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Over the past year of getting to know you as a congregation, I have come to realize that one of 

the common passions that many of you have is your love for traveling.  I’ve heard about trips to 

Europe, cruises around the Mediterranean, and vacations to South America. I also know that 

many of you who are in both the government and private sector also travel quite a bit for work.  

Now I am sure all of you travel enthusiasts out there will agree that the most important tool you 

have while abroad is your passport.   

Reflecting on my own travels with the military, the brown diplomatic passports we were all 

issued were priceless.  This document was my pass to see and experience parts of the world I had 

only heard of in books or on tv.  And these little brown books afforded us certain perks while 

navigating the various customs authorities and normally when presented at our embassies we 

were given extra resources to help with our missions. Our passports, whether blue or brown, 

afforded us a certain level of privilege.   One that normally (in normal situations) guaranteed that 

we could come and go as we pleased and when we were ready, return home.   

Reflecting on today’s gospel, I could not help but be reminded of some of the places our 

missions took us.  For the most part, since we were traveling with dignitaries, we were in larger 

cities with modern amenities. But I often found it so interesting in some countries how quickly 

the pristine façade transformed into the true reality for their people. The lights of the city were 

not always bright for all the citizens.  There were those who lived on the outskirts.  In huts, tents, 

sheet metal lean-tos.  They did not have running water or electricity.  Some countries we visited 

quite literally would build walls to separate these individuals from the city center. But how neat 

it was to enter those areas, their markets, try their foods, and communicate as best we could with 

them. That’s where we would really get to know the people, that’s where I often felt most 

welcome. But without my passport, I would not have had that opportunity. Without the privilege 

to come and go as I chose, I would have never had a chance to meet and interact with such 

amazing people.  

This is the image that comes to mind today as we hear about Jesus journeying with his disciples 

from Galilee to Jerusalem.  As he departed the populated area and entered what was essentially 

no-man’s land, he was greeted by those who were cast out – those who were not welcome.  Ten 

lepers, who at that time were considered to be unclean and untouchable approached Jesus and 

asked to be healed.  Now Jesus could have kept his distance, he could have moved to the other 

side of the road, he could have let his status as a Jewish Male Rabbi keep him from interacting 

with someone who was ritually unclean and, probably most offensive, a Samaritan.  But Jesus 

does nothing of the sort. Rather he fully engages with these individuals and sees them not by 

their illness, social standing, or ethnicity - rather he sees them as children of God.  
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See Jesus was traveling with a passport of sorts, a passport of privilege.  He was as I said, a 

Jewish Male Rabbi, he had disciples, he was known as a great teacher, and of course, he was the 

Son of God – God incarnate. His religion, place of belonging, and status all afforded him certain 

privileges that he could have used to keep himself away from these men on the outskirts, but 

rather today we see as he leans into his privilege and uses what he has, to quite literally save 

these lepers lives – he saved their physical lives, their spiritual lives, but also their life and 

standing within the community.  No longer did they have to live on the outside but they, now that 

they were healed, could enter the walls once again.  

See I think that we who are sitting here also carry our own passports of sorts our own level of 

privilege.  We carry a passport of belonging to Christ’s church, of feeling welcome, of feeling 

accepted – one that allows us to navigate through our doors with ease, to know what’s going on 

in the service, to be connected with the people here.  Many of us carry a passport of a certain 

amount of wealth that allows us to move through life in comfort.  Many of us carry a passport of 

status that at times allows us only to be surrounded by others just like us.  

But in Acknowledging these “passports,” this privilege, this ability to move as we wish and 

choose who and how we interact with the world around us. Knowing that because we hold a 

certain passport we can always return to safety. How can we like Jesus, not rest on our freedoms, 

but how can we lean into them and use them to help others?   

Now I know that the United States is not like other countries in terms of poverty but there are 

dividing lines, whether intentional or not, between our communities.  One can tell a change in 

economic means when traveling from McLean to Pimit Hills to Falls Church to Alexandria.  One 

can tell a difference when traveling from DC proper to the Southeast side of town. How do we as 

a church and a people engage in these areas?  Do we conveniently drive around them, or do we 

walk through them and connect with our neighbors? Do we hear their stories and walk with them 

on their journeys?   

Lines have also been drawn by certain denominations in the church catholic, the church 

universal, Christ’s church in this world – lines that push “certain” people to the side, and decide 

who is in and out by their interpretation of scripture. Understandably those children of God have 

lost their trust in the church, they have been pushed away, they have been told they are not 

welcomed.  How do we as Christ’s church bring them home? How do we regain their trust and 

ensure they know that this is a safe place for them to be in community together?  

Now, these are just two larger examples in our community and world but I think we also have to 

reflect on where in our life, in our social circles have there been lines drawn and people pushed 

to the side.  How do you engage in those circumstances and with those individuals?   

Again, as Christians connected to this community of faith, here at Redeemer, we carry a passport 

of sorts that makes us feel safe, welcome, and connected.  How can we not rest on this freedom 

but how can we, like Christ, use it to enrich the lives of those around us?  Are there parts of our 

community that we need to enter?  Are there individuals we need to enter into a relationship 

with?  Are there whole groups that we need to rebuild relationships with? Like Jesus, we may be 
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the only ones who stop and offer help.  We may be the only ones who through our actions offer a 

chance for individuals to feel welcomed into community. 

This past Sunday during youth group, in conversation about service and being missional leaders, 

one of the youth said I often don’t like to say that I am Christian because of the negative 

connotation that comes with that word.  People automatically think I am going to judge them, 

call out their sins, and tell them they are going to hell.  This is one example of what St. Paul was 

talking about in 2 Timothy as he said the gospel is chained.  

It's time for the narrative to change.  It’s time for the chains of the gospel to be broken. It’s time 

for all God’s people to feel welcomed, accepted, and loved – as Christ intended.  But in order to 

do that, we must be willing to use our passports of privilege and enter those outskirt regions of 

our community and truly be with God’s people, look them in the eye, and tell them they are 

loved.  

Sure, nine may go off and only one may stay, but at least all ten will know that they are loved 

cared for and welcomed. And above all, they will know that are beloved children of God. Amen  

  


