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Rev. Cindy Worthington-Berry 
UCC Boxborough 
September 25, 2016 
Peace to This House! 
 
Let us pray… 
 
I would never be a good door-to-door salesperson.  Or Jehovah’s Witness.  I hate the 
idea of just walking up to people’s houses and knocking on the door.  But I assume 
that’s pretty typical; do any of you like making cold calls at people’s homes?  Or maybe 
at least don’t mind it?   
 
Maybe it’s New England reservedness; “good fences make good neighbors” and that 
sort of thing.  But doors look foreboding to me.  Not so much screen doors, if it’s just the 
screen door that looks a little like an invitation, but those weatherproofed doors without 
any little windows, they always say, “stay away” to me.  Plus, sometimes it is very hard 
to know which door one should go to in the first place.  My own house is really 
challenging in that way.  If you follow the driveway it takes you to the back door, which 
is the one we use.  To get in the front door you have to climb some old steps and walk 
across the yard.  The only people who do that are working for UPS or trying to sell 
something. 
 
Thank goodness I’m a pastor now, not 75 years ago, when pastors actually showed up 
on the doorsteps of new residents in town, to cajole them into coming to worship for the 
sake of their immortal souls.  But that hasn’t saved me completely from the doorway 
anxiety.  If I’m working with a family on a baptism, I’ll usually go to their home to meet 
them in the evening, so they don’t have to drag out a baby and all their gear.  But most 
of the time that’s my first visit to the family’s house, and it’s usually dark when I arrive, 
and home numbers are often not prominently displayed.  So I go up many walkways just 
hoping and hoping that I am at the right house.  I have only gone to the wrong house 
twice, and both times the neighbors were very gracious. 
 
So while I am truly glad to be a follower of Jesus, I am quite glad I wasn’t one of the first 
followers of Jesus.  In this morning’s scripture reading, Jesus sends out seventy of his 
followers to go ahead of him, an advance team to spread his message of God’s love, 
and report back how it all goes.   
 
Jesus’ motivational speech for this project starts off on a rough note:   
- “The harvest is plentiful, but the laborers are few”:  We’ve got more work than we can 
handle, so get to it. 
And that’s the good news!  He goes on: 
- “I am sending you out like lambs into the midst of wolves.”  Wait a minute, wolves 
attack lambs!  Well, then, certainly Jesus will send this crew with weapons or tools, 
some way to defend themselves.   
Nope! 
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- “Carry no purse, no bag, no sandals; and greet no one on the road.”  Go out bagless 
and shoeless!  You can’t carry anything protective with you, you’re barefoot so you can’t 
run away, and you can’t defend yourself from whatever insults people hurl at you.  Well, 
at least the pay is terrible! 
 
So why, then, would anybody – never mind seventy people – choose to accept this 
mission?  Jesus sends them out, knowing there aren’t enough of them to do the job, 
and there will be people against them, and they might get hurt.  Imagine them standing, 
ready to knock, at one door after another, not knowing what they will find on the other 
side.  Okay, they probably didn’t have big thick weatherproofed doors in that area.  But 
there was still that moment of approaching a house, not knowing what would happen 
next. 
 
We call those “threshold moments”, and they don’t just happen at literal thresholds.  
Besides being a strip of wood or other material at the bottom of a doorway that you 
cross to enter a house or a room, a threshold is a moment of transition, of change.  And 
by definition those moments are full, full of opportunity or meaning or anxiety.  Many of 
you have heard of the “Threshold Choir”, similar to our Sounds of Peace, that sings to 
folks when they are preparing to leave this world and enter the next.  Knowing that the 
threshold between this life and the one beyond can be difficult for the one leaving this 
life and those they love, the singers help sing the dying person from one home into the 
other. 
 
This is the kind of moment to which Jesus is sending his followers:   
- to the threshold moment between the “now” and the “not yet”, 
- the time before people have heard the “good news” and the time after,  
- life before hearing Jesus’ message of God’s radical love and the moment of deciding 
what to do about it.   
 
Today we are celebrating our Called to Care team.  This is a group of lay leaders who 
bravely “cross thresholds” on a regular basis.  They might visit with somebody whose 
spouse died.  Or call a member of the congregation who has been sick, or just got a 
scary diagnosis.  It’s not all hard times, they also show up when a baby has been born.  
Whatever is going on, they are there with cards or flowers or prayer or prayer shawls or 
communion or simply silence.  But they are there, one way or another, showing up at 
those moments when people are crossing from one of life’s rooms into another.  Now, 
that can be hard and scary work.  These people are “do-ers”, and sometimes there is 
nothing they can do – no rides are needed, there is no one to eat the casserole, the 
cards have been sent.  They just show up, willing to be helpless and powerless along 
with the person they are called to care for.  On the other hand, sometimes there is too 
much to do; the need is so great, it’s beyond our ability, and we have to figure out where 
the healthy boundaries are.  Thankfully there haven’t been actual wolves on the journey, 
but I think it’s definitely felt, at times, like we’re all barefoot and bagless, nothing to offer 
except our clueless, useless, loving selves. 
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So, like with the seventy sent out by Jesus, we ask the same question:  Why would 
anyone choose to accept this mission?  Well, the amazing thing is, again and again, 
that just showing up – even barefoot and bagless – is enough.  In this morning’s 
scripture passage, Jesus tells the seventy, “Whatever house you enter, first say, ‘Peace 
to this house!’  And if anyone is there who shares in peace, your peace will rest on that 
person…”  Now, our Called to Care volunteers aren’t big yellers, and maybe they don’t 
use those exact words, but when they say, “Hi, can I come in for a minute?” or “I just 
thought I’d drop of these brownies,” or “I’m just calling to check in,” their hearts are 
calling out:  Peace to this house!   
 
And that’s a pretty amazing thing, bringing peace to a house.  It comes through a hug at 
the right moment, or a listening ear when everybody else has gone away, or a prayer 
offered by someone who doesn’t have a lot of experience praying out loud.  Just 
showing up brings peace:  people can breathe a little more deeply, get through one 
more day, come up with the next step to take. 
 
Now, at this point you must be so grateful for our Called to Care Team.  They do all this 
hard, scary, wonderful threshold work for us.  Along with the Prayerful Handworks team 
that makes those beautiful prayer shawls, the Called to Care is highlighted on today’s 
Ministry Team Fair, so you can thank them personally after worship.  You might even 
want to think about joining them; we’d love to talk to you about the incredible rewards of 
being part of this ministry team.  But if you’re thinking, “No thanks, I’m waiting for the 
B&G Sunday, there’s no way I’m signing up for Called to Care”, don’t think you’re 
getting off that easy.  For we’ve come to realize that, as a congregation, we are blessed 
by the gifts and leadership of our Called to Care team, but we are all called to care. 
 
We are all called to be present to each other and our neighbors during those threshold 
moments, the moments of birth and death and fear and loss.  Personally I think that’s 
what it means to be human but it’s certainly what it means to be a person of faith and 
it’s definitely how we understand the mission of this congregation:  we are called to GO 
into the world and share God’s love...  This week we felt shaken close by, by the news 
of two young people dying by suicide.  Matt Pierce was a senior at Acton-Boxborough.  
He loved music and played on the volleyball team.  Sidharth Ramakrishnan was a 
sophomore at Carlton College.  He was a brilliant scientist who loved the outdoors.  
Some of us knew these young men, some of us put ourselves in their parents’ shoes, 
others were reminded again of the power depression holds.  We find ourselves, 
instantly, on that threshold place of fear and grief.  Maybe we respond with a card, or a 
donation to National Alliance on Mental Illness, or we reach out to someone we’ve been 
worried about.  Those kinds of small things made a big difference this week:  the 
volleyball players all wearing their team jackets, local businesses and residents sending 
in fruit and pastries to stock the rooms where school counselors and staff were working 
furiously to create safe space for students. Everybody can do something; we don’t have 
to be on an official community team to know that we are “called to care”.  And there is 
nothing more we’d like to do, right now, than bring peace to the houses of those two 
young men.  In the days since these deaths, important conversations have begun about 
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how we care for each other not just in times of tragedy, but each and every day, so 
perhaps we can help each other find health and wholeness. 
 
A bit further away, in Charlotte, North Carolina and Tulsa, Oklahoma, there have been 
shootings and protests:  once again, black men have been shot by police.  Terence 
Crutcher was killed just over a week ago in Tulsa, and on Tuesday Keith Lamont Scott 
was killed in Charlotte.  Now, both shootings are still under investigation, but they do not 
stand as distinct events; they are part of the epidemic of black men dying during 
interactions with police, like the 13 other black people who died during encounters with 
police since the event that really enraged people:  Colin Kaepernick kneeling at a 
football game.  
 
The conversation about bias in policing, institutionalized racism in this country, and the 
killing of black men is most definitely a threshold place.  Personally I’m worried I’ll offend 
people on the one hand and be silent in the face of injustice on the other.  In many of 
the conversations I’ve witnessed, people move quickly to defensiveness and name-
calling.  How can we “care” for each other, even as we are “called” to advocate for 
justice?  Interestingly, Duncan Brown, the chair of Called to Care, keeps putting this 
item on the agenda at our meetings.  As you’ve probably read, this church is the lead 
organization, along with the Fostering Racial Justice Group, in a collaborative grant:  
we’ll be part of bringing anti-bias training to Boxborough town staff, including police 
officers, and the community as a whole.  This is a ground-breaking effort, according to 
the nationwide consultants we’re interviewing to select trainers.  But I kept bugging 
Duncan; why did he want to talk about this at Called to Care?  Isn’t it more of a Missions 
and Outreach thing?  But Duncan and the rest of the team convinced me:  in the same 
way this entire congregation is “called to care” for parishioners who are going through a 
difficult time, the Called to Care team is called to care for those in our society who are at 
the margins, or trying to learn a new way of being, or afraid for their very lives.  In turn, 
the Called to Care team invites the rest of us to join them in that work.  When it’s time 
for the community trainings we can help with refreshments and publicity, but most of all 
we can show up.  We can enter difficult conversations, stay curious and patient, try to 
listen more than we talk.  We can help ourselves, each other, and maybe our country 
cross this very treacherous threshold. 
 
It’s a lot to ask, when we’re bagless and shoeless.  It’s a lot to ask when we’re all lambs 
and the world is full of wolves.  It’s a lot to ask when there is so much to be done, and 
so few to do it.  Bringing “peace to the house” that is each other, our community and the 
world is often hard and scary work; why would Jesus send us, like the seventy, on this 
mission with nothing to help us? 
 
Except, of course, he didn’t.  He never does.  Did you catch it?  When he sent out the 
seventy, he gave them exactly what they needed.  “After this the Lord appointed 
seventy others and sent them on ahead of him – in pairs.”  Jesus already knows that 
scary things are much more manageable when we have somebody with us.  Isn’t that 
weird, though?  As a kid I would make my sister come to the basement with me when I 
had to do laundry.  She is four years younger than I am; there’s no way she was going 
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to protect me from the serial killer hiding behind the furnace, but somehow I felt much 
better when she was with me.  There’s just something about having someone else with 
you.  Maybe that’s what Jesus meant when he said, “Wherever two or more of you are 
gathered, I am there with you.”  
 
We may be bagless and shoeless, but we aren’t alone.  We have each other, and with 
each other we have strength and companionship and understanding.  That’s why we 
have a Called to Care Team, not just separate parish visitors who are out there on their 
own; we gather every six weeks to share ideas and concerns and resources.  And that’s 
why we’re part of a congregation, a community that works together to climb over 
thresholds.  That’s why we’re hosting a neighborhood BBQ this afternoon; it’s not an 
internal church event, or a recruitment effort.  It’s simply an opportunity for our 
neighbors to get together, for all of us to connect and get to know each other, to 
continue to lay a foundation so we can all work together to bless this world. 
Today we bless our Called to Care Team, this group that blesses all of us in many 
ways, especially life’s hardest moments.  They will stand before us to receive our 
blessing.  But if we are all called to care, called to bring peace to every house we enter, 
then we all need a blessing too.  Would you please join me in blessing one another, 
facing the other half of the room, raising your hand in blessing, and repeating after me… 
 
Bless your eyes…through which God’s love shines through. 
Bless your mind…that hopes and worries and problem-solves. 
Bless your hands…as they cook or write or pray. 
Bless your gut…as it feels the pain of others. 
Bless your heart…as it breaks open to love the world.  Amen.  
 
 
 
 


