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May the words of my mouth and the meditations of all our hearts be reflections of your word to us today, in Jesus’ name we pray. Amen 

 

         Reading this morning’s gospel out of context is very confusing, but when we take a look and realize this is the continuation of last week’s gospel, 

it makes a lot more sense. The previous verses are Jesus speaking to his disciples as he is preparing to send them out to do ministry in the surrounding 

Jewish areas.  

         Sitting at Jesus’ feet one last time before heading out, the disciples have the opportunity to reflect on what they have learned. We might join them 

in this exercise . . . disciple after all means learner. The disciples are preparing to be apostles, which is something different entirely – an apostle is one 

who is sent to share a message.[1] Before being sent out to do apostles’ work, the disciples listen and reflect. I invite you also to reflect on what you’ve 

learned from Jesus. You’ve been walking with Jesus for a while . . . what of his teachings are noteworthy to you or critical to your life? What are the 

things that you would want to share with someone else? On a cozy island like Gabriola, the risk around sharing our faith is comparatively minuscule to 

first-century Galilee. Still, the challenge of the gospel is alive and in the face of our in a way it hasn’t been for a long time. The gospel is not safe and 

those in power will not give up their way of life easily.  

Jesus stresses “fear not.” He says it three times in just a few verses. This task of going into towns and sharing the good news will be challenging, it will 

be scary . . . fear not, because everything that is secret will be revealed in time . . . Jesus’ teachings, which have been taught in private will come into the 

light . . . but the secrets of the powerful, hateful, resistant will also come into the light. Fear not, because they cannot bring you ultimate harm . . . God is 

stronger than them, and your ultimate well being is in God’s hands . . . God loves you more than we can possibly understand.  

The gospel is not safe . . . in cultures, communities, not even families. While Jesus appears to be anti-family when he proclaims he will set sons and 

daughters against mothers and fathers, his words are a scriptural reference to Micah 7:6, where the prophet predicts the terrible divisions that occur when 

God is doing a new thing.[2] That new thing is threatening to what came before, causing conflict and division on a small and large scale.  

(I intended to use a first nations story for Indigenous People’s day, however, the Holy Spirit will not be put in a box . . . this is still a good story.) My 

mom shared a post on FB by writer, preacher and Episcopalian Greg Garrett from Austin, TX . . . Garrett writes: 

“As I pulled up in front of the house yesterday and started unloading, a car pulled into our cul de sac. Not too close, but close enough that I knew they 

were waiting on me. As I bumped the door closed, my hands full, I saw a black man in his thirties standing at the door of a pickup truck, a boy about 

Sophie's age in the passenger seat. 

He asked me if this was 7905, our address, and I said yes. 

Then he stepped from the door of his truck, his hands raised a little, palms toward me, and stopped some distance away, further than required by social 

distancing.  

He told me his name, the name of his son, said he attended Doss Elementary School with our Sophie. 

"We're here to pick up his class t-shirt," he said.  

I realized all of a sudden that all of this--the posture, the detailed explanation, the distance, even his waiting to address me until I had gathered all my 

things from the car--was to put me at ease. To let me know he belonged in my neighborhood. That he was not a threat of some sort.  

And I was stricken. "Of course," I said. I nodded. "I think I saw a bag with your name on it on the front porch." My hands were full, but I motioned with 

my head. "Please. Come on up." 

We walked together toward the front door. He picked up the bag, smiled at me. On the way back, he stopped in the driveway, turned back toward me. 

"Have a blessed day," he said.  

Then he climbed in the truck and handed the bag to his son, who excitedly pulled out his t-shirt, and I went into the house. 

I did not feel blessed. I felt wrecked. 

Two dads who love their fifth-grade graduates. 



One black, one white. 

Two very different experiences, and two very different lives. 

I am haunted by his hands, slightly raised, in plain view, I mean no harm. 

By his son, watching the entire interaction, learning probably for the thousandth time how a black man has to act to make clear he is not a danger. 

By the fact that I never ever had to give my two sons The Talk, the conversation in African American families about how a young black man can 

maximize his chances to come home alive and unharmed. 

And I am haunted that I am only late in my life recognizing in ways large and small how people of color are forced to compensate in ways I have never 

noticed because I have never had to. 

I can't believe I have been asleep my whole life.”  

Then he quotes MLK “Don’t sleep through a great revolution.” 

I thank Greg Garrett for his story, for his honesty and vulnerability, for the beautiful illustration of the great awakening that is happening in our world. 

We might even call it the great saving. As we see in Micah, “our own scriptures contain warnings about the great disruptions that happen when God acts 

to save us.[3] And right now the saving is from racism.  

The thing Jesus teaches that is fundamental to my own faith is that this is not the end of the story. Division is not the end, but it is part of the process . . . 

Jesus’ resurrection comes only after death and waiting . . . it is often a long season of in-between where big shifts happen . . . but new life is promised, 

new life we shall see, the world will be different because God’s people are different. Thanks be to God. 
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