
It’s been a bad week for women. 
 
That’s probably the worst opening line of a sermon on Mother’s Day, like, ever.  
 
But it’s true: It’s been a hard, bad week for women with the leak of a draft opinion from the 
Supreme Court that revealed a majority vote to overturn Roe v. Wade. 
 
I am angry and frightened. And I know that women whose skin is darker than mine; queer 
women; transgender women; women with less money or education – any women whose 
difference is seen as threatening – face greater risks and consequences than me.  
 
I can't tell you how many of my friends have reached out to me this week to ask if I would be 
preaching today. And when I said yes, I thought they would give me suggestions. But they just 
said how bad they felt for me. One friend said, “How exhausting for you. At this point, what 
angle could you even offer to change people's minds?” Now, she doesn't know the St. Peter’s 
congregation. Doesn't know that not only am I safe but very likely, by the majority of you, I am 
supported as I talk about this from the pulpit. But you know, from the pulpit, I'm fresh out of 
angles meant to persuade. I know them, of course. And if you want me to go over the data that 
shows banning abortions does not stop abortions or go through, one-by-one, the false claims 
used to convince people we should outlaw abortion, reach out to me.  
 
The other thing is that at the heart of preaching, testifying, the angle is always the same isn't it? 
To proclaim God’s love through the life, death, and resurrection of Jesus the Christ. Less, 
flowery: to figure out, how do we continue to work Jesus did and commissioned us to do? How 
do we live into the truth of the resurrection? Especially the truth that the resurrection changed 
everything! But it did not fix everything. 
 
That's why I love the book of Acts, stories of the earliest disciples dealing with all of that. 
Today’s Acts reading is a healing story. Healing was a core part of Jesus's ministry and 
disciples continued to heal in Jesus’ name. Now over time we've rightly had to grapple with 
some of the healing stories, especially stories where Jesus heals people who are blind. 
Because we know now that there's not just one image of physical wholeness. We know that 
people who are differently-abled are not living incomplete lives. Not being punished by God. 
What I'd like us to imagine today is not that when Jesus healed he was saying that these people 
were not enough and so they had to be changed. But what if Jesus’ healing is a reckoning, not 
with something broken or wrong with the person, but what is broken within their community? 
Without understanding and accommodation, a person who is blind or paralyzed or has mental 
illness cannot enjoy the fullness of their lives. And that is a result of the world in which they live. 
What if Jesus’ act of healing is about ensuring the person’s survival in a community that refuses 
to be made whole?  
 
In today’s story, it’s easy to focus on the miracle part of healing — I mean, someone dead 
comes back to life! But before the miracle, there is a life being lived. And we get a surprising 
amount of information about this life – about this woman, this disciple.  



 
First, we are given both of her names – Tabitha, her name in Aramaic, which was the primary 
language of the Jewish people in her time. And Dorcas, the Greek version of her name. That we 
get both names, used an even number of times, suggests that Tabitha/Dorcas was a part of 
multiple communities. And it’s worth noting there’s no indication in the text that this is bad or 
even unusual. This is just one of many stories that describes the church as an intentionally 
multi-cultural community.  
 
Along with her names, which I will alternate between, we learn Tabitha lives in Joppa, a large 
and busy port city. Busy enough for a runaway Jonah to get lost in the crowds, if it weren’t for 
that darn whale. The place where the cedar of Lebanon was delivered by sea to make its way 
for the building of both the first and second Temple. I’ve heard one commentator compare 
Joppa to New York City. Okay, so we have a setting too. One that pushes against depictions of 
Dorcas as simple or gentle, like we see in artwork of her. Or maybe she was? We just don’t 
know. The truth is all kinds of women live in New York City. It’s the kind of place where each of 
them can feel at home, just as they are. Maybe Joppa was too.  
 
What we do know is that Tabitha cared for her communities. The Common English Bible has 
this fabulous translation: Her life overflowed with good works and compassionate acts on behalf 
of those in need. We get a glimpse of this when Peter comes to Joppa, after she has died. Peter 
arrives in an upper room and sees Dorcas’ body, surrounded by mourning widows who show 
him the clothes she made for them. For this, Acts uses her Greek name. Were the widows 
Greek? Greek and Jewish? We don’t know, but we take in, again, how Tabitha lived out God’s 
command to care for the least of these across all parts of her life.  
 
In just two verses, there’s a real person. She doesn’t have to share her story, but she does. 
Shines her light. Do you see it? Can you feel it? How it glowed within and beyond her, revealing 
the light and life in others? Healing not through miracles but everyday acts of love and solidarity. 
We know people like this in our own lives, right? Many of us call them mom.  
 
Then, the text says, Dorcas became so ill that she died.  
 
I read a piece of midrash this week that asks us to imagine, what if Tabitha died because she 
was denied healthcare? Died from an unsafe abortion? Or from consequences of an untreated 
ectopic pregnancy? Or not having enough money to travel to a state where she could receive 
needed healthcare? 
 
And she dies. Not because healing was unavailable, but because it was denied. Withheld. 
Brokenness, justified. The same brokenness that results in high maternal mortality. That refuses 
to provide appropriate postpartum care or paid family leave or affordable childcare. That places 
the jacked up financial burden of fertility treatment on the woman who wants to be pregnant. 
That allows over 12 million children in the United States to live without enough to eat.  
 
A brokennes that is maintained at the expense of the most vulnerable.  



Even when the vulnerable are told we are equal. Even if we follow a faith tradition that promises 
to, with God’s help, uphold the dignity of every human being. Even then, there’s a deep knowing 
that no matter what people say or the holidays we observe, without the same rights or even 
additional protections, at some point, I am disposable. Even if that never happens, there is the 
deep knowing that it could.  
 
And God says no. No one will snatch them from my hand. She is not disposable. You are not 
disposable. Peter comes to her body. He prays and tells this disciple to rise up. And she does.  
 
Then he calls the disciples back into the upper room to see their loved one alive again. The text 
says even the widows were invited back in. What’s the “even” about? Possibly because they 
were Greeks? Or didn’t profess to be disciples of Jesus? Or widows did not have formal 
standing? Whatever reasons for exclusion you can imagine, the point is none of them have 
power here. All of the people come to marvel at and rejoice in what God has done.  
 
Yes, through Peter’s miracle. But more than the miracle Peter performs, is the community his 
miracle reveals. A community transformed by Christ, not through this one miracle but through 
the everyday acts of seeing and caring for one another. A community made up of real people 
living out their faith in real ways, showing God’s love the way Jesus did, by entering into 
people’s lives. Advocating for those who are ignored and devalued. Listening to the people most 
affected by a situation, instead of speaking or deciding for them. We see this even in the very 
little we know about Dorcas’ care for the widows. Perhaps she also knew that when we prioritize 
the dignity and well-being of those most pushed to the margins, the entire community heals and 
grows. Women of color have been trying to get us to hear that for a long long long time.  
 
And through this – through this! – the impossible happens. Healing happens. We are in the 
presence of that which we’ve called many names: God’s kindom, Beloved Community, Heaven. 
Where the most vulnerable are clothed and cared for. Where God’s people are made one. And 
God will wipe away every tear from their eyes. 
 
In the 1970s, abortion became a convenient lightning rod for power and political capital, and it 
has been used to great effect ever since. Not to protect or enhance the lives of children or 
women, but to build the broadest possible coalition of cultural and religious conservatives to win 
elections under the guise of the moral majority. Roe’s reversal will not course-correct the moral 
climate of our nation. It will simply mean more women are permanently injured, dead, or 
imprisoned to the destruction of their families and lives. That’s all.  
 
It will confirm that fearful knowing. But there is another knowing that resides within us. That 
spark God placed in our hearts, reminding us that we too are an irreplaceable and beloved part 
of God’s creation. And either you will see the light that we carry – that God gave us – or you 
won’t. And if you do not, or if you try to snub out that light, you will be the worse for it. We will all 
be worse for it. 
 



I want to invite all of the women here to reconnect with that spark, guided by this prayer from 
Herself Media: 
 

 
 
We’ve settled too long for the valley of death, where power relies on our brokenness and 
division. We must not wait for miracles to heal our world. Not because miracles never happen, 
but because there is no reason to wait. What a waste of God’s love. Claire and I are here to 
share what that can look like around Roe v Wade. Sometimes, even then, healing does not 
come. The worst happens. But we try our hardest anyway. Even after it feels like brokenness 
has won again. We continue on, committed to a community where we support and rest and 
rejoice and work for our collective healing.  
 
Good Shepherd, lead us there. May it be so, amen. 


