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The disciples have been given their instructions. Jesus begins his commissioning speech with a slightly 

cryptic metaphor about the harvest, and goes on to outline how the disciples are supposed to represent 

Jesus’ mission in the world. If this were a job orientation, the disciples are given their keycards and their 

parking passes in being summoned, and they proceed to listen to the final orientation speech before 

jumping into the work experience. There is some sense of security for the disciples in terms of what they 

are supposed to do when they encounter certain situations, but there is still a remarkable level of 

uncertainty and the unknown in their experience of proclaiming the good news of Christ. They are not to 

bring any money with them, no bag, and they are told they will speak extemporaneously if handed, 

trusting that God will provide the words they need to communicate their message.  

Although we need some awareness of ourselves and our surroundings to understand our own gifts and 

how God might be calling us to move in the world, overthinking it can hinder us. If we insert ourselves 

too rigidly in the agenda of how we are trying to serve God, sometimes we risk pushing God aside all 

together. Jesus tells the disciples, “do not worry about how you are to speak or what you are to say; for 

what you are to say will be given to you at that time.” Holding too much to our own agenda as humans 

can obstruct the movement of the holy spirit in our lives. I know this is something I need to be aware of, 

and a lesson I’m sure I will be learning for the rest of my life.  

This past week was my first week of CPE at St. Cloud Hospital, which stands for clinical pastoral 

education. It is essentially a hospital chaplaincy internship, and it is a requirement for my Master of 

Divinity degree. We had many hours of orientation and introductory presentations this week, and toward 

the end of the week we actually got to start visiting patients. I shadowed one of the other chaplains as he 

visited a couple of patients, and then he invited me to visit the last patient on his list, and he would 

observe. I was both excited and nervous--if I had followed my natural tendency to prepare for things, I 

would have spent more time familiarizing myself with potential questions to ask, done some additional 

reading on the ministry of chaplains, and probably internally debated the differences between various 

possible ways of introducing myself. I started doing this as I was rubbing my hands with hand sanitizer 

and adjusting my protective glasses and mask, inquiring a little nervously to the chaplain, “so I just 

introduce myself and ask if it’s a good time for a visit, right?” Then I realized that I wouldn’t get 

anywhere in agonizing over minute details at that point when I was right outside the room--I knew God 

was calling me to just enter the room and go with the flow. Going with the flow is not always my forte.  

I knocked and stepped into the room to introduce myself and got the confirmation that now was an okay 

time to visit. I awkwardly stood there for a moment as the patient then went silent and stared numbly at 

the TV. I glanced over to the TV, asking a little hurriedly what the patient was watching. “Nothing,” was 

the response. Another awkward silence. I continued the small-talk for a little while, but I soon realized 



that I was speaking too quickly and it seemed like I was anxious to fill the silence. I felt God nudging 

me to slow down and be present, listening to what each individual moment called for. As soon as I 

accepted the uncertainty of how the conversation would go, I felt myself relax, and I found it easier to be 

present. When I acknowledged that I needed to let God work in me in that moment and that my job was 

to follow the agenda of what the patient wanted to talk about, my presence seemed to become more 

calming and my willingness to be silent and wait gave the patient time to reflect and bring up more 

emotionally fragile topics of conversation. I was starting to understand how God was teaching me to be 

a tool in the “harvest” of God’s mission. My own agenda of whatever random thing I wanted to talk 

about was helpful as a way into deeper conversation initially, but God was leading me to just be present 

in that moment, even though it took a minute for me to get used to the uncomfortable and yet deeply 

holy feeling of just being present in silence with someone without knowing exactly what is going to 

happen next.  

In the case of my first chaplain visit, I knew the basic context of the situation as did the disciples in their 

commissioning. I knew who the patient was, what my basic role was as a source of support, but I had no 

idea how that was going to play out. I didn’t know if the patient would get angry and tell me to leave, or 

if the patient would pose a question that I didn’t know how to answer. In that visit, God was reminding 

me that God’s mission happens through humanity, and that we are vessels in bringing the light of God to 

various corners of the world. Sometimes, we may not even know if what we are doing is helpful at all. 

Although it is challenging for me to accept, God doesn’t need us to understand. God didn’t call the 

disciples or us to know everything--instead, we are called to trust and follow. God just needs us.  

Jesus urges the disciples to be “wise as serpents and innocent as doves.” The harvest is not only in the 

world, it is within ourselves. God’s mission is multilayered, and we are called to examine not only what 

God calls us to do, but who God calls us to be in living out God’s mission. I took a class this past 

semester in divinity school called “Imagining the Apocalypse: From Scripture to Modern Fiction.” Quite 

fitting for our pandemic era. One of the books we read was Cormac McCarthy’s dystopian novel The 

Road, which describes the journey of a father and a son who view themselves as “carrying the fire” of 

hope and integrity in a crumbling and ashen postapocalyptic world. Who they are and their commitment 

to honoring the goodness left within humanity gives them some framework for approaching their 

circumstances. Their articulation of who they want to be and how that influences their actions gives 

them an understanding of what their role is in the world. I think we as Christians can similarly find some 

grounding in the way we should approach the world through knowing that we are children of God. For 

the disciples, although they may not have always felt grounded in their calling, they were rooted in 

knowing that they were disciples of Jesus of Nazareth, even if they knew nothing else. As the father and 

the son in McCarthy’s novel hold on to who they are, we can hold on to who we are in Christ as we 

interact with the harvest of God’s mission in the world.  

How we live into God’s call to deeply love others and serve God in the world requires us to pay 

attention. Not necessarily to pay attention to exactly what we are supposed to do and how we influence 

the world specifically, but to pay attention to where God is moving. Sometimes I like to think of the 

movement of the Holy Spirit as a current in the ocean. You can’t always see it and you may not always 



know why it is moving in a particular direction, but you can feel it pulling at you. God’s call tugs on our 

hearts, and each one of us has a different job to do in the harvest. Harvesting is never instantaneous, but 

the work happens more quickly when the laborers are many rather than few. God is hiring, and we all 

have gifts that God needs to shape the world with love.  

The Kingdom of Heaven is near to us, and God invites us into the work of being the church and laboring 

in the harvest outside the walls of a sanctuary, wherever that might be. Especially in this current moment 

in history, we are leaning into the reality that our experience as a faith community is not defined by a 

building. We, the people, are the church. And although we cannot always go out into the world at this 

point with the various quarantine and social distancing restrictions, God’s work is broad, and there is 

never only one way to join in the work of the harvest. There are many potential calls of what to do and 

what not to do in the “harvest” of doing God’s work in the climate of recent events. In our pandemic 

circumstances, those of us who are essential workers are called to take necessary precautions to protect 

the wellbeing of those around us. In the wake of George Floyd’s murder and the murders of countless 

other members of the black community for centuries before that, those of us who are white are called 

into a state of awareness, to understand how the color of our skin influences our lives and the lives of 

others.  

In all things, Jesus calls us to do the work of love. But love doesn’t need a wealth of knowledge or 

specificity to do the work of healing. We may not always know exactly why God is nudging us to do 

something or how exactly to respond, but it’s never too early or too late to turn in our job application to 

work for the Kingdom of God. Love needs us to be vessels, allowing the spirit to move as we strive to 

understand where God is calling us and to understand that, when we are open to it, it is not we who 

speak, but the Spirit of our God speaking through us.  

 

 

 

 

 


