Delivered by Eileen Gilligan, outside St. Andrew’s Church, July 12, 2009

AS I worked on this homily this week, I thought many times about the disciples and wondered how they felt when Jesus gave them the command: "Go out and spread the Word of God."

I know we've all heard this many times before, but like any good gospel it carries different messages each time. It's hot, we're wearing sandals, and we no longer have a church building to call home. We are literally outside and on a path we believe Jesus has set us on/set before us.

I don't just want to talk about us and what we're doing. But I am interested in relating to the disciples. And I am reminded of the ways we serve as models for others, usually without even knowing it. I wonder now what impact we are having on others, even those who do not join us here on Sunday. That includes the neighbors, the passers-by, the other members of St. Andrew's family, and other family members and friends.


This is my first time attempting a homily.  As a teacher, we're supposed to be able to stand up and talk for any amount of time. But I realized that only works if I'm talking about my area of expertise. And this gospel is not about journalism.


It seems clear that today's readings are about God sending us out to spread the good news in the world. That seems to particularly fit our situation. 


Since this is not my area of expertise, I took to the Web for some help.  I found a Catholic deacon

 blogger--who knew?--- Greg Kundra pointed out a key message from Jesus in today's gospel: Wear sandals and carry a walking stick.


In " the great adventure of living the Catholic Christian faith, and taking it into the world.  All you need are sandals. And a walking stick. And someone else to share the journey. Take nothing else. It is the journey itself, and the willingness to make that journey, that matters," he wrote.

He continues: "Theologians and scholars have spent centuries untangling the mysteries of our faith. But really, there you have it, in stark and simple terms. Sandals. A walking stick. And someone to share the journey.

During these tough times, maybe we could all do well to remember this gospel passage. Remember that, in Jesus’ eyes, less really is more. Remember what is essential. What matters. What endures."


I would also take from this that Jesus wants us to keep moving, something we did not necessarily want to do with the closure of St. Andrew's. But we have found some beautiful, spiritual and meaningful experiences. And maybe this is the path Jesus wanted us to take.


As Amos says: "And the Lord took me from following the flock."  I wonder if the bishop and his herd ever think about us in this way?


The third time I read the gospel, I found the phrase "and He began to send them out two by two," jumping out at me. Since the church now appoints priests one per parish, what happened to the partnership Jesus deemed essential?  Maybe Jesus meant they should marry or take partners in the future? Doesn't that seem to follow?  Living in a community of priests may have worked once, maybe, but that's not today's situation or possibility.


Last night at dinner I asked my family what I should talk about. My son said I should remind everyone that there's a marathon of the TV series "Psych" tonight on the Sleuth channel and to ask for prayers that they're good episodes. He's the comedian. 


My husband said our group reminds him of Jesus and the disciples. Jesus didn't tell the disciples to become ordained rabbis and preach in temples and lead the congregations in Jesus'  faith. Jesus told the disciples to go out and spread the word at the grass roots level. With simplicity. With community. With love. Not through a patriarchal, powerful institution.


My daughter responded: "Wow, Dad. I didn't know you knew so much about God."  And Brad answered:  "I don't.    I know about institutions."     But I digress.

Recently late one night, my daughter Annie was worried and I told her everything would work out all right.  "How do you know?" she asked.  I realized my answer was I believe God is watching over us along with some guardian angel-types. [I didn't get into who I think they are like deceased relatives and friends and so on.].  I also realized I have to do a much better job of passing on this belief and trust in God to her.  But the discussion reminded ME of what I do believe in, what I do rely on.


And whether it's an 8-year-old trying to believe that everything will turn out all right, or a 48-year-old wondering if we're doing the right thing worshiping outside the church rather than inside, the answer is found in the implicit promise in Jesus' words:  He would be watching over the disciples on their path, on their journey. Perhaps that's why it's referred to as the Journey of Faith. It doesn't stop at a building, or an institution, or a moment in time. It evolves as we move along the path with and to God.   All our paths are different. But we share our goals.        And I am so happy to share this journey with you.................Amen.


Compline service at 8 p.m. at First United Methodist Church of Liverpool on Route 57, Oswego St., bear to the right if coming from Onondaga Lake Park, past Heid's. Every last Sunday of the month, which will be our Erwin meeting as well. 

