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*First Slide (Ida B. Wells) 
Ida B. Wells was born into slavery in Holly Springs, Mississippi, on July 16, 1862, 
three years before the end of the Civil War. When she was 16 years old, both of 
her parents and one of her brothers died as a result of a yellow fever epidemic. In 
order to provide for the rest of her siblings, she dropped out of high school and 
moved to Memphis where she lied about her age in order to become a teacher. 
She worked at night and on weekends to finish school herself. She was a strong, 
smart, gutsy woman.  
 
When she was twenty-one years old, she bought a first-class train ticket to get 
from Memphis to Woodstock, Tennessee where she taught school. When the 
conductor came along to punch tickets, he insisted she was in the wrong car and 
should move to the blacks-only carriage. In her autobiography, Wells wrote, “…he 
tried to drag me out of the seat…I fastened my teeth in the back of his hand.” She 
ended up taking the railroad to court and winning $500 in damages. Sadly, three 
years later the Tennessee Supreme Court reversed the decision and even charged 
the court costs to Wells. She was livid and wrote about the incident in the local 
newspaper which sparked her enthusiasm for journalism.  
 
In 1891, she was fired from her teaching job for publishing editorials about the 
poor conditions of segregated black schools. Her life changed forever the next 
year, though, after three of her close friends were lynched. You see, Calvin 
McDowell, Thomas Moss, and Will Stewart owned a grocery store that was in 
competition with a white grocery store in the same community. Wells began to 
tell the stories of victims of racial violence, even publishing their names so they 
would not be forgotten. It was around this time that she met Ferdinand Barnett, 
Illinois’ first black assistant state’s attorney and the editor of the city’s first black 
paper, the Chicago Conservator. They were married and Wells moved to Chicago.  
 
Fast forward a bit to 1913, the day before the inauguration of President Woodrow 
Wilson. There was a parade. More than 5000 women converged on Washington 
D.C. to demand the right to vote. Ida B. Wells was one of those women, along 



with several other members of the Alpha Suffrage Club of Chicago. At the front of 
the procession, was white suffragist and lawyer Inez Milholland, dressed in white, 
riding a white horse. At the back of the parade was a group of black women, 
including the twenty-two founders of the Delta Sigma Theta sorority to which 
Wells also belonged.  
 
For weeks before the parade, organizers had been discouraging black women 
from marching in the parade at all, fearing their inclusion would alienate Southern 
politicians who might otherwise support the cause of suffrage. When Wells was 
told she would march in the back of the parade with the other members of Delta 
Sigma Theta, she wasn’t having it. On the day of the parade, defying the white 
suffragist leaders, she marched with the rest of the Illinois delegation, near the 
front of the parade (The Book of Gutsy Women: Favorite Stories of Courage and 
Resilience, Hillary Rodham Clinton and Chelsea Clinton, p. 247-250). 
 
Ida B. Wells’ story is remarkable in so many ways. Her achievements, her courage, 
and her willingness to take risks on behalf of Black women and men is inspiring. 
Her story also highlights an unfortunate thing we do to one another. We separate 
ourselves from and marginalize the ones who are on our side. The white 
suffragists purposely put distance between themselves and the Black suffragists in 
spite of the fact that both the Black women and the white women wanted the 
same thing, to be counted. To have their voices matter. Yet, instead of sticking 
together and struggling together, they struggled against each other. Human 
beings do it all the time.  
 
*It happens in all kinds of groups, even churches. Most recently, we have all 
watched with sadness as the United Methodist Church publicly fights over full 
inclusion for members of the LGBTQ+ community. I can’t imagine what it must 
feel like to have the people you have gone to church with your whole life arguing 
over your worth, debating whether you are fit to be ordained into ministry or 
whether your minister can officiate your marriage ceremony, all because of who 
you love or whether you can live into the gender you were assigned at birth.  I 
wish I could proudly proclaim that such a thing has never happened in our 
tradition. I wish I could say the Christian Church (Disciples of Christ) always get it 
right. That would be a lie. My hope is that when we get it wrong, there will be 
courageous voices among us that call it out and inspire us to do better, be better.  
 



It’s really awful when the people who ought to be on your side are not. Some of 
us have experienced that in our own families, right? Maybe your family doesn’t 
share your priorities or approve of your career choice. Maybe they don’t love who 
you love. We’ve certainly watched that play out in the British royal family lately, 
haven’t we?. It’s hard when the ones who are supposed to know us the best, 
don’t seem to know us at all. Every time I read today’s text, I wonder what Jesus 
felt the day the people in his home synagogue rejected him. How that must have 
hurt.  
This is Mark 6:1-13. 
 
*He left that place and came to his hometown, and his disciples followed 
him. 2 On the sabbath he began to teach in the synagogue, and many who heard 
him were astounded. They said, “Where did this man get all this? What is this 
wisdom that has been given to him? What deeds of power are being done by his 
hands! 3 Is not this the carpenter, the son of Mary and brother of James and Joses 
and Judas and Simon, and are not his sisters here with us?” And they took offense 

at him. 4 Then Jesus said to them, “Prophets are not without honor, except in their 
hometown, and among their own kin, and in their own house.” 5 And he could do 
no deed of power there, except that he laid his hands on a few sick people and 
cured them. 6 And he was amazed at their unbelief. 
Then he went about among the villages teaching.  
*7 He called the twelve and began to send them out two by two, and gave them 
authority over the unclean spirits. 8 He ordered them to take nothing for their 
journey except a staff; no bread, no bag, no money in their belts; 9 but to wear 
sandals and not to put on two tunics. 10 He said to them, “Wherever you enter a 
house, stay there until you leave the place. 11 If any place will not welcome you 
and they refuse to hear you, as you leave, shake off the dust that is on your feet 
as a testimony against them.” 12 So they went out and proclaimed that all should 
repent. 13 They cast out many demons, and anointed with oil many who were sick 
and cured them. 
 
If we were to treat this story like a television series, there might have been some 
clips of previous episodes as our story began today. In those clips, I imagine 
segments of Jesus moving from place to place, casting out demons, healing, and 
talking to people about new ways of being in community with God and with each 
other. I imagine him inviting people to envision a world where the ones who are 
poor and oppressed are protected and lifted up, where the ones who are wealthy 



shared what they had, where justice, mercy, and compassion are so entwined 
they could not be separated. And I imagine in the background of these clips, there 
would be important people looking worried and whispering, and as the episodes 
are shown, the lighting gets progressively darker.  
And then there is a little more light as Jesus heads for home, to the comfort of his 
hometown, to his family and friends, his favorite foods, and the places he played 
when he was a little boy. I imagine him excited to speak at his home synagogue. 
He had good news to share from the scrolls and from his own experiences. Who 
better to share it with? And their response? “Who do you think you are?”  
 
The author of Mark tells us that Jesus said, “Prophets are not without honor, 
except in their hometown, and among their own kin, and in their own 
house.” This was kind of a familiar proverb in Jesus’ time and it basically means 
sometimes the people who ought to be our biggest cheerleaders are the source of 
our biggest disappointments. Being rejected doesn’t feel good. Jesus left his 
hometown, essentially shaking the dust from his own sandals.  
 
But the fact that his homies didn’t get it did not deter Jesus from moving forward. 
In the very next scene, he sent his disciples out two by two, without any of the 
comforts of home, giving them the authority to cast out unclean spirits, heal, and 
teach people to turn away from the ways of Empire and toward the kin-dom of 
God. They went with only a staff for walking, no extra clothes, no bag in which 
they might collect donations, and no money of their own. The disciples were 
completely dependent on the hospitality of others. Don’t you wonder what the 
disciples thought after witnessing Jesus’ family and friends reject his message, 
after watching as people were amazed but afraid of him, hearing people in other 
towns tell Jesus to go away, even when he healed their neighbors? How did they 
think this was going to go for them? How would they be received?  
 
If I had continued to read in chapter 6 this morning, you would have heard the 
story of John the Baptist’s death, another story of a prophet rejected. John the 
Baptist criticized Herod’s marriage to his brother’s wife and found himself in jail 
because of it. He might have survived that had Herod’s wife not used her 
daughter to illicit a promise from Herod to give her anything she wanted. And the 
thing she said she wanted most of all (at her mother’s suggestion) was John’s 
head on a platter, which Herod provided. Sometimes speaking the truth is costly. 
It cost Martin Luther King Jr., Oscar Romero, and countless activists all over the 



world, their lives. Speaking the truth has cost politicians their jobs and diplomats 
their posts. Speaking the truth has cost members of the LGBTQ+ community their 
families and ministers their paychecks. Sometimes the truth really hurts. 
Rejection hurts. 
 
I wonder if the fear of how we will be received, the fear of rejection, keeps us 
from sharing the truth about our faith, especially when it comes to sharing our 
faith in words. Today’s text serves as a reminder to us that both ways of sharing 
our faith, doing and telling, are part of living out faithful discipleship.  
 
*I read a story this week about Army Major Hugh Thompson Jr., who served as a 
warrant officer in the 123rd Aviation Battalion of the 23rd Infantry Division during 
the Vietnam War. On March 16, 1968, Major Thompson was flying a routine 
patrol in Vietnam when he happened to fly over the village of Mai Tai just as 
American troops were slaughtering dozens of unarmed villagers-old men, women, 
and children. Thompson set his helicopter down between the troops and the 
remaining civilians. He ordered his tail gunner to aim the helicopter guns on the 
American soldiers and he ordered the gunmen to stop killing the villagers. He was 
almost court martialed. It was thirty years before the Army awarded him the 
Soldier’s Medal, a hero’s medal for a true hero. 
 
A few years ago, Major Thompson was awarded an honorary degree from Emory 
University. There were a number of honorary degrees awarded that day and as is 
often the case, the students found it difficult not to chatter while the recipients 
gave their obligatory speeches. But that day, for some reason, as Major 
Thompson stood at the microphone, the rowdy student body got very quiet while 
he talked about his faith. Using simple words, he told the people gathered that 
day why he did what he did. He told them about what his parents taught him as a 
child. Thompson said, “…they taught me, ‘Do unto others as you would have them 
do onto you.’” The students were mesmerized by his story and by his testimony of 
how his faith guided his life (story about Major Thompson paraphrased from a 
story told by Tom Long, Pulpit Resources 32 (January-March 2004): p. 39). 
 
I think if we want more people to follow the ways of Jesus, we have to live the 
ways of Jesus and talk about the ways of Jesus, like Major Thompson. This is 
especially true when it comes to our role as the village that supports and 
encourages all kinds of families. We are doing a really great job of modeling 



service, compassion, and inclusion for our young people, but I wonder if we might 
stretch ourselves a little and talk more about why we do what we do. It would be 
a good thing for us to talk to our neighbors about it too. Why do we pack lunches 
for our neighbors on the second Sunday of the month? Why do we use our voices 
to stand with members of the LGTBTQ+ community or to condemn systems that 
perpetuate racism? Why do we believe these are the right things to do?  
 
Because we find wisdom in the ways of Jesus. I am not suggesting that we tell our 
children and our neighbors that Christianity is the only way. I don’t believe that 
and I know many of you don’t either. But I do believe the ways of Jesus are 
instructive for all human beings. The ways of Jesus are the ways of compassion, 
justice, peace, courage, love, and hope. I fear that if we, as progressive Christians, 
don’t talk about how we understand Jesus, the voices that paint Jesus as a gay-
hating, anti-immigrant, war mongering, misogynist will continue to dominate our 
culture.  
 
*Friends, our silence is not golden, it is deafening. I am tired of listening to 
Christians in the public sphere talk about a God and a Jesus I don’t recognize. God 
is not a white man. God is not a democrat or a republican. God is not a soldier. 
God is not an American. I know that message is not popular in our neck of the 
woods, but it’s the truth. And we need to tell it. Bearers of the truth are brave, 
faithful, gutsy, risk-takers, like Ida B. Wells, like Major Hugh Thompson Jr., and 
Harvey Milk. It is speaking truth that was the cause of Jesus’ village rejecting him. 
Speaking the truth accelerated John the Baptist’s death, and truth would be the 
cause of the disciples having to shake the dust off their sandals and move on. But 
truth is also the birther of hope, hope for a world that is desperate for a new way, 
a new word. Speak truth. Be brave. Spread light. Share love. Amen. 
 
 
 
 


