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Old Testament Lesson—Psalm 147:1-11 
 
Praise the Lord! How good it is to sing praises to our God; for he is gracious, and a song of 
praise is fitting. The Lord builds up Jerusalem; he gathers the outcasts of Israel. He heals the 
brokenhearted, and binds up their wounds. He determines the number of the stars; he gives to all 
of them their names. Great is our Lord, and abundant in power; his understanding is beyond 
measure. The Lord lifts up the downtrodden; he casts the wicked to the ground. Sing to the Lord 
with thanksgiving; make melody to our God on the lyre. He covers the heavens with clouds, 
prepares rain for the earth, makes grass grow on the hills. He gives to the animals their food, 
and to the young ravens when they cry. His delight is not in the strength of the horse, nor his 
pleasure in the speed of a runner; but the Lord takes pleasure in those who fear him, in those 
who hope in his steadfast love. 
 
New Testament Lesson—Mark 1:29-39 
 
As soon as they left the synagogue, they entered the house of Simon and Andrew, with James and 
John. Now Simon's mother-in-law was in bed with a fever, and they told him about her at once. 
He came and took her by the hand and lifted her up. Then the fever left her, and she began to 
serve them. That evening, at sundown, they brought to him all who were sick or possessed with 
demons. And the whole city was gathered around the door. And he cured many who were sick 
with various diseases, and cast out many demons; and he would not permit the demons to speak, 
because they knew him. In the morning, while it was still very dark, he got up and went out to a 
deserted place, and there he prayed. And Simon and his companions hunted for him. When they 
found him, they said to him, "Everyone is searching for you." He answered, "Let us go on to the 
neighboring towns, so that I may proclaim the message there also; for that is what I came out to 
do." And he went throughout Galilee, proclaiming the message in their synagogues and casting 
out demons. 
 
 History repeats itself—or it rhymes. We’ve all heard those expressions before.  

It’s been said that those who refuse to learn from their history are doomed to repeat it. 
And that makes a lot of sense to me. There’s some real wisdom there.  

The problem, though, is this: In order to learn from your history, you first have to learn 
your history. You can’t learn from your mistakes until you admit a mistake was made.  

And, unfortunately, not everyone is willing to learn. The truth is that many of us don’t 
want to learn. The truth is that many of us have closed ourselves off from the Truth. We’ve shut 
our ears. We don’t want to look. We tell ourselves a more comforting story. 

There’s a good reason why Jesus begins a lot of his lessons with the words, “Let those 
with ears to hear, hear!” In other words: You can’t help someone who doesn’t want to be helped. 
And in the same way, you can’t teach someone who doesn’t want to be taught—who refuses to 
listen and learn. 



We close ourselves off from what’s happening around us. We make a choice to pay less 
attention—to notice less. We make a choice to care less. We decide it’s better to be willfully 
ignorant—or cynical (which is really an excuse to care less). 

We can’t face it. We won’t face it. We don’t want to own up to the role we’ve played in 
what’s wrong with the world. We don’t want to acknowledge the ways we benefit from injustice.  

Rather than look squarely at our imperfections and confess our sinful blemishes, we just 
choose to avoid mirrors altogether—out of sight, out of mind. Not us…not me…not my 
fault…not my problem… 

Siblings in Christ: With all of my heart, soul, mind, and strength…I believe God is 
calling us to reflect and examine our history—to acknowledge the evil we’ve allowed to flourish 
and the evil we’re capable of. 

This morning, my friends, I’m speaking less about those sins we commit as individuals 
and more about what we do as communities—as a people—as a nation. 

Our country—this great nation—is guilty of great atrocities in its two-hundred-forty plus 
year history. And the majority of those atrocities can be traced back to America’s original sin: 
racism.  

Those original European colonists may not have used that word, but history shows they 
didn’t view the indigenous peoples of this land with the same value and dignity as they saw 
themselves. In fact, they believed God Almighty had given them the authority to claim this land 
by any means necessary. And they did—leaving trails of tears in their wake. 

And we’ve been sick ever since. We’ve been ill for so long that we’ve forgotten we’re 
sick. We don’t even realize we’re ill. So why would we take medicine we don’t think we need? 
Why learn something we don’t think we should?  

Why be open to the truth when reinforced American myths are easy and make us feel 
good about ourselves: “Oh, British colonists and Native peoples worked together as partners on 
the frontier. Oh, enslaved Africans actually benefitted a ton by learning valuable skills.” 

You see, without diagnosing the illness, you can’t cure the disease. It’s about time we 
admit the problem—that the roots of this nation are diseased—that we’ve built everything on a 
rotten foundation—that we are sick with sin and in need of a Physician.  

Because it’s not too late. It’s not too late to hunt for the Physician along with Simon Peter 
and his friends.  

Throughout this nation’s history, we’ve had inspectors and doctors and prophets do 
everything in their power to show us the rot and the disease within ourselves—some even dying 
as they tried to show us the terrible error of our ways.   

February is, of course, Black History Month—where people of all colors, cultures, and 
creeds are encouraged to celebrate not just the contributions of those of African descent—
contributions past, present, and future—but also their brilliance, their excellence and their 
resiliency after four hundred years of duress and dehumanization.  

And let me be clear about this: Black history is American history. 
This is a time when everyone is urged to celebrate their deep-rooted faith—a faith that 

refused and still refuses to let White supremacy have the last word—a faith that embraced the 
countercultural ministry of Jesus—a faith that for centuries has reminded Americans of European 
descent that a person cannot serve two masters. 

No (shouted the collective spirit of Black voices)! There is only one true Master and 
Lord; and it was, is, and always will be Jesus of Nazareth—Immanuel—God-With-Us.    



Praise the Living God for those marginalized communities of color that would not settle 
for second-class citizenship—those who marched and endured and suffered because they had the 
audacity to believe they were fully human—something the U.S. Constitution originally disagreed 
with by the way.    

But, as the Scriptures say, nothing is impossible with God; and with God’s help, these 
communities are overcoming discrimination and will overcome the original sin of these United 
States.   

Praise the Living God for those people of color who’ve shown us what following Jesus to 
the cross really looks like. And they know what that looks like. They know it because their 
ancestors knew what it was like to hang from a tree—the strange fruit that could only grow from 
something infected with the sin of White supremacy… 

Praise God for those prophets who’ve held up mirrors—forcing us at times to gaze upon 
the horrors we’ve wrought and the generational trauma we’ve inflicted upon our neighbors.  

Praise God for prophets like Fannie Lou Hamer—a civil rights activist born the twentieth 
child to sharecroppers on the Mississippi Delta.  

In 1964, she spoke bold words that have yet to fade. They linger, I’d imagine, because 
her words resonate just as much today as they did then.  

During that year, at their National Convention, the Democratic Party refused to seat 
Black delegates from Mississippi. When asked about her stubbornness—when asked about her 
persistence in pushing for equal rights for African-Americans, she responded with urgency and 
honesty: “I’m sick and tired of being sick and tired.” 

“I’m sick and tired of being sick and tired.” She would keep advocating for equality the 
rest of her days—until her death in 1977. She never stopped. She never stopped because the 
work wasn’t finished.  

Fannie Lou Hamer was inspired early on by the stories of liberation and freedom in the 
Scriptures. She trusted in God to restore the world and liberate the oppressed. She knew every 
person of every color was created in the image of God.  

And you best believe she knew what the healing power of Christ could do for this nation 
she called home—power not to just liberate people who looked like her, but power to liberate 
those who oppressed her—to liberate them from their carefully cultivated prejudice.   

She knew Christ could heal the oppressors from their sickness—that foul disease that 
makes “others” out of neighbors. She believed in Christ’s power to exorcise the demon called 
White supremacy. 

I, too, believe in the healing and reconciling power of Jesus. And I think you do too. So 
here’s the good news of the gospel: despite the constant barrage of bad news around us, Christ is 
still going from place to place—bringing good news to the poor and release to the captives—
both oppressed and oppressor.  

You see: White supremacy isn’t just something that holds people of color in chains. 
White supremacy holds all of us in bondage—holds all peoples back from flourishing as God 
intends. It is a sin so insidious—so sneaky—that those who benefit from it the most (those with 
power and privilege) don’t realize that they’re sick.      

It’s not too late, though. It’s not too late to hunt for the Physician along with Simon Peter 
and his friends. Christ is still going from city to city curing diseases and casting out demons—
even those that have plagued this nation since its founding.  



He’s right here in the Cedar Valley. And Christ can cure us too. All we have to do is have 
the courage to examine our history and accept our diagnosis. For those who are well have no 
need of a Physician.  

Friends: We need only be teachable—to be open to the truth—even the uncomfortable 
truth—especially the uncomfortable truth.   

If we do that, we can be healed—we can be restored—we can be reconciled to our 
neighbors—neighbors who’ve been estranged by our sickness and centuries of White supremacy.  

If we can embrace the Truth, then we can truly be free. All can be set free.   
Hear the good news of the gospel: Christ is here! Freedom from fear! Liberation is near! 
And y’all: I am fed up with these shackles holding us back! I am sick and tired of being 

sick and tired! 
How about you? 
Amen.     
 


