
Devotions for the Ninth Week after Pentecost – August 2, 2020 

 

Monday of Pentecost 9 – Prayer of the Week 

Heavenly Father, though we do not deserve Your goodness, still You provide for all our needs of 

body and soul. Grant us Your Holy Spirit that we may acknowledge Your gifts, give thanks for 

all Your benefits, and serve You in willing obedience; through Jesus Christ, Your Son, our Lord, 

who lives and reigns with You and the Holy Spirit, one God, now and forever. 

It was sometime shortly after midnight in September. As newly minted parents, their ears were 

particularly attuned and both wore up immediately. The 7-pound, new-born dictator in the next 

room was demanding their immediate presence. He could not be hungry; his mother had just 

fed him. This was a moment to exercise paternal support. So the father hauled myself out of bed 

and stumbled in to find a very messy diaper and a screaming infant.  

Cleaned up and comforted, he lay upon his dad’s arms as father and child looked at each other 

for a little while in the meager glow of a night-light. Soon the dad laid him back upon his little 

bed and made his way back to his own. Those are moments no father would not trade for the 

world.  

The prayer today culminates in us serving God with a willing obedience. I think that the 

important word in this prayer is the adjective, the little word which describes the obedience: 

Willing. There are all sorts of ways to get people to do what you want. Threats, rewards, 

incentives, and even appeals to duty. A good coach will get athletes to do a great deal. A 

demagogue will play on people’s fears. But God would have a specific sort of obedience, an 

obedience which is willingly given, not coerced. This sort of obedience comes only after two 

important things which are also noted in the prayer – acknowledgment of the gifts and 

thanksgiving for all the benefits.  

This really works. Look about yourself and notice that all the things you have: the money, house, 

resources, job, etc., are gifts from God. Thank him for them. You will find that you read and keep 

the commandments about stealing and coveting differently. Perhaps you remember looking in a 

child’s eyes and thanking God for a gift given. It certainly is not always fun to care for another, 

but be glad and rejoice in the Father who is always ready to get up and care for you.    

 

Tuesday of Pentecost 9 – Isaiah 55:1-5   

“Come, everyone who thirsts, 

    come to the waters; 

and he who has no money, 

    come, buy and eat! 

Come, buy wine and milk 



    without money and without price. 
2 Why do you spend your money for that which is not bread, 

    and your labor for that which does not satisfy? 

Listen diligently to me, and eat what is good, 

    and delight yourselves in rich food. 
3 Incline your ear, and come to me; 

    hear, that your soul may live; 

and I will make with you an everlasting covenant, 

    my steadfast, sure love for David. 
4 Behold, I made him a witness to the peoples, 

    a leader and commander for the peoples. 
5 Behold, you shall call a nation that you do not know, 

    and a nation that did not know you shall run to you, 

because of the LORD your God, and of the Holy One of Israel, 

    for he has glorified you. 

My 9th grade English teacher would have had a problem with Isaiah. He is mixing his metaphors; 

eating and listening are not the same thing. And what would have my economics teacher said? 

Buy commodities without money and without price? What sort of an economy is this? My 

physician would probably not be terribly keen on the exhortation to delight myself in rich food. 

More vegetables, less of the dessert, and keep it to one glass of red wine.  

I am so glad God does not listen to these people!  

If he did, he would not have made that everlasting covenant with us that David enjoyed, the 

steadfast, sure love which saw David through the dark days of his flight from Saul and his 

sojourn through the despair of adultery, murder, and the death of his son. Isaiah tells us to read 

those David stories as our own now. You can find them in I and II Samuel and I Chronicles. The 

love God had for David he has expanded to include all. This love of God makes no sense. It defies 

all the rules of economics and forces us to mix our metaphors to describe it. It is a feast which 

knows no boundaries or limits.  

Of late the streets in some cities have resounded with demands for food without price and 

justice for the oppressed. There is much which concerns me about what I hear and see, but I also 

hear a deep spiritual longing for exactly what Isaiah speaks about in these words. God hears 

that longing as well and that is why he has established his church and called you and me 

through baptism into Christian lives of loving service and witness. He promises us that a nation 

we do not know shall run to us, because the Lord has glorified us. What do you think that will 

look like? What will that mean?  

 

 

Wednesday of Pentecost 9 – Psalm 136:1-9, 23-26  



Give thanks to the LORD, for he is good, 

    for his steadfast love endures forever. 
2 Give thanks to the God of gods, 

    for his steadfast love endures forever. 
3 Give thanks to the Lord of lords, 

    for his steadfast love endures forever; 

4 to him who alone does great wonders, 

    for his steadfast love endures forever; 
5 to him who by understanding made the heavens, 

    for his steadfast love endures forever; 
6 to him who spread out the earth above the waters, 

    for his steadfast love endures forever; 
7 to him who made the great lights, 

    for his steadfast love endures forever; 
8 the sun to rule over the day, 

    for his steadfast love endures forever; 
9 the moon and stars to rule over the night, 

    for his steadfast love endures forever; 

23 It is he who remembered us in our low estate, 

    for his steadfast love endures forever; 
24 and rescued us from our foes, 

    for his steadfast love endures forever; 
25 he who gives food to all flesh, 

    for his steadfast love endures forever. 

26 Give thanks to the God of heaven, 

    for his steadfast love endures forever. 

Dirty, tired, and afraid, mostly afraid, he crested that last hill. The jury-rigged repair of his 

sandal which he had made that morning had worn a blister on his right foot. With every step he 

could feel that either the blister or the repair was about break. But all of this was nothing. The 

real pain and the real anguish roiled in his heart. The next hour could mean everything. He 

remembered when he had walked the other way on this road, full of confidence and pockets full 

of cash. The cash was long gone, and the confidence lay trodden by pigs in a sty far away. What 

would his father do? Probably nothing. He would walk through the little houses where the 

servants live and they would hiss at him, curse him, and throw whatever they did not want at 

him. He would knock on the door, but his father would not come, not for days. He would wait. 

He was determined to wait, no matter what they said, no matter what they threw at him. He 

knew his father would see him eventually.  



He could not blame them, not really. He has been such a jerk when he left. He had said such 

terrible things to his father. The liquidation of his inheritance had cost people their jobs. He 

stopped at the top of the hill and looked at the old place. It still looked like always. The same 

trees, the same barn, the same big house with the porch. He would have to run the gauntlet of 

servants before he got there, but he missed the place, he missed his father. He even missed his 

self-righteous, do-gooder older brother.  

What is this? He looks again. Who is that running toward him? Can it be? It is! It is the old man, 

his father. He looks ridiculous. His robe hitched up to his waist, scrawny legs churning. What is 

he doing? All the servants have seen and follow him. He slows and stops in front of the young 

man. He is panting from the exertion. The old man shouldn’t run like this. His face breaks into a 

huge smile and he throws his arms wide and embraces him.  

He turns around and faces the crowd of servants who have followed him out. “You,” he barks to 

one, “get a robe. You, get some sandals. You, get a ring. And you, kill the fatted calf. We are 

going to have a party!”  

Read the last half of Luke 15 again. You know already the story but read it again. At the end of 

it, repeat the refrain of this psalm: His steadfast love endures forever.  

 

Thursday of Pentecost 9 – Romans 9:1-13 

 I am speaking the truth in Christ—I am not lying; my conscience bears me witness in the Holy 

Spirit— 2 that I have great sorrow and unceasing anguish in my heart. 3 For I could wish that I 

myself were accursed and cut off from Christ for the sake of my brothers, my kinsmen according 

to the flesh. 4 They are Israelites, and to them belong the adoption, the glory, the covenants, the 

giving of the law, the worship, and the promises. 5 To them belong the patriarchs, and from their 

race, according to the flesh, is the Christ, who is God over all, blessed forever. Amen. 

6 But it is not as though the word of God has failed. For not all who are descended from Israel 

belong to Israel, 7 and not all are children of Abraham because they are his offspring, but 

“Through Isaac shall your offspring be named.” 8 This means that it is not the children of the 

flesh who are the children of God, but the children of the promise are counted as offspring. 9 For 

this is what the promise said: “About this time next year I will return, and Sarah shall have a 

son.” 10 And not only so, but also when Rebekah had conceived children by one man, our 

forefather Isaac, 11 though they were not yet born and had done nothing either good or bad—in 

order that God's purpose of election might continue, not because of works but because of him 

who calls— 12 she was told, “The older will serve the younger.” 13 As it is written, “Jacob I 

loved, but Esau I hated.” 

Shelby Foote, the great historian of the Civil War, tells a story of what happened at a church 

service in Richmond, Virginia in the years immediately following that conflict. It was a 

segregated service. The rule was that the white people communed first and then the blacks who 



were seated in the balcony. As the communion procession started, a gasp went up. A black man 

was found at the rail. Everyone froze. The pastor stood there with the elements in hand. The 

congregants stared in horror. Then, one man, a distinguished elderly man, got up from among 

the front section of pews that day and slowly made his way forward to take his place next to the 

black man and receive the sacrament. It was Robert E. Lee, former commander of the 

Confederate armies.  

You see, people can change. Paul is desperately clinging to that hope. His fellow Jews have 

rejected the Christ, the one who should be the focus of their whole religion. He himself had 

changed, on a road to Damascus some years before he wrote these words to the Christian 

congregation in Rome. He had been a zealous persecutor of Christians. People had died because 

of what he did. And then everything was different because Christ made it different.  

Paradoxically, there is a great hue and cry for change in this time along with a demand that we 

cut off any contact with those whose ideas, words, or actions have not conformed with what is 

right, however “right” is defined. This is a contradiction which cannot really stand. Christ offers 

us another way. He has been collecting a scurvy lot of sinners around himself since the very 

beginning, including you and me. He forgives sins. That means they are no longer counted 

against us. Yes, consequences still obtain. For his rebellion Robert E. Lee was disenfranchised, 

never able to vote again. That day, however, when he presented himself at the rail of that 

church, next to a black man whom he had once sought to enslave by force of arms, he 

acknowledged that everything was different. The one who came to him in that bread and wine, 

even body and blood, made the man next to him a brother. Our land stands in need of the 

forgiveness and reconciliation which Christ brings. Will Christ’s people reconcile, or will they 

follow the cancelling culture of the world? I encourage you to turn off the newsfeed and find 

someone you disagree with. Listen to them. Remember, Jesus died for that person too.   

 

Friday of Pentecost 9 – Matthew 14:13-21    

13 Now when Jesus heard this, he withdrew from there in a boat to a desolate place by himself. 

But when the crowds heard it, they followed him on foot from the towns. 14 When he went ashore 

he saw a great crowd, and he had compassion on them and healed their sick. 15 Now when it was 

evening, the disciples came to him and said, “This is a desolate place, and the day is now over; 

send the crowds away to go into the villages and buy food for themselves.” 16 But Jesus said, 

“They need not go away; you give them something to eat.” 17 They said to him, “We have only 

five loaves here and two fish.” 18 And he said, “Bring them here to me.” 19 Then he ordered the 

crowds to sit down on the grass, and taking the five loaves and the two fish, he looked up to 

heaven and said a blessing. Then he broke the loaves and gave them to the disciples, and the 

disciples gave them to the crowds. 20 And they all ate and were satisfied. And they took up 

twelve baskets full of the broken pieces left over. 21 And those who ate were about five thousand 

men, besides women and children. 



 

A friend tells the story of how once a month they would met, rotating around to each other’s 

churches. They were the Christian pastors in Bountiful, UT. Bountiful was then a community with 

over 92% of its residents identifying as LDS (Mormon.) Only the Roman Catholic parish saw 

attendance over 100 folks on a Sunday. My friend’s congregation had about 40 on a good 

weekend. They were not an impressive group. But at least one member of the ministerial 

association had faith to see the world through eyes of Jesus. They started talking about a recent 

article in the local paper which had highlighted food insecurity. Many of the people in that 

seemingly affluent community were barely making house and car payments. If they had an 

unexpected expense, they would not have enough to feed their family till the next paycheck. We 

all had stories of folks who could not afford to furnish the beautiful home they purchased. What 

to do? It was the Baptist and the UCC pastors who both challenged us to open a food bank. My 

friend was dubious, he said. They assayed their congregations and determined that their small 

parishes would be able to support 20 families, twice per month with a couple bags of groceries. 

It was modest, but they elected to go forward. The UCC parish had some space and was on a 

busy street. They would host.  

Jesus had once more said, “You feed them.” Some listened, some doubted, but they opened a 

food bank. Within a year Jesus worked a miracle. They had a gymnasium full of food and were 

supporting over 200 families per month. Many things went into that, but clearly Jesus was 

behind them all. He still cares about hungry people.  

I think about those disciples facing thousands of hungry people with only five loaves of bread 

and two dried fish. Did they whisper “Come and get it” in response to Jesus’ command? What 

was it like to reach into that basket and just keep pulling out more and more bread? Probably 

something like walking through the stacks of food in the UCC gymnasium behind the foodbank 

distribution site. They had not let their meager resources discourage them from doing what 

Jesus asked us to do. They started handing out food. Jesus took care of making sure that it was 

enough.  

What is he asking you to do today? It will likely take faith and courage. You should probably do 

it. He will love you nonetheless no matter what you do, but you should probably do it. You might 

just get to reach into what should be an empty basket and pull out yet another serving of the 

bread of life.  

 

 


