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Our reading this morning follows another verbal sparring match between Jesus and the Pharisees 

and Scribes…listen now for God’s Word from:  

Matthew’s gospel chapter 15 verses 10-20 followed by verses 21-28 

  
10Then he[Jesus] called the crowd to him and said to them, “Listen and understand: 11it is not what 

goes into the mouth that defiles a person, but it is what comes out of the mouth that 

defiles.” 12Then the disciples approached and said to him, “Do you know that the Pharisees took 

offense when they heard what you said?” 13He answered, “Every plant that my heavenly Father 

has not planted will be uprooted. 14Let them alone; they are blind guides of the blind.   And if one 

blind person guides another, both will fall into a pit.” 15But Peter said to him, “Explain this 

parable to us.” 16Then he[Jesus] said, “Are you also still without understanding?   17Do you not 

see that whatever goes into the mouth enters the stomach, and goes out into the sewer?   18But 

what comes out of the mouth proceeds from the heart, and this is what defiles. 19For out of the 

heart come evil intentions, murder, adultery, fornication,   theft, false witness, slander.20These are 

what defile a person, but to eat with unwashed hands does not defile.” 
21Jesus left that place and went away to the district of Tyre and Sidon. 22Just then a Canaanite 

woman from that region came out and started shouting, “Have mercy on me, Lord, Son of David;    

my daughter is tormented by a demon.” 23But he did not answer her at all. And his disciples came 

and urged him, saying, “Send her away, for she keeps shouting after us.” 24He[Jesus] answered, 

“I was sent only to the lost sheep of the house of Israel.” 25But she came and knelt before him, 

saying, “Lord, help me.” 26He answered, “It is not fair to take the children’s food    and throw it to 

the dogs.”  27She said, “Yes, Lord, yet even the dogs eat the crumbs that fall from their masters’ 

table.” 28Then Jesus answered her, “Woman, great is your faith! Let it be done for you as you 

wish.” And her daughter was healed instantly. 

  
  

Crumbs From the Table 

  

This is an odd lesson, or at least a lesson that has a lot to wrestle with. The first half of the 

reading shows Jesus basically saying that how you speak and behave toward others reveals what 



is in your heart.     And yet, the depiction of Jesus and the Canaanite woman that Matthew gives 

us here does not seem like the Jesus we know.      It is almost as if Jesus is acting out the parable 

from the first portion of the reading, in his meeting with the Canaanite woman.   

  

First, he seems to ignore the woman altogether and only responds after the disciples ask him to 

tell her to go away because she is raising a ruckus. And even then, Jesus does not use this as a 

teaching moment about being more welcoming and caring.   No, his first response speaks of a 

limitation to his purpose and work…that he was sent only for the people of Israel. 

  

Our lesson this morning is full of actions and conversations that cross all sorts of boundaries.  It 

is noted that Jesus has gone to the region of Tyre and Sidon, he has left the area around the 

Galilee where he has been healing and teaching the Israelite people and after his encounter with 

the Canaanite woman he will return to the Galilee. But for now he has crossed over into another 

territory, a place with a different ethnic and religious culture.    But this is not so much the odd 

thing about this lesson… because, we expect Jesus to cross boundaries and break rules, to never 

settle for a status quo that does not make room for equity and justice to make room for love of 

neighbor, wherever they are or wherever they are from. 

  

The woman in this story crosses a lot of boundaries.  She comes to this lesson with distinguishing 

characteristics.  She is a woman, and a woman in that culture would not openly speak to a man in 

public (much less shout).    She is a Canaanite, so as noted earlier, she is of a different ethnic and 

religious background, certainly not of the “house of Israel.”  But Jesus is on her turf now    and 

she needs something from him. She is a mother of a tormented child. And here she is   shouting 

at Jesus, begging for mercy.  

  
  

But these things are also not really so odd. We might expect a mother to act this way.  

What parent would not walk on hot coals, or sit by a bedside night after night. What parent 

would not cross borders and boundaries, or perhaps through hurricane flood waters, in order to 

help their child. This mother, this Canaanite woman, stands up, stepping out of social position 

and boundaries of rules with courage and faith, willing to take the risk of her life for love.      

  

Love like that will not bow before cultural norms and rules. She wants help, she wants mercy,  

she wants to be seen and heard!   

Here is where the story gets a bit more odd or unexpected. The woman shouts as if at a protest 

march, not holding back, for she is seeking change, she is seeking peace, she is seeking the 

wellbeing of another.  And yet as she kneels before Jesus he verbally pushes her away,  saying he 

is not there for the likes of her, referring to her and her child   as if they are dogs.  Saying, for 

some reason, that it would not be fair to offer her mercy and healing… as if there are limits to 

God’s mercy.       Can’t you feel her pain?   

  

And in her pain, and in her hope, she sees beyond the crumbs from the table to the bounty of 

God’s love and mercy.    Her heart, her faith, knows no limit. 

And here’s the strangest thing of all,                                                                                              

Jesus seems to learn from her faith and persistence and is changed by it, Jesus is changed and in 

response the daughter is healed. 

  



Is it possible that Jesus learned something more about his purpose and mission from this woman?   

Does the idea that Jesus learned…or even the idea that he needed to learn something make him 

seem disturbingly too much like us? But isn’t that exactly the deal with Jesus, this one who our 

faith tells us is somehow fully divine, yet also fully human.  

    

Is this something we wrestle with when we think of the incarnation?  

  
  

God comes to us in the flesh, like one of us, to enable us to be more of who and what we are 

created to be: A people who pray again and again that God’s will be done on earth, a people 

seeking peace, forgiveness and reconciliation, a people seeking the wellbeing of the other, 

willing to be changed. And the more important question isn’t about if Jesus could learn and be 

changed and grow, but can we? 

   

These past few weeks we have heard and seen shouts of protest that both divide and unite, we 

hear about the concept of a wall that both divides and unites. We have seen the tempest of a 

hurricane divide and unite, we have seen families separated from loved ones, possessions, and 

safety.       And we have seen people of faith responding.  

  

Ordinary citizens becoming a flotilla of help  rescuing people from their flooded homes.  

Churches and Mosques in Houston opening their doors to become shelters. Gospel singers and 

hair stylists entertaining and easing the strain with their simple offering of care. We know of so 

many avenues, like the “One Great Hour of Sharing” funneled through the National Association 

of Congregational Christian Churches for Hurricane Harvey Relief.      And we respond.   

                                                          

As my Call to Meditation quoted, “The world is blessed with people of great faith who may turn 

up at surprising and unpredictable junctures.” 

  

I was away this past week camping with Tom and good friends, walking along trails and rivers, 

finding waterfalls and lighthouses and islands.  

   

When I go camping one of my favorite times though is my morning campfire, and a cup of 

coffee.  Each morning I had the luxury of warmth by a fire as I read and prayed my daily 

devotions.  The devotional I am currently using I fhave downloaded on my phone  and each day 

has a link to a verse from a hymn and I just have to tap on the title and I will hear voices of 

strangers singing with me.   
  

  

On Thursday morning, I was thinking about the shouting and protests of late, the tragedies we 

are so aware of, for loved ones and strangers.    I was thinking about decisions I needed to make     

and then I read the opening words I read every morning…   “O Lord, let my soul rise up to meet 

you as the day rises to meet the sun”  and then I tapped the link to a gospel hymn titled “I will 

trust in the Lord.”     It was a gift that morning to be reminded where to put my trust. 

  

The Canaanite woman seemed to do that.  She tapped into a kind of trust that caused her to step 

out of bounds driven by love.   

  



Yes, as Christians we claim to want to be like Jesus, to learn more and more about him, to follow 

in his ways.  Our church covenant begins saying, “I confess my love for God, for Jesus Christ, 

and for my fellow men and women. I hereby covenant to live in the fellowship of the Gospel, to 

walk in the ways of the Lord – known and to be made know to me…”   

                                                                       

Doesn’t following Jesus mean we learn along the way of life and allow our hearts to be moved 

and changed. And perhaps the lesson for today is that in following Jesus, we may need to learn 

from the Canaanite woman’s story, to stand and protest for the good of another, to not let borders 

and boundaries be stronger than love. To trust enough to let love break down what we know, in 

order to teach us more, to allow love to break our heart because so often that is when love flows 

out and learning enters in. 

  

As we come together to this table of Christ, as we receive and commune together, remember     if 

what we share may seem like crumbs from God’s table, it is more than enough.  For it represents 

a love and sacrifice, a mercy so broad that there is more than enough for all.  Amen 
  

 


