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Sermon 
Pentecost 2 Year B—June 3, 2018 
Saint Mark’s Episcopal Church, Charleston, SC 
The Reverend Dr. Philip C. Linder 
 
 
 
     May the words of my mouth and the meditations of our hearts 

be always acceptable in your sight, O Lord, our strength and our 

redeemer.  Amen. 

 
  
     Thomas was a challenging, 10-year-old boy, born into South 

Carolina’s poverty.  I met Thomas eight years ago this week.  

Thomas and I, along with Angela, one of our counselors, spent the 

better part of a day trying to get him to adjust to being at Camp 

Bob, Kanuga in Hendersonville, North Carolina.  He had a very 

rough first night and his first full day at camp wasn’t going that 

well either—this rather small boy for his age did not listen at all to 

the counselors and was simply unable to get along with the other 

boys in his cabin.  The 86 boys and girls that Ellen and I brought 

from Columbia’s poorer population, ages 8 to 14, seemed to 

overwhelm Thomas in a way that made him incapable of being 

with them.  Thomas wanted to leave camp. 
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     I am not sure how well you or I would have done at camp if we 

at age 10 had experienced what Thomas had in his short span of 

years.  Thomas was a foster child.  He did not speak to me about 

his biological mother; however, he did tell me some things in my 

counseling time with him in between table-tennis matches that 

pulled at my heart strings about as hard as they have ever been 

pulled by a child in need. 

 

 

     “You don’t want to know where my father is,” he suddenly 

blurted out.   “Is he in jail?” I responded.  “He is going to die 

there.”  My dad sold drugs and got caught with them in my sister’s 

car.  He is 40 years old and got 20 years.  He’ll be dead.”  As I 

spoke to Thomas, he in a breathless way revealed more of his 

story, like the fact that he had been in seven foster homes in the 

last year alone.  I saw in Thomas’ eyes a child fighting for his life, 

feeling all alone with no one on his side. 

 

 

     Thomas and I also spoke lots about baseball—he knew 

standings, players, and statistics.  He challenged me about how I 

could be both a New York Yankees’ fan and an Atlanta Braves’ 

fan as well.  We also discovered that we were both about to turn a 
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year older, seven days apart.  And I wondered what he looked 

forward to in the coming year.  I so wanted to give him a new life, 

and yet I could not.  Along with David, the Camp Director and 

Thomas’ social worker, we decided that the best thing for Thomas 

was to honor his decision to leave camp and get him to his foster 

mother. 

 

 

     Friday, when I read the lessons upon which I was to preach 

today, I was reminded again that you and I are not Jesus.  

Throughout his three short years of ministry, it was perhaps his 

healings that gave Jesus such a rapid and vast notoriety—

everything in Christ became new.  His healings became so widely 

known that they were threatening to the religious authorities; so 

much so, that they wanted to accuse him of doing his healing work 

on the Sabbath.  As the man with the withered hand enters the 

synagogue on the Sabbath, they are watching Jesus closely.  We 

hear in today’s Gospel, “He looked around at them with anger; he 

was grieved at their hardness of heart and said to the man, ‘Stretch 

out you hand.’  He stretched it out, and his hand was restored.  God 

worked through his Son Jesus in such dramatic ways that both the 

truth of Christ’s identity and the breaking forth of the kingdom of 

God became known and widespread.  Healing and new life was of 
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course not new to God, what was new was that now it was through 

one man, Jesus of Nazareth, the very Son of God. 

 

 

     We cannot heal as Jesus healed; I was unable to heal the awful 

situation and life experiences of 10-year-old Thomas.   And yet, 

there is a remarkable calling that has been placed upon you as one 

who have been called to follow Jesus Christ—you and I have been 

chosen to stop, to notice, and to encounter one another, even the 

stranger.  

 

  

     Within her book, An Altar in the World, Episcopal priest and 

author, Barbara Brown Taylor writes: Watch how this rabbi 

practices what he preaches, and you will note that his teaching is 

not limited to people who look, act, or think like him.  He does the 

same eye-to-eye thing with the Roman centurions, Samaritan 

lepers, Syro-Phoenician women, and hostile Judeans that he does 

with his own Galilean disciples.  He does it with slaves and rulers, 

twelve-year-old girls and powerful men, people who can be useful 

to him and people who cannot…no one is dismissed from his circle 

of concern, for no one made in God’s image is negligible in the 

revelation of that same God.  Taylor goes on to say, You shall love 
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the stranger first of all because you know what it is to be a 

stranger yourself.  Second of all, you shall love the stranger 

because the stranger shows you God. (P.96-97) 

 

 

     You and I cannot give a new life to children like Thomas.  We 

cannot heal them of their hurts and injuries.  We can though, as 

someone who is new in Christ, notice them and other strangers in 

need, seek to understand them, serve them, and offer to them the 

love of Christ.  And they may in turn, show you God.  +Amen.  


