompanied by the Holy Spirit we have been deputized to do God’s work, to be 
Christ for the world, to proclaim the reign of God with our mouths, our feet, and our hands. That means we are 
not to wait to look different, feel different-dramatically and suddenly changed by a bolt from above, to be agents 
of God’s love. We are not to look around for someone else to tackle the innumerable ways we have structured our 
culture, our systems, to benefit those who are white, those who are wealthy, those who hold positions of power in 



governments, corporations, and religious institutions. We are to do that work. It means we are not to pretend we 
don’t notice where our churches support the status quo in all its death dealing glory. We are not to pretend we 
don’t notice when millions of our siblings in Christ, God’s beloved children, are poor, hungry, and sick with no 
access to health care. We are to be the disruptive force of love that stands the world on its head, aligning not with 
Empire-whiteness, wealth, privilege, but with the compassion and justice of God.Â  
Sounds like a big to-do list, doesn’t it? Feels tiring just to say the words. And, as I and others have said before, no 
one of us is going to deconstruct an immensely powerful system, an Empire, that has been, is, deliberately 
structured to keep things the way they are, but each of us is called to do what we can where we are. That means 
different things to different people. We have watched some pour out into the streets and raise their voices, putting 
their bodies on the line. We have seen some donate time and money to organizations working to effect change-
such as the BLM organization, the Equal Justice Initiative, the Poor People’s Campaign. We have seen, perhaps 
are, white people beginning to cast out the demon of  our own racism—to acknowledge and even wrestle with our 
own privilege-begin to open our eyes to the systems that suppress and oppress black and brown people- and 
begin to do the work of becoming anti-racist. We have seen people, mostly poor people, mostly black and brown 
people, standing in long, long lines to vote—watched people fight for their right to vote in a system that tries with 
all its might to stop them from voting. We have seen people feed the hungry, heal the sick at great personal risk in 
this time of pandemic. Again, no one of us can do all these things. But we can search our own hearts, listen to the 
voice of God- the still small voice within, look at our gifts and talents, and then use them, put them in action for 
God’s work. There will never be a right time to do this. We cannot wait until we feel differently, until we have a 
whole bunch of tools and equipment to take with us, we cannot wait until the path feels clear and safe. The time is 
now. It is always now in the reign of God. 
And right now, you and I have been deputized not by the Empire, with its death dealing and oppression, but 
deputized by Love to be love-to be healers, those who cast out demons, raise folks from the dead- deputized to be 
repairers of the breech, to be the good the world desperately needs. And no, it is not safe out there. We are being 
sent out like sheep among wolves. But we have, as St. Patrick said, the strong name of the Trinity,  the power and 
strength of community, relationship, justice, and love. And as we see clearly in the life, death, and resurrection of 
Jesus Christ, those are the forces that ultimately win. 
We have all that we need, because we can trust in the One who is faithful. Who gives us what we need when we 
need it. Who has promised that if we open our mouths, we will be given God’s words. If we open our hands, they 
will move to God’s rhythm, if we move our feet, we will march to the steady beat of justice. We can trust the One 
who sends us out with absolutely nothing yet with everything we need: healing, forgiveness, restoration, 
resurrection. That is really all we have to share with the world and, coincidentally, that is exactly what the world 
really needs. 


