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“Who are my siblings?” 

 
In our reading today, it sounds like Jesus is having a bad day.  
 
Of course, we know that this is not true. Those around Jesus think he’s having a bad day. Jesus 
himself is speaking his truth and acting through God’s power. Those around him just don’t 
understand.  
 
I believe one of the biggest issues that gets in the way of real relationship is our assumption 
that the way we see the world is the way the world is; we see something that we don’t 
understand and so we make up a story that fits with what we believe is right because we want 
everything to fit into our reality; with what we think the world looks like.  
 
Jesus is teaching all of us to give up our assumptions about what the world SHOULD look like 
and open ourselves to what the world COULD look like.  
 
In the text reading this morning, Jesus has just called the Disciples and now he has returned 
home. Jesus drives a demon out from a man now he can talk. It causes quite the stir. His family 
hears about it and tries to come out to restrain him because even they don’t yet understand.  
 
A little while later, Jesus is again with the crowd and his mother, and his brothers come. 
Someone calls to him that they are waiting outside, and Jesus responds, “but who are my 
mother and brothers and sisters?” He looks around at the crowd and says, “These are my 
mothers and my siblings!”  
 
For those of us who believe family is so important, this can be an “ouch” text. Did Jesus just tell 
us that family doesn’t matter?  
 
That would be one way of looking at it.  
 
Another would be a more expansive way of looking at it—family is everyone who cares for us, 
supports us, shows us how to live, understands our ministry and our work even if they may not 
understand exactly what we are trying to do.  They love us unconditionally for who we are—a 
child of God. This definitely may include people we are related to by blood but it is not limited 
to blood relatives.  
 
Jesus wants us to remember that when we surround ourselves with community—with family—
we need to focus on the way we can help one another grow; teach one another to look at the 
world with a little bigger view, a little more understanding and a little less trying to fit 
everything into the way we think it should look.  
 



The one step further in this thought or belief becomes an understanding that all of humanity 
is/or can be our siblings. In Jesus’ day, the father was the unconditional head of the 
household—family structure was a hierarchy. In this story, Jesus’ father is not present. Even in 
this telling Jesus is eliminating the hierarchical structure of societal convention in order to invite 
his listeners to a more expansive view of what society and the world CAN look like.  
 
I heard an Oprah podcast this week in which she said,  “All humans have value and a voice and I 
consider it my purpose here on earth to celebrate and validate both” She went on to talk about 
how all interactions are based on energy—positive and negative—interactions with others that 
are positive will offer the opportunity for changing the world. Transformation begins when we 
widen our understanding of who our siblings are and begin to see how we are called by God to 
make sure that all humans have value and voice. The next step is to make sure that our energy 
when we interact with others—whether it be our blood family, our friends, or even strangers—
is positive. Positive energy in our interactions can and will change the world.  
 
I’ve actually been thinking about this a lot lately. As I have done more and more studying on 
white privilege, I have come to realize just how much privilege I was carrying into my 
interactions with people I did not know—people in the grocery story; customer service 
representatives; and others.  
 
Let me offer an example. Let’s say I order something that I really need to have delivered no 
later than Monday. I make sure that I scheduled it enough ahead of time and perhaps I even 
pay extra. But it doesn’t arrive. In fact, it is now Thursday and it still hasn’t come. I would be 
stressed out and no one could argue that stress in this situation would be understandable. 
However, how I deal with the situation and the energy I put forward could go one of two ways.  
 
If I call the delivery company (and, regretfully, I have done this), so angry that my package has 
not yet arrived and begin demanding that they make it right, I am showing up not only with 
negative energy but with a sense of privilege and entitlement that is not just unhelpful but 
really wrong. 
 
However, if I show up with respect and care for the stranger I will be talking to—if I bring 
positive energy to the situation—I can still share my stress that the product I needed had not 
arrived, but I can do it in a way that honors relationships—in a way that respects this sibling I 
have never met.  
 
A few years ago, my sister died. I had the honor of sitting by her bedside for the last week of 
her life. Her funeral, which I presided over, was held the morning before I flew back home. I had 
just received a smartbag for Christmas and it was before the batteries had to be popped out 
before boarding a plane. At that time, they only had to be removed if you were stowing the 
suitcase under the plane. As I was packing before the funeral, I remembered that the first plane 
was probably going to be a small one and the suitcase would not fit. I scrambled to find the 
screwdriver I needed to remove the battery, but I couldn’t find it. Once the suitcase was packed 
it would be impossible to remove the battery.  



I finally gave up and packed so I wouldn’t be late for the funeral, praying that the plane out of 
St. Louis would be a larger plane.  
 
It wasn’t. 
 
When I got down the jetway the flight attendant told me I had to remove the battery. I was 
exhausted and had no capacity to try to figure out how to resolve the dilemma. I started 
rambling-- my sister died and I just came from her funeral and I didn’t have the screwdriver and 
I didn’t know what to do. She just shrugged. And then I heard a voice from the cockpit—the 
pilot.  
 
That pilot didn’t know me. I wasn’t even talking to him. I was tired and stressed and completely 
lost as to how to resolve the fact that my suitcase was causing a problem for the airplane, and I 
had no capacity to figure out a solution. The pilot overheard and he stepped in to help. I never 
asked how he was going to resolve my issue, I was just so grateful that he stepped in to help.  
 
After the plane landed, as I stood on the jetway, waiting for what I assumed was going to be my 
bag being brought up from underneath the plane, I didn’t look up until I saw the shadow cross 
my path. It was the pilot. Holding my bag.  
 
He took the bag into the cockpit and then hand-delivered it to me himself. He said, “I’m sorry to 
hear about your sister” and then he walked away. I burst into tears and cried all the way to my 
connecting flight.  
 
I will never forget that and the imprint it made on my life—his positive energy of love and grace 
impacted me in a way that I still remember as if it was yesterday. I will never stop looking for 
opportunities to offer that same kind of positive energy and love and care to another person, 
whether I know them or not; whether I am related to them or not. 
 
Brian Stevenson, author of “Just Mercy” calls this “being a stone catcher” He quotes John 8:7 
where Jesus says, “You who are without sin cast the first stone,” speaking to the crowd 
gathered around the woman who has sinned and is about to be stoned.  
 
He says that it is our job, our call by God to catch the stones that others throw—to step in and 
stop someone who thinks they have a right to judge and hurt another—interrupt the damage of 
the stone and protect a sibling who needs it the most.  
 
I want to be a stone catcher—whether it is catching the stones of my own words or actions 
before they hurt another or interrupting the violence and oppression aimed at another person, 
it’s all about remembering who my siblings are and what my role and responsibility is as a 
member of God’s community.  
 
There is so much hate being directed at AAPI siblings right now. How can we interrupt this? 
 



The Palestinian people are suffering at the hands of Israeli government, their occupiers and the 
world watches on and calls it a conflict or a war—how can we speak up for our siblings whose 
voice has been silenced. 
 
Young people with black and brown skin are dying at the hands of law enforcement—what is 
the work we have to do in ourselves and in our communities to make sure that this is seen as a 
problem for ALL of us to solve—not just something for “THEM” to figure out?  
 
As we emerge from a Pandemic world, we are discovering just how much the world looks 
different than it did 15 months ago. We are feeling the stress and strain of relationships. We 
are seeing and experiencing the anxiety in our systems---in our families, in our communities, in 
our world. As people of faith, I believe, we have a critical role in the next months and years—we 
have a perspective and a voice and an insight into what God expects and needs from us. We can 
bring that with us, filling the interactions and relationships around us with a positive energy 
that reduces immediate anxiety and transforms chronic anxiety. We can make a difference in 
the lives of our siblings—no matter who they are or where they are on life’s journey—by being 
stone catchers when we see harm being inflicted on another. This transformative action—this 
positive energy that we offer—will make a difference in our lives and in the world around us. It 
will invite us and ALL of our siblings to look at the world around us and say, “yes, here they 
are—my mother, my father, my siblings. We are family; we are God’s family—and we can be 
stone catchers for one another.” 
 
Let us pray.  
 
 


