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Luke 13:10-17 

10 Now he was teaching in one of the synagogues on the Sabbath. 11 And just then there appeared a woman with a 

spirit that had crippled her for eighteen years. She was bent over and was quite unable to stand up 

straight. 12 When Jesus saw her, he called her over and said, “Woman, you are set free from your ailment.” 13 When 

he laid his hands on her, immediately she stood up straight and began praising God. 14 But the leader of the 

synagogue, indignant because Jesus had cured on the Sabbath, kept saying to the crowd, “There are six days on 

which work ought to be done; come on those days and be cured and not on the Sabbath day.” 15 But the Lord 

answered him and said, “You hypocrites! Does not each of you on the Sabbath untie his ox or his donkey from 

the manger and lead it to water? 16 And ought not this woman, a daughter of Abraham whom Satan bound for 

eighteen long years, be set free from this bondage on the Sabbath day?” 17 When he said this, all his opponents 

were put to shame, and the entire crowd was rejoicing at all the wonderful things being done by him. 

 Each Sunday, whether or not we have a baptism in worship, we gather at the baptismal font to remember 

our baptism and be grateful, before we confess to God the ways we have fallen short of it. We gather at the 

baptismal font to remember our baptism. At ever funeral in this church, at the beginning of the service, we 

gather at the baptismal font to give God thanks for the life lived, and to remember this person’s baptism is now 

complete in death. Our baptism calling has been fulfilled and there is nothing more to do for the world God so 

loves. Some of us remember our baptism and some of us do not. But in every baptism that takes place in these 

precincts, as we entrust to the congregation the baptized, every one makes promises. Parents make promises. 

Children make promises. People in the back make promises and people on the front row. Even the choir in the 

balcony makes promises. And what those promises say to each and every baptizee, is your life is more than your 

own to do as you please and even what makes you happy at any given moment. You have a greater purpose, a 

higher calling, a claim upon you before you got to decide for yourself. And that is that you are called by God and 

that you have been given God-given gifts to put to use for the sake of this world and for the sake of God.  



 

 

When I was elementary age, we had a new car which was proud to ride in and for the first time I 

remember it had electric windows. As one does, I had a lot of questions about ‘our’ new car. And perhaps both 

shock me and to teach me or just to pass the time, I learned from my father that we owned from about the hood 

ornament to the windshield wipers of  ‘our new car’  and the bank owned the rest. Six months later I would ask 

how much of it was ours then, and was astonished to find out that the bank still owned most of it. Well how, 

about our house, I asked. That seemed even more disturbing. Basically, we owned our living room and the bank 

owned the rest. Is any of this really ours I asked. To which I only heard back this response: Good question. We 

are not our own. And even what we own is barely ours. 

 Remember your baptism and be grateful. Baptism is the reminder that we don’t just belong to ourselves 

nor do we belong to only to our own interests and passions and diversions, but that we belong to God. That every 

baptized person is claimed to live a called life, a life where our God-given gifts are to be utilized and put to 

service to God and to others, a life where we discover how best to flourish before God and pursue that flourishing 

with joyful abandon. A called life, a baptized life, where in Frederick Buechner’s words, ‘our deep gladness meets 

the world’s deep hunger.’ For me, and I would argue for our Presbyterian understanding at its heart, the center of 

our church’s life is not up here or even at the table or found in our beautiful windows and pipes, but the center of 

our life together pours forth from this baptismal font, calling us each week to remember our baptism and be 

grateful and to use the best of our gifts and our lives in service to Jesus Christ.  

 Our passage is about Sabbath and I promise we will get there, and one of the questions that I think is at 

the heart of the Sabbath controversy in our passage is the basic question of what our human lives are for, why we 

have been put on this earth, and to what end? And maybe supplementary to that, what does it mean to follow 

God faithfully? Does it mean that we burnish the largest cross necklace our neck can bear to show we are a true 

follower. Or that we speak out about the most righteous social policy and condemn everyone else for their lack of 

faith and cowardice. Does it mean that we enact an agenda of laws that force our version of Christianity or justice 

onto everyone, thus assuming faith is primarily fulfilled by what we are able to achieve and win through raw 

power politics? Maybe its about a mystical experience or special knowledge we have to have or ritual we must 

partake in. Maybe that is what makes us valid in our faith, makes us a true believer, an authentic Christian.  



 

 

 My predecessor at my first call made the mistake of calling upon an old crusty tobacco farming elder to 

begin a session meeting with prayer, to which he replied, ‘that is what we pay you for.’ Lesson learned. Whatever 

you do, don’t ask that guy to pray. But in a strange way, it leads to a bigger question. Am I, Sarah, Ashley, are we 

paid to pray for you. Well, in some sense, yes. I hope your ministers do remember you in his or her prayers from 

time to time. But I wonder if our job, our vocation, our baptismal calling, if you will, is more than that. To be 

prepared to pray with you and for you at times, but maybe moreso to make you better prayers, more deeply 

discerning of your vocational calling in this world, more prepared to discover once again how God might be 

using you and your gifts to impact this world for Christ’s sake. I’m not fishing for an evaluation tool here, I just 

wonder if it shouldn’t be based on whether you are growing in faith, in prayer, and in discipleship and the good 

of the whole, rather than the more standard boilerplate clergy evaluations. It reminds me of the question that 

was asked of Anglican Archbishop Desmond Tutu of South Africa when he was asked how he could be sure he 

was a Christian. ‘I am not sure,’ he answered, or at least not in the best position to know, ‘why don’t you ask my 

neighbors.’  

 So for the third time in Luke Jesus causes controversy on the Sabbath but we are not quite sure what 

crosses the line, maybe everything he does. First of all, he is teaching in the synagogue as one who has authority. 

Second, he lays his hands on a crippled woman, whose ailment was thought to have made her subhuman or at 

the very least unclean and evil. And third of all, Jesus performs this act of healing on the Sabbath, a day for which 

as we heard read last week in Exodus, is the Lord’s Day, a day in which was not doing was foundational to Israel’s 

identity, though many Rabbis, and not just Jesus, debated what constituted work. In fact, biblical commentator 

David Thiede reminds us that even the Pharisees were divided and debated what was defined as work on the 

Sabbath.  

 But before we debate Sabbath, maybe we should start with why Sabbath? Grounded in the creation story 

when the Creator of heaven and earth and all things also rests on the seventh day, was the sense that mortals are 

not only meant for work or making a living, but also for honoring God, for flourishing, and for tending to the 

flourishing of our neighbors. When I would return home from college, I always dreaded December 27th or 

December 28th, because inevitably a parent, obviously not all that interested in letting me rest on the laurels of 



 

 

my academic exploits from the recently concluded semester, would inquire as to when I planned to get a job for 

the remainder of the break. ‘Work is good for the soul,’ I would hear, a Calvinist sentiment if there ever was one. 

Work is good for the soul, but so is Sabbath, and our Calvinist forebears were dedicated Sabbath keepers as well, 

some might say moreso even than the Pharisees. Sabbath is for rest from labor. Sabbath is for rest in God. 

Sabbath is for the flourishing of humanity. Sabbath is a gift. A free gift that is humanity’s to enjoy but also ours to 

discard or ignore or do without. Something that is a huge challenge in the 24/7 news cycle, work cycle, digital 

cycle.  

 So Jesus violates the Sabbath and destroys what many thought to be the conventional rules of 

engagement on the Sabbath. Don’t touch the sick, they did something to be that way, so stay away from them. 

Don’t do any work, even if it brings wholeness and flourishing to another human being. Don’t do anything lawful 

even if it brings wholeness to an impaired, disabled, hurting human, if it means you are putting in work hours. 

Jesus violates the Sabbath but not to do away with it, but Jesus violates it to redeem it for its dual singular 

purpose, honoring God and exalting humanity. In the person of Jesus Christ, those are not two different things, 

but in his life and being, God is both fully revealed and honored and in the very same life humanity is exalted, 

healed, and set free to flourish in this world. In other words, we are called, given a vocation, gifts from God that 

our not just for our enjoyment or own good pleasure, but for the sake of others and to be put to use for the world 

God so loves.  

 Like most every other boy in my elementary school. I played Little League baseball.  Even as young as 

second grade, before the season started, there was this weird child combine at the county fairgrounds that they 

called ‘Little League tryouts’ where these dads who were all typecasted right out of Bruce Springsteen’s ‘Glory 

Days,’ would line us all up with our gloves and our knees shaking a bit (or at least mine were), and proceed to hit 

us ground balls, then fly balls, and then pitch to us and see how we could hit. After everyone had been put 

through this gamut, we were free to leave and can only guess that these dad/coaches went to some cigar filled 

room to conduct their Little League draft into the wee hours of the night. The good news was that everyone who 

signed up to play was assigned to a team. There were no cuts….but some of these coaches had been doing their 



 

 

research and been planning their roster for months. After about a week, you would get a call letting you know 

what team you were on and who your coach was. Let’s just say I never landed on the team with all the ringers.  

 However, we did have a ringer of sorts. We had a coach who had played for about ten years as a shortstop 

for two different major league baseball teams. I don’t think he even bothered to show up at the Little League 

tryouts and did not seem to care all that much about the skill level of those who ended up on his roster. We were 

not the Bad News Bears, but we were all significant works in progress. And he was more than happy to share his 

love of the craft that had taken him to the highest levels with a bunch of fifth graders who, without doing any 

research since, I can pretty well confirm none of us were going to ever see our name on a big league roster. We 

also were not going to challenge for the first place in the Little League standings at the end of the season, and I 

am pretty sure no one from our team made the coveted All Star team after the regular season was over. But I 

have never had a more patient and more encouraging coach at any level of athletics. And by the end of the 

season, our ragtag gathering of kids that the serious coaches did not want on their roster had all gotten a little bit 

better, learned to enjoy playing the game, and had a coach who believed in us and encouraged us.  

 And something like that my friends is what Jesus does with Sabbath, remaking it into something that 

exalts humanity, a gift that helps us all get a little better, and a day and at time to rejoice and flourish. That is 

what it means to remember our baptism and to be grateful. To discover and re-discover and be reminded again 

and again and again of our calling, to be made to see our unique God-given gifts, and to be given the freedom to 

joyfully put them to use for God and for others. So remember your baptism, remember you have all been called, 

and be grateful.  

  


