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In this morning’s gospel lesson, a widow is insistent upon seeking justice.  Widows in her culture 
were so very powerless.  Without a man to plead her cause, without a man to assure her well-
being, without a man to intercede on her behalf, she was astoundingly vulnerable.  So vulnera-
ble were widows in her culture that religious law handed down from generation to generation 
made provisions for the vulnerable: 

From the book of Exodus 22:22-24: “You shall not abuse any widow or orphan. If you do abuse 
them, when they cry out to me, I will surely heed their cry; my wrath will burn, and I will kill you 
with the sword, and your wives shall become widows and your children orphans.”  

A judge at the time of Jesus was to interpret justice drawing from the very heart of God’s vision 
written upon his heart.  This from Deuteronomy:10:17-18 , “For the Lord your God is God of gods 
and Lord of lords, the great God, mighty and awesome, who is not partial and takes no bribe, 
who executes justice for the orphan and the widow, and who loves the strangers, providing 
them with food and clothing.”   

So we know from the get-go on hearing this parable that this judge before whom the powerless 
woman pleads her case?  We know, as do the listeners Jesus addressed, that the judge is cor-
rupt.  He has gotten so filled with his own sense of power and privilege that he has lost his fear 
of God - his sense that he is grounded and given breath by God who seeks to write love upon his 
heart.  And, he has no respect for people.  So given the great commandment shared by Je-
sus:  that we are to love God with all our heart, mind and passion and our neighbor as ourselves, 
this judge is living way outside the parameters of God’s heart. 

The people hearing the story would have known that.  They would have ached with admiration 
for the powerless widow who would not give up.  They would have felt this story with their 
hearts. 

(Read Luke 18: 1 - 8) 

Tell me your heart has not been broken by the aching of these past days.  In a world in which 
one in five women have experienced sexual violence, our world has been shaken to its core by 
public conversation about how it is we are to love our neighbors as ourselves.  Our male neigh-
bors.  Our female neighbors.   

As Jesus so powerfully taught in the parable of the Good Samaritan, all people are our neighbors 
and so how is it we, as followers of Jesus, are to encounter this persistent widow of long ago and 
how is it we are to hear her voice in this time when the voices of women are speaking across our 
land.  Women are naming the incidences when their bodies and beings have been treated as 
commodities. 

They are speaking about the shame and fury provoked by catcalls and gropings and invasion of 
personal space and worse, and women are naming the ways they try to make themselves small 
and they are speaking about the horrible sense they have been given that somehow, just by 
being born into a body that is female, they are prey for those who have power over them.  And 
make no mistake, women often feel power-less.  Physically and culturally. 

The unfolding that has been provoked lately has jarred us all.  I venture to say that there is not a 
woman in this place who has not been injured by verbal or physical violence perpetrated against 
them.  This is no he-said she-said partisan challenge. 

 

Brothers and sisters, these are our daughters and our sisters and our mothers.  This is my sto-
ry.  This is our story.  The carriers of life are being desecrated by words and actions and attitudes 
and that kind of violence wounds us all.  It is heartbreaking.  And, God willing, we will listen to 
the voices of the persistent widows who cry out for justice and for a better way. 

I write my sermons on a desk that has items that grounds me as I write.  I light a candle to wel-
come the power of the Holy Spirit.  I look at a framed picture of my children when they were 
elementary school age to remind me that the words of my mouth and the meditations of my 
spirit are meant to honor the sacred trust of their being and unfolding.  My children remind me 
of the children of this church and the children of this world.  They are promise. 

And, I have my mom’s eye glasses sitting on my desk, to remind me that her world view and her 
soul inform and speak yet and as I write and preach this sermon what I pray is this: 

I pray safety for our daughters.  I want them to live in a world where they can live in their flesh 
without fear of physical or spoken violence to their being.  No girl should make herself small in 
order to feel safe.  Every girl should feel the power of her body and of her promise. 

I pray safety for our sons.  I want them to live in their flesh with an appreciation for the sacred 
worth of all beings, including themselves.  No boy should have to feel that the only way to prove 
masculinity is through dominance.  Every boy should feel the power of his body and of his prom-
ise. 

Sexuality is meant to be gift, not menace.  I pray for our children to relish their sexuality as sa-
cred and holy gift. 

I pray for a world in which the values taught to me by my mother will be honored:  that if you 
can’t say anything nice don’t say anything at all. 

And I pray for the persistent widows in our world.  Men and women who speak up and who 
speak out about injustice. 

This past week or so has sent many of us into places of deep pain.  Incidences of past injustices 
perpetrated against us has shaken women to the core.  Men have been challenged to consider 
their own words and maybe past actions that don’t hold up well to scrutiny and the shame of 
that remembering and owning is hard to encounter. 

That pain must be honored, not blustered or blamed through. 

And, through the gift of today’s scripture, we get to learn from the persistent widow and from 
those who have gone before us and from the teachings of Jesus. 

To those who feel they have become so full of power and privilege that they no longer have to 
fear God we join the widow in saying this: 

We will dismantle those systems of power and privilege that seek to silence injustice. 

We are going to build a better world for our daughters and our sons. 

Roll of thunder, hear our cry! 

Amen 

 

 


