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Sermons at Union Congregational Church 
Preached by The Reverend Gail L. Miller, Pastor 

 
July 10, 2016 Eighth Sunday After Pentecost 
 
Deuteronomy 30:9-4 
Luke 10:25-37 
 
So much has happened this week - yes? 
 
A week ago today I was with 25 kids/teens having just finished our week serving in Queens on the 
Mission Trip. We had had our hearts touched by folk who were lonely, joyful, generous, kindhearted, 
wise, caring… We experienced the joys and the challenges of living in close community with each other. 
We heard about God’s love, we experienced God’s love and we shared God’s love. 
 
And then we returned and heard the news: 

36 killed - 147 wounded in the Istanbul terrorist attack while we were away 
 
And then this week -  
    Alton Sterling, Philando Castile 

Dallas Texas Police Officers:     Brent Thompson, Patrick Zamarripa,    Michael Smith, Michael 
Krol, Lorne Ahrens 

    As well as 36 killed - 40 wounded in the Bagdad terrorist attack on Thursday. 
 
We need a word from the Lord! And the assigned readings for this Sunday include the familiar story of 
the Good Samaritan. Hearing it this Sunday, after the week we’ve had, notice with me the three things 
the Samaritan man does BEFORE he helps the man in the ditch. 
    He SEES him,  

He APPROACHES him, and  
He HAS COMPASSION for him. 

 
What does it look like to see, approach and have compassion for our neighbors, this week? 
 
Shelli Latham, pastor of a Presbyterian Church in Atlanta tells of a time when seeing made a difference 
for a couple visitors to her church. 

Last December, my church’s members stood on our front steps with a banner reading, “We choose 
welcome!” It was a tense time in the world, when the refugee crisis was growing ever more dire and 
many national leaders were pressing to limit refugee resettlement. 

 
The picture got passed around social media. And on Christmas Eve, two Muslim families joined us in 
the pews, singing Christmas hymns and hearing the Christmas story. Afterwards, each stopped to 
say thank you. They’d never attended a Christian service. They’d been curious but afraid they 
wouldn’t be welcome. Because of something as easy as painting poster board, our neighbors 
experienced the far-reaching miracle of Christ’s love. 

 
The Apostle Paul gives thanks for the church because of their “love for all God’s people.” It’s easier 
to love the ones who look or act like us, but God’s hopes are bigger than that. God isn’t stingy with 
love, and when we are living out the faith reserved for us in heaven, we are generous with our love 
too.  (Shelli Latham)  

 
We HAVE to see ALL people as GOD’S people - especially those who are historically or systemically 
marginalized. 
 
But it’s not enough to SEE those who are cast off - we need to APPROACH them as well. 
 
Maybe you read this reflection this weekend, written by Natasha Howell (a black woman): 
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So this morning I went into a convenient store to get a protein bar. As I walked through the door, I 
noticed that there were two white police officers (one about my age, the other several years older) 
talking to the clerk (an older white woman) behind the counter about the shootings that have gone 
on in the past few days. 
 
They all looked at me and fell silent. I went about my business to get what I was looking for, as I 
turned back up the aisle to go pay, the oldest officer was standing at the top of the aisle watching 
me. As I got closer he asked me, “How are you doing” I replied, “Okay, and you? 
 
He looked at me with a strange look and asked me, “How are you REALLY doing?” I looked at him and 
said “I’m tired!” His replay was, “Me too.” Then he said, “I guess it’s not easy being either of us right 
now is it.” I said, “No, it’s not.” 
 
Then he hugged me and I cried. I had never seen that man before in my life. I have no idea why he 
was moved to talk to me. What I do know is that he and I shared a moment this morning, that was 
absolutely beautiful. No judgments, no justifications, just two people sharing a moment.    #found a 
moment of clarity 
 

And that police officer didn't just approach Natasha, he had COMPASSION for her as well. 
 
There is a satirical newspaper called the Onion - and on Friday they ran an article with the headline: God 
clarifies the “Don’t Kill” rule 
 

NEW YORK—Responding to recent events on Earth, God, the omniscient creator-deity worshipped by 
billions of followers of various faiths for more than 6,000 years, angrily clarified His longtime stance 
against humans killing each other Monday. 
 
"Look, I don't know, maybe I haven't made myself completely clear, so for the record, here it is 
again," said the Lord, His divine face betraying visible emotion during a press conference near the 
site of the fallen Twin Towers. "Somehow, people keep coming up with the idea that I want them to 
kill their neighbor. Well, I don't. And to be honest, I'm really getting sick and tired of it. Get it 
straight. Not only do I not want anybody to kill anyone, but I specifically commanded you not to, in 
really simple terms that anybody ought to be able to understand." 
 
Growing increasingly wrathful, God continued: "Can't you people see? There are a ton of different 
religious traditions out there, and different cultures worship Me in different ways. Christianity, 
Islam, Judaism, Buddhism, Shintoism... every religious belief system under the sun, they all say 
you're supposed to love your neighbors, folks! It's not that hard a concept to grasp." 
"I'm talking to all of you, here!" continued God, His voice rising to a shout. "Do you hear Me? I don't 
want you to kill anybody. I'm against it, across the board. How many times do I have to say it? Don't 
kill each other anymore—ever! I'm … serious!" 
 
Upon completing His outburst, God fell silent, standing quietly at the podium for several moments. 
Then, witnesses reported, God's shoulders began to shake, and He wept. 

 
It is only then - having seen, and approached with compassion - then that the Samaritan DOES 
something… he treats the man’s wounds, takes him to a safe place, and pays for whatever it takes to 
restore the injured man to full health. 
 
So what do we, who may be removed from the places and people in conflict, do? After all, the conflicts in 
the news are not in our town or our state even. 
 
But we do have policemen and first responders in our church, and you have police men and women as 
your friends. 
 
And we have men and boys in our church and communities who by the very color of their skin, face 
dangers the rest of us cannot imagine. 
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So I share with you what my friend and colleague Mary Luti wrote yesterday about what to do: 
 

I know there is mourning to do today. There are prayers to say, laments to cry, confessions to make, 
hard good words that must be preached. There are consciences to search today, actions to organize 
and undertake. All this is urgent. The moment is upon us. And there is not a moment to waste. 

 
But it won’t be wasting anything to use a moment today to look at something beautiful with a 
grateful heart. It won’t be wasting time to peel an orange with the slow focus of a lover, to go to the 
Little League game and cheer your heart out, to wash a few dishes by hand, to talk to the old man in 
the house next door about his daughter who married the handsome young doctor, to open the car 
windows on the way to work and sing. It won’t be wasting time at all to stop and smell the proverbial 
roses. 

 
There is no contradiction between lament and gratitude, between confession and awe, between 
organizing and enjoyment, seriousness of purpose and ecstasy, prophecy and praise.  
No contradiction between the stern requirements of this awful moment and the beauty of the child 
asleep on your arm. 

 
“In the midst of life,” the old prayer goes, “we are in death.” But the reverse is also true: in the midst 
of death, we are in life. Do something today to re-know it. Re-consecrate yourself today to the 
fullness of life. 

 
So do something healing and helpful. See...with compassion. 
Amen. 


