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July 23, 2017 
Year A; 7th Sunday after Pentecost  
Genesis 28: 10-19a 
Psalm 139: 1-11,22-23 
Romans 8: 12-25 
Matthew 13: 24-30, 36-43 
 
“In the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit. Amen.” 
 
 
Tim and I are glad to be home after a wonderful 2 weeks of vacation, visiting 
family in the Midwest. We drove first to Michigan, to visit friends and 
family….lots of meals together and coffee dates to catch up in the way you only 
can face to face. Then on our first Saturday away we had a family reunion, a 
reunion we call Merna’s Kids… 
 
Merna being Tim’s dear mother, who I had the privilege of calling my mother-in-
law for 10 years before she died at 90 years old.  
 
Merna’s kids includes Tim and his 5 siblings; 3 brothers and 2 sisters; Tim’s Dad 
died when he was a teenager and his mom, Merna re-married several years 
later and had 4 step-daughters. Thus the reunion is Tim and his siblings and 
their families, and his step-sisters and their families. 
A wonderful gathering to connect and catch up. 
 
However, as I started to write this sermon I reflected that there is no better 
activity to attend then a family reunion before you write a sermon about the 
wheat and weeds….Because no where do you know better, from long years of 
contact, no where do you know better, who is a wheat and who is a weed, than 
in your extended family! 
 
Think through your own family now….cousins, aunts uncles parents siblings, 
children…..you know who is upright and wise, and who is lazy and rude…..you 
know who is wheat and weeds. And you know who is on one side of a political 
issue, or religious issue and who is on the other, otherwise known by each of us 
as, the right side and the wrong side….wheat and weeds. 
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In fact, at one pre-reunion dinner Tim and a couple of his brothers and I 
brainstormed ‘acceptable reunion conversation topics”….After much discussion 
of innumerable issues that would start arguments, we finally decided the 
weather was the only safe topic of conversation! Though we had to add the 
exception of no weather talk about climate change, because that would start 
those weeds talking about their crazy positions….Again, we know who is wheat 
and weeds. 
 
Well, we were only half joking………but our discussion made me think of this 
passage and how we, and well, most folks, are quick and willing to decide who 
is who, to divide up the world….. to judge….it was true in the 1st century in Jesus 
time, and it is still true today. We love to decide and judge. 
 
In our Gospel reading Jesus talks of judgement and decisions and “the harvest 
(at) the end of the age”… and Jesus makes adamantly clear that…..what?? We 
are not called to judge? Or even allowed to judge? No, the only judge is God, 
and we need to keep out of such holy business. We shall not judge, both, 
because we do not know enough of any person to judge, and perhaps even 
more, we shall not judge because we love it so….we enjoy it……way too much. 
 
We must stay out of judging and our so human and sinful tendency to judge too 
quickly, and leave that work to God, as only God, only God, can see all of each 
of us, and thus only God can judge the whole of a person. 
 
Only God knows each of us deeply and completely, every second of our 
lives…Our beautiful psalm today, Psalm 139, speaks over thousands of years, 
with the still fresh voice of the psalmist reminding us of how well God knows 
each of God’s creations, each of us… 
 

“LORD, you have searched me out and known me; * 
you know my sitting down and my rising up; 
you discern my thoughts from afar. 

2You trace my journeys and my resting-places * 
and are acquainted with all my ways.” 

 

God knows all of us, all of our journeys and our restless thoughts, our 
wheat days and our deeply weedy selves ….  
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So if the weeds and the wheat must fully grow together, neither torn out 
early, as they can so easily be mistaken for each other…..so if our job is 
not to sit back, and point out who is who, to not sit in judgement 
daily…..then what is our job, even more what is our call? 

 

Our Old Testament reading of Jacob tells us a first call……. Jacob, that pillar of 
our faith tradition. Jacob, son of Isaac, who knew his twin Esau’s vulnerabilities 
and used them to his advantage to get his birthright.  Jacob, who went on to lie 
to his dying father, repeatedly, to cheat his brother out of their father’s 
blessing. Lying, cheating, self-serving, egotistical, manipulative…..He sounds 
mighty weedy……what is he doing in Bible?? 
 
 And yet, even as we find  Jacob in this reading, fleeing Esau’s anger, this current 
crisis the result of all his own devious actions, God is not harvesting but offering 
a new chance. Jacob takes an ordinary rock and uses it as a pillow and falls 
asleep, to dream of that glorious ladder and the angels ascending and 
descending……and God! God’s own self, speaking to Jacob. When Jacob wakes 
up he sees things differently! He is no longer scheming but afraid, and keenly 
aware, as he says: 
 
“Surely the Lord is in this place—and I did not know it!”   
 
God is here! Here?? At my house and yours? In your wilderness and my 
weediness? God?  
 
This is a turning point for Jacob, he has until now, been pretty much all about 
himself, reliant on his own skills and cleverness….and now something is bigger 
so much bigger than him, and he is awed and afraid….God is here and I DID NOT 
KNOW IT! 
 
So instead of assuming that our call is to judge……We are instead called, like 
weedy Jacob, first, to  start to pay attention…..to notice, to recognize that God 
is here, not just at church, or in our prayers, but always…. 
The God who loves us and who 

traces our journeys and our resting-places  

and is acquainted with all our ways…. 



4 
 

 

God knows us, in all our days, when we are wheat and when we are 

weeds, and God never gives up on us…..and so we might as well move on 

to the second half of our call. 

 

First, notice God is here and then second, notice where God is calling us to 
help, 

each tiny place and large place….where are we called to share the love that 

forgives and loves and cares for us all the days of our lives…where?   

 

Which brings me back to our family reunion. Despite our very short list of 

acceptable conversation topics, we had a conflict free reunion, and in fact, a 
gathering full of warmth and conversation….and so many stories… 

 When is the baby due? 

 How is life living on the farm? 

 How is your chemo going? 

 Is work going better for Molly now? 

 When is our next reunion? 

 

When we know each others stories, when we listen deeply to one and 
another…..it is so much harder to judge……when we listen,….. and 
listen again, to understand each other’s journey….we can join Jacob in 
each day, in each story….in realizing with Jacob… 

 

“…the Lord is in this place….and I did not know it!” 

 

Amen. 

 

 

 

The Rev. Megan Limburg 

  
 


