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Proper 27 Year B  
Nov. 8, 2015 
St. Thomas  
 
By The Rev. Rebecca Jones 
 
Let me just state for the record  
that our readings this morning confirm my belief 
that the God we serve not only has perfect timing, 
but also a killer sense of humor. 
 
How else to explain the fact that the propers  
for the 24th Sunday of the season after Pentecost 
in Year B of our three-year lectionary cycle 
call for us to hear from Ruth? 
 
Now, coincidences like that demand our attention, don’t they?  
Hearing from Ruth, on this Sunday of all Sundays, 
tells me God is up to something, 
and wants us all to pay attention. 
Especially the good people of St. Thomas Episcopal Church in 
Park Hill, 
who are missing our own beloved Ruth. 
 
Believe it or not, we were supposed to hear Part 1 of Ruth’s story 
last week. 
But we didn’t, because we celebrated the Feast of All Saints 
instead, 
And that feast has a different set of Scripture readings.  
 
So let me recap for you what we missed hearing last week, 
and then we’ll jump into this week’s reading.  
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In the first part of the Book of Ruth, we meet Naomi. 
Naomi and her husband, Elimelech,  
and their two sons  
are desperate  
because there’s a famine in Judah. 
The family leaves their hometown of Bethlehem  
because there’s no food. 
And they settle in Moab. They were refugees. 
 
Now, at the time, - this is about 3,000 years ago –  
Jews settling in Moab 
is a bit like Broncos fans settling in Boston. Or Oakland. 
The Moabites and the Jews didn’t like each other much. 
Not a lot of natural affinity there. 
But any port in a storm,  
and when you’re starving in your home country,  
you go where you have to. 
So it’s off to Moab. 
 
 
And for awhile, everything is going pretty well. 
Eventually, the two sons marry Moabite women,  
Ruth and Orpah. 
But then disaster strikes. 
All three men in the family die.  
Naomi, who now has no husband and no sons, 
decides she better go back to Judah, 
where she’s still got family, 
and maybe they will protect her.  
But it was a risk, because in the ancient world,  
few people were more vulnerable than widows – 
Especially widows with no sons.  
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At first, Ruth and Orpah, say they’ll go with her. 
But Naomi tells them not to.  
She says they’d be better off staying in Moab,  
with their own people, 
their own kind, 
rather than going with her,  
to a place where they don’t know anyone, 
and where others may be suspicious of them, 
because they’re Moabites.  
They’re … different. 
 
Orpah finally agrees, and she stays in Moab. 
She goes back to her father,  
in hopes of settling down with a new Moabite husband. 
But Ruth won’t do it.  
She insists that wherever Naomi goes, she, Ruth, is gonna go. 
She says, “Naomi, wherever you live, I will live.  
Your people will be my people, 
And your gods will be my gods. 
And where you die, that’s where I’ll die too.” 
 
Well, what’s Naomi gonna say to that? 
She says, “C’mon Ruth, let’s go. It’s you and me, kid.” 
Keep in mind, Ruth is absolutely destitute herself. 
She, too, is a widow. 
She has no food or shelter to offer to her mother-in-law. 
She offers the only thing she has to give – her continued presence.  
She offers her very life to Naomi. 
 
And so, in the midst of their grief, these two women, 
Ruth and Naomi, 
become a kind of safe harbor for one another.  
They take care of each other.  
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They look out for one another.  
 
Now from there, the story gets a little risqué. 
Naomi is smart enough to know that two women, 
alone in the world, even if they’ve got each other, 
don’t have much.  
In order to survive, they need a protector. 
They need to find a husband for Ruth.  
And that’s where our lesson this morning picks up. 
 
Naomi thinks she knows just the man.  
Boaz. He’s her kinsman.  
She thinks he’d be a pretty good match for Ruth. 
So she instructs Ruth in how to land Boaz for her husband. 
As I said, this is not exactly a story for children. 
 
She tells Ruth to clean herself up and make herself smell good, 
and put on her nicest outfit, 
then go down to the barn where Boaz is winnowing barley 
and hide out and wait for him to lie down. 
Then go lie down next to him. 
We can pretty much figure out what happened next.  
 
And that’s how Ruth became Mrs. Boaz.  
And pretty soon, she was pregnant. 
And she had a son.  
They named him Obed.  
And Obed was the father was Jesse. 
And Jesse was the father of David, the greatest king of Israel, 
and the ancestor of our Lord, Jesus, 
who was born about a thousand years later.  
 
What an amazing turn of events.  
How a woman who never should have been in Judah at all, 
should have wound up there, in Bethlehem, 
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a vulnerable widow, dependent on the kindness of strangers, 
yet she goes on to become the great-grandmother of King David.  
Who could have predicted that? 
Who could have foreseen THAT sort of pay-off  
for Ruth’s amazing loyalty, 
and for her willingness to go into dangerous places, 
trusting in the reconciling power of the Holy Spirit?  
 
But you know, that same spirit is alive and at work in the world 
today. 
It’s alive and at work in the Episcopal Church today. 
It’s alive and at work at St. Thomas today.  
It’s doing hard work, and it’s doing holy work, 
And it’s doing it with you and me.  
 
You know, while we here at St. Thomas  
were saying goodbye to Ruth last Sunday, 
there was another BIG, BIG celebration  
going on in Washington D.C. 
Last Sunday, Michael Curry was installed as Presiding Bishop of 
the Episcopal Church,  
the first African-American ever to lead our church.  
Bishop Curry is an exciting leader,  
and I believe he’ll lead our church into a new era, 
where things we never thought possible will happen. 
 
At his installation at the National Cathedral, 
Bishop Curry called on everyone, you and me included, 
to be part of the Jesus Movement, 
following Jesus’s way. 
He told us to join hands with brothers and sisters  
of different Christian communities, 
of other faiths and other religious traditions, 
or maybe no religious tradition at all, 
with people who are just on a journey 
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but who long for a better world.  
He asks us all to join together to do this work.  
 
It’s hard work. But we can do it.  
We’ve been doing it for a long time at St. Thomas, 
And that is NOT. GOING. TO. CHANGE 
THAT is who we are, 
and that’s not going to change. Count on it.   
 
Last Sunday, Bishop Curry told a story 
that I think is worth re-telling. 
It’s about a young African American couple 
who went to an Episcopal Church one Sunday morning.  
Now this was a long time ago. 
This was back in the 1940s, just after World War II. 
It was a different world back then.  
In many ways, it was an uglier world,  
particularly for people of color.  
 
But here’s this young African American couple. 
The man was studying to become a Baptist preacher. 
But the woman, his fiancé, had somehow become an Episcopalian. 
This was an unlikely choice for her, given the times. 
But she’d read the book Mere Christianity,  
written by that beloved Anglican author C.S. Lewis. 
The woman just found the logic of Lewis’s faith  
profoundly compelling. 
So she became an Episcopalian.  
Honestly, if it weren’t for C.S. Lewis,  
I’m not sure I’d be an Episcopalian either.  
 
And on this particular Sunday,  
this Baptist seminarian went to church with his Episcopal fiancé.  
They were the only people of color in the church.  
I imagine that made him a little uncomfortable. 
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But then again, he was probably the only Baptist there, too, 
so it’s hard to say which was more disconcerting.  
 
At last the time came for Communion, 
and the woman went up to receive. 
But the man, who had never been in an Episcopal Church before, 
stayed in his seat.  
He watched how communion was done, 
and he realized that everyone was drinking wine – 
that’s wine, not grape juice – 
out of a common cup.  
 
And he looked around the room, and he looked at his fiancé, 
and he thought, “This ought to be interesting.” 
 
The priest came by, and he said the words from the 1928 Prayer 
Book 
as each person received the consecrated bread:  
“The Body of our Lord Jesus Christ,  
which was given for thee,  
preserve thy body and soul unto everlasting life.  
Take and eat this in remembrance  
that Christ died for thee,  
and feed on him in thy heart by faith, with thanksgiving.” 
Those are beautiful words, aren’t they?  
You still hear older priests say that sometimes, even now.  
 
So after the bread comes the wine.  
And the man was wondering,  
would the priest really give his fiancé  
communion from the common cup? 
And if so, would the next person at the rail drink from that cup, 
after she did?  
Would others on down the line drink after her from the same cup? 
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I know this seems absurd to us today,  
but remember, this was the 1940s.  
 
So again, the priest comes by speaking these words  
to each person  
as they drink from the cup:  
“The Blood our Lord Jesus Christ,  
which was shed for thee,  
preserve thy body and soul unto everlasting life.  
Drink this in remembrance that Christ’s Blood  
was shed for thee,  
and be thankful. 
 
The people before her drank from the cup.  
The Blood of our Lord Jesus Christ….   
 
Another person drank.   
Preserve thy body and soul unto everlasting life. 
 
The person right before her drank.  
Drink this in remembrance that Christ’s Blood was shed for 
thee….   
 
Then she drank.  And be thankful.   
 
Now was the moment her fiancé was waiting for.  
Would the next person after her drink from that cup?  
He watched.  
The next person drank. 
The Blood of our Lord Jesus Christ, which was shed for thee….   
 
And on down the line it went,  
people drinking from the common cup after his fiancé,  
like this was the most normal thing in the world. 
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The man would later say 
 that it was that reconciling experience of Christ  
in the sacrament of the Eucharist  
that brought him into The Episcopal Church  
and that he had an epiphany.  
He said, “Any Church in which blacks and whites  
drink out of the same cup  
knows something about the Gospel  
that I want to be a part of.” 
That couple later married.  
And the man went on to become an Episcopal priest himself. 
And  he and his wife gave birth to two children. 
And one of those children 
was installed on Sunday as the 27th Presiding Bishop  
of the Episcopal Church, 
Michael Curry.  
 
What an amazing turn of events. 
Who could have predicted that?  
Who could have seen that sort of payoff 
for people’s willingness to go into dangerous places, 
trusting in the reconciling power of the Holy Spirit? 
 
But this is what can happen when people hold nothing back. 
Like widows, who are bereft and vulnerable, but still… 
hold nothing back. 
 
This is what can happen when we lean in, 
when we put aside our fears, 
when we remain loyal to each other, 
when we drink, deeply, deeply,  
from the common cup of grace, 
and trust each other and the reconciling power of the Holy Spirit.  



 10 

 
 
Three thousand years later, we’re still talking about Ruth. 
Two thousand years later, we’re still talking about that widow in 
the Temple. 
Seventy years later, we’re still talking about Michael Curry’s 
parents.  
And even after all this time, 
God is not done with us yet.  
There is still work for us to do.   
There is still a world to be changed.  
And we still are invited to drink from that cup, 
still invited to throw caution to the wind, 
and to do something dangerous, 
to give all that we are, to be all in, 
remembering that Christ’s blood was shed for us, 
and be thankful.  
 
 
 


