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Luke 13:10-17 
Now he was teaching in one of the synagogues on the sabbath. 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. When Jesus saw her, he called her over and said, ‘Woman, you are 
set free from your ailment.’ When he laid his hands on her, immediately she stood up straight 
and began praising God.  
 
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.’  
 
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 away to give it water? 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?’  
 
When he said this, all his opponents were put to shame; and the entire crowd was rejoicing at 
all the wonderful things that he was doing. 
 
 
 
 
I was 9 when my parents decided it was time for me to have another sibling. I cried underneath 
the coffee table when they told me. I was the only granddaughter on both sides, the only 
grandchild at all on one side of my family, and I had gotten quite used to the three musketeers 
that my family had become: me, my mom, and my dad. 
 
Well, I apparently didn’t have a choice in this situation. I was getting a sibling whether I liked it or 
not. It, as I called it, ended up being a sister at least. Thank God, I said to myself. And 11 
months later, my baby sister came. The new three musketeers, me and my two mini mes, were 
born. 
 
And with two little ones under the age of 4, there were a lot of rules. Keep your bedroom door 
closeddddd unless you wanted one of them in there. Keep the bathroom door closed or they’ll 
be playing with the toilet paper creating an avalanche within seconds. And the ultimate rule of 
toddlers: if it’s quiet, something is very very wrong.  
 
One of the rules in our house growing up is that no one was allowed in the kitchen while my 
mom or dad were cooking. And this rule makes sense. When my sisters were toddlers, they 
were all over the place. My parents were afraid they’d put their hands on the stove or oven and 
hurt themselves with how hot the stove could get if anything was on.  
 



 

And I think that’s a pretty good rule. I know a lot of other families have that rule too. It makes 
sense. Most rules make sense--except for those ones that are so weird that you wish you knew 
the backstory as to why they were the rule. 
 
And this morning’s text is one that us perfectionists love: one about rules. I imagine all the 
perfectionists in the early church world taking a deep sigh of relief when Moses came down with 
the 10 Commandments--finally, rules! Nice, neat, boxes. 
 
If God has ever rolled Her eyes, she certainly rolled her eyes this day--God says, seriously? I 
have to tell you to not kill each other? To not steal from each other? To worship me and only 
me? Seriously? These are things I need to tell you--you couldn’t just know in your gut that these 
simple things were wrong? 
 
And that’s where the rule Jesus breaks this morning comes from. Remember the Sabbath day 
and keep it holy. Six days you shall labor, and do all your work, but the seventh day is a 
Sabbath to the Lord your God. On it you shall not do any work, you, or your son, or your 
daughter, your male servant or your female servant, or your livestock, or the sojourner who is 
within your gates. For in six days the Lord made heaven and earth, the sea and all that is in 
them, and rested on the seventh day. Therefore, the Lord blessed the Sabbath Day and made it 
holy. 
 
That’s a long rule.  
 
And here’s the problem. The ancient church--like us in so many ways, began to make rules 
around these 10 rules to keep us from breaking the 10 rules. They saw what these 10 basics 
one were and said that they didn’t want to go anywhere near them--so the Jewish people 
created 613 commandments to keep themselves from touching those 10 commandments. 
 
And I get it. When God says to commit one of these crimes is terrible and sinful and just all 
around bad--we want to stay far, far away.  
 
Like the rules with my baby sisters--it wasn’t that my mother and father didn’t want to spend 
time with them or have them hang out in the kitchen, that was a rule on top of the main rule that 
they were trying to protect my sisters until they could understand: do not touch the stove or oven 
when it is on or hot. So they made an extra boundary, an extra rule to help my sisters never be 
hurt. 
 
But, I think, sometimes, these rules, no matter how well-intentioned, can stop us from doing the 
work of Christ. Because, here’s the thing: the work of Christ can be a dangerous, dangerous 
thing.  
 
Like in this morning’s text: Jesus heals on the Sabbath. And of course, everyone is there to see 
it. And everyone has an opinion on it. The Rule, the leader of the synagogue said, is that you 



 

are NOT to heal on the sabbath, because that is work and work is not rest and the 
commandment says: Honor, Remember, the Sabbath. 
 
And I think, over time, the ancient church (and ourselves) have made boundary after boundary 
after boundary that meant, to them, work was simply doing anything. Doing anything was work. 
Now, as Jesus points out, the leaders looked the other way when the livestock “worked” to bring 
them to the synagogue that morning--isn’t it always interesting which rules we turn our eyes 
away from when it’s convenient? 
 
Anyway--I think, over time, work came to mean “doing anything.” That was the boundary, the 
rule on top of the rule on top of the rule. Meant to protect us.  
 
But for Jesus, healing wasn’t work. It was what he was sent to do. Restoration.  
 
The Rule was to Honor the Sabbath. And Jesus spits back at the leaders: is there anything in 
this world more honoring of the Sabbath, the day God called us to put down our plows and pens 
and laptops and levels, all of those things that keep us from worshipping God in our day to day--
the Sabbath calls for us to put all those things that distance us from God down and worship. 
 
So--Jesus says, is there anything possible more honoring of the Sabbath then to help a woman 
so oppressed by her pain and isolation get rid of this Spirit that has kept her from worshipping 
God in her day to day? Jesus calls us to get rid of the safety nets, the rules on top of the rules, 
and to look what God has really called us to do and be in this world. 
 
Over time, honoring the sabbath had become something like “don’t do anything.” I had a friend 
in college who grew up in a faithful Jewish home who talked about Sabbat, Sabbath, growing 
up. She would wake up and her house was set on all these timers so the electricity wouldn’t 
work. No lights--because that was powered and powered meant work. And she talked about 
how lucky she was to live so close to the synagogue because everyone had to walk because 
cars used power and power meant work and nothing could work on Sabbat. We laughed about 
how, as a church, they never had to worry about having enough parking spaces. 
 
And I’m not saying what my friend did was wrong--I think these were well intentioned and good 
things. She walked everywhere once a week, she took a break from video games and the 
internet every week for 24 hours, they did this as faithful, faithful people.  
 
But, as she said, honor came to mean not doing anything. And I think this idea seeped into the 
secular world. When we say to honor something, I think of every year after 9/11 when we would 
“honor the fallen” by taking a moment of silence in school the same minute the plane hit the 
world trade center. Or I think about what most people think of when they say “honor your father 
and mother” which, much to our parents delight, became “listen to everything they say and don’t 
backtalk.” 
 



 

And, of course, in today’s day and age, my mind also immediately goes to children of God 
everywhere who have been killed by gun violence every day in this country. And I truly mean 
every day. As of this morning, August 25th, the 237th day of the year 2019, there have been 
270 mass shootings in the United States of America according to the gun violence archive. 
Their definition of mass shooting (since the FBI does not legally have a definition) is “4 or more 
shot or killed, not including the shooter.” 2 hundred and seventy mass shootings. More incidents 
that involve children of God killed or attempted to be killed than there are days in the year. 
 
And people ask--how do we honor the slaughtered? We tweet out our thoughts and prayers and 
send flowers to funeral homes for 5 year old children just trying to get an education. Because, I 
think, we’ve made honor out to be: don’t do anything. 
 
And people, on both sides of the political divide, say this is not a time for politics. And I agree. 
This is not a time for division or quid-pro-quo or anything like that. They say this is the time to 
honor the families of the lost, to honor the lost ones, to grieve their lights gone in this world. And 
I agree with that, too. 
 
But, perhaps, like Jesus shows us in this mornings text, perhaps honoring people lost to gun 
violence or honoring the Sabbath alike doesn’t mean to sit on our hands and hope that God 
above will somehow stop guns from shooting. Perhaps, Jesus is calling us to use those brains 
and hands and feet to get out there and heal our country of the spirit that is keeping us from 
each other. Keeping us from worship. Keeping us from seeing every person on this world as a 
beloved child of God, worthy of a long life, worthy of a life free from the prison that is fear.  
 
Perhaps to honor something or someone means sometimes we actually have to do something 
about it. To put politics aside and protect our children. To not have to fear every time we walk 
into a church, a school, a movie theatre, a night club, a grocery store, a shopping mall… the list 
could go on.  
 
Jesus calls us to put down those things that keep us from honoring God and follow him. And 
here in this story, he shows all of the leaders and us that sometimes that might look like 
“breaking ettiquette” of not talking about common sense gun laws after a mass shooting or not 
doing work on the sabbath. Perhaps, instead, we should look past all the rules and politeness 
and formalities and codes and customs and do something about it. 
 
Because children are dying. People of color are dying. Transgender folks are dying. People, of 
all kinds, of all beliefs, of all ages, races, sexual orientations, and types are dying.  
 
The woman that Jesus healed was dying. She was crippled with pain and worse yet--isolated 
and alone--cast off from society as useless and grotesque.  
 
And Jesus threw out the rules on top of rules on top of rules and dusted off the true 
commandment: you hypocrites! 
 



 

Honor the Sabbath. Honor the victims. Do something. 
And may the day come that we truly honor the way God intended us to. And when that day 
comes, we shall all say: thanks be to God. Amen. 


