
Sixteenth Sunday after Pentecost, September 4, 2016

The Collect: Grant us, O Lord, to trust in you with all our hearts; for, as you always resist the 

proud who confide in their own strength, so you never forsake those who make their boast of 

your mercy; through Jesus Christ our Lord, who lives and reigns with you and the Holy Spirit, 

one God, now and for ever. Amen.

Old Testament: Jeremiah 18:1-11 read from the Lexham English Bible

The word that came to Jeremiah from Yahweh, saying,“Stand up and go down to the house of

the potter, and there I will let you hear my words.” So I went down to the house of the potter 

and look, there he was doing work at the potter’s wheels. And the vessel that he was making 

with the clay was spoiled in the hand of the potter, so he made again another vessel, as it was

right in the eyes of the potter to make.

And the word of Yahweh came to me, saying,“Like this potter, am I not able to do to you, O 

house of Israel?” declares Yahweh. “Look, like the clay in the hand of the potter, so are you in 

my hand, O house of Israel. One moment I speak concerning a nation or concerning a 

kingdom, to uproot, and to tear down, and to destroy it.But if that nation turns back from its 

evil that I have threatened against it, then I will relent concerning the disaster that I planned to

do to it. And the next moment I speak concerning a nation or concerning a kingdom, to build, 

and to plant it. But if it does evil in my sight, to not listen to my voice, then I will relent 

concerning the good that I said I would do to it.

“So now then, say, please, to the people of Judah and to the inhabitants of Jerusalem, saying,

‘Thus says Yahweh, “Look, I am preparing evil against you, and I am planning a plan against 

you. Please turn back, each one from his evil way, and walk rightly in your ways and your 

deeds.”’ 

The Word of the Lord

Psalm: 139:1-5, 12-17 read from The Episcopal Church Book of Common Prayer

1 Lord, you have searched me out and known me; *  you know my sitting down and my rising 

up; you discern my thoughts from afar.



2 You trace my journeys and my resting-places * and are acquainted with all my ways.

3 Indeed, there is not a word on my lips, * but you, O Lord, know it altogether.

4 You press upon me behind and before * and lay your hand upon me.

5 Such knowledge is too wonderful for me; * it is so high that I cannot attain to it.

12 For you yourself created my inmost parts; * you knit me together in my mother’s womb.

13 I will thank you because I am marvelously made; * your works are wonderful, and I know it 

well.

14 My body was not hidden from you, * while I was being made in secret and woven in the 

depths of the earth.

15 Your eyes beheld my limbs, yet unfinished in the womb; all of them were written in your 

book; * they were fashioned day by day, when as yet there was none of them.

16 How deep I find your thoughts, O God! * how great is the sum of them!

17 If I were to count them, they would be more in number than the sand; * to count them all, 

my life span would need to be like yours.

Epistle: Philemon 1-21 read from The Message Bible

I, Paul, am a prisoner for the sake of Christ, here with my brother Timothy. I write this letter to 

you, Philemon, my good friend and companion in this work—also to our sister Apphia, to 

Archippus, a real trooper, and to the church that meets in your house. God’s best to you! 

Christ’s blessings on you!

Every time your name comes up in my prayers, I say, “Oh, thank you, God!” I keep hearing of 

the love and faith you have for the Master Jesus, which brims over to other believers. And I 

keep praying that this faith we hold in common keeps showing up in the good things we do, 

and that people recognize Christ in all of it. Friend, you have no idea how good your love 

makes me feel, doubly so when I see your hospitality to fellow believers.

In line with all this I have a favor to ask of you. As Christ’s ambassador and now a prisoner for

him, I wouldn’t hesitate to command this if I thought it necessary, but I’d rather make it a 

personal request.



While here in jail, I’ve fathered a child, so to speak. And here he is, hand-carrying this letter—

Onesimus! He was useless to you before; now he’s useful to both of us. I’m sending him back

to you, but it feels like I’m cutting off my right arm in doing so. I wanted in the worst way to 

keep him here as your stand-in to help out while I’m in jail for the Message. But I didn’t want 

to do anything behind your back, make you do a good deed that you hadn’t willingly agreed 

to.

Maybe it’s all for the best that you lost him for a while. You’re getting him back now for good—

and no mere slave this time, but a true Christian brother! That’s what he was to me—he’ll be 

even more than that to you.

So if you still consider me a comrade-in-arms, welcome him back as you would me. If he 

damaged anything or owes you anything, chalk it up to my account. This is my personal 

signature—Paul—and I stand behind it. (I don’t need to remind you, do I, that you owe your 

very life to me?) Do me this big favor, friend. You’ll be doing it for Christ, but it will also do my 

heart good.

I know you well enough to know you will. You’ll probably go far beyond what I’ve written.

The Word of the Lord

Gospel: Luke 14:25-33 read from the Modern English Version Bible

Large crowds went with Him. And He turned and said to them, “If anyone comes to Me and 

does not hate his father and mother and wife and children and brothers and sisters, yes, and 

even his own life, he cannot be My disciple. And whoever does not bear his cross and follow 

Me cannot be My disciple.

“For who among you, intending to build a tower, does not sit down first and count the cost to 

see whether he has resources to complete it? Otherwise, perhaps, after he has laid the 

foundation and is not able to complete it, all who see it will begin to mock him, saying, ‘This 

man began to build and was not able to complete it.’



“Or what king, going to wage war against another king, does not sit down first and take 

counsel whether he is able with ten thousand to meet him who comes against him with twenty

thousand? Otherwise, while the other is yet at a distance, he sends a delegation and requests

conditions of peace. So likewise, any of you who does not forsake all that he has cannot be 

My disciple.

The Gospel of the Lord

Closing Prayer: On September 10th we remember Alexander Crummell, priest, 

missionary and educator.

Alexander Crummell was born in New York City in 1819, and wished to study for the 

priesthood, but received many rebuffs because he was black. He was ordained in the Diocese

of Massachusets in 1844, when he was 25 years old, but was excluded from a meeting of 

priests of the diocese, and he decided to go to England. After graduating from Cambridge, he 

went to Liberia, an African country founded under American auspices for the repatriation of 

freed slaves. Crummell hoped to see established in Liberia a black Christian republic, 

combining the best of European and African culture, and led by a Western-educated black 

bishop. He visited the United States and urged blacks to join him in Liberia and swell the 

ranks of the church there. His work in Liberia ran into opposition and indifference, and he 

returned to the United States, where he undertook the founding and strengthening of urban 

black congregations that would provide worship, education, and social services for their 

communities. When some bishops proposed a separate missionary district for black parishes,

he organized a group, now known as the Union of Black Episcopalians, to fight the proposal.

Let us pray: Almighty and everlasting God, we thank you for your servant Alexander 

Crummell, whom you called to preach the Gospel to those who were far off and to those who 

were near. Raise up in this and every land evangelists and heralds of your kingdom, that your 

Church may proclaim the unsearchable riches of our Savior Jesus Christ, who lives and 

reigns with you and the Holy Spirit, one God, now and for ever. Amen.


