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Matthew 6:24-34 

 

Dear Lord, it’s hard not to worry because there are so many things to worry 

about.  Some of us worry about our jobs, while others of us worry about our 

kids.  Some of us worry about our aging parents or our loved ones, while 

some of us worry about how we are going to make ends meet.  We have real, 

honest, valid concerns, so when we hear you tell us not to worry, we worry-

that we’re letting you down . . .not living up to your expectations.  And so 

today, we need your help.  We need your help to set aside our worries, and 

we need your help to trust you.  Amen. 

 

“Worrying” 
 

This is our 5th and next to last Sunday with Jesus’ Sermon on the Mount.  

It’s unusual to hear so much of the Sermon on the Mount because usually we 

don’t have this many Sundays between Epiphany and Ash Wednesday on 

which to hear it.  But since Easter is later this year, April 21, we have more 

Sundays to fill. 

 

You might remember that Jesus started the Sermon on the Mount with the 

Beatitudes; you know the Beatitudes: blessed are the poor in spirit, blessed 

are the meek, blessed are the persecuted, and so on.  He then went on to tell 

his disciples that they are salt and light in the world.  Last week we heard 

him say those really hard things about how we shouldn’t hate anyone, or tell 

lies, or commit adultery, or lust, or pass judgment or feel anger-and if we do 

we should pluck out our eyes or cut off our right hand.  We heard him say 

that what we do is important, but what we think and feel is important, too.  

We heard him say that before we do anything for God, we need to reconcile 

with the people with whom we have disagreements. 

 

All of those directives are really, really hard to follow.  I know I’ve had a 

hard time writing some of these sermons because what Jesus says is really, 

really hard to hear. 

 

But I think today, when he tells us not to worry, that this is the hardest 

lesson of all.  Let’s be honest; telling an adult not to worry is like telling a 
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baby not to cry.  It’s impossible.  Worrying is a part of our DNA; it’s what 

we do.  I mean, even if we’re not worriers by nature, we all have things to 

worry about.  So telling people not to worry is something that is near 

impossible to do. 

 

I mean, of all of Jesus' teaching in the Sermon on the Mount, these words 

seem the most out of step with our society. As one person said, “When 

interpreted in a superficial manner, this statement could only have been 

written by a single guy living a carefree life on the beach in sunny Galilee.” 

(Ulrich Luz)  Our as the waiter said to Terry and me while we were sipping 

mimosas at the Four Seasons in Maui, “It’s all good!”  Well here it is-but let 

me tell you about my real life back home.  OK?  In a couple of weeks my 

Visa bill is going to arrive and I’m going to have to pay for these $20 drinks. 

 

Worry is one of those things that knows no boundaries. 

 

Worry lives in the homes of the poor and the wealthy.  Some people worry 

about where their next meal will come from, while some worry where a 

child will go to school. 

 

Worry is a part of the lives of people of every race and nationality.  Men and 

women worry, married and single worry.  Worry is a part of distracted days 

and sleepless nights.  Worry takes on the past and the future.  (Feasting on 

the Gospels, Katherine M. Bush, p. 148) 

 

And so it is to everyone that Jesus preaches this sermon that knows no 

bounds. 

 

“Do not worry,” Jesus says . . .5 times.  It’s meant to be pastoral.  But it’s 

seldom experienced as such.  When someone seeks counsel, whether from a 

minister, a friend, or a stranger-in the vulnerable moment of sharing a deep 

concern, they don’t really want to hear, “Don’t worry.  Everything will be 

fine.”   

 

Such a response, while meant to be helpful, can often be perceived as 

dismissive.  It can sound like our feelings are wrong. 

 

And so it is that Jesus appears critical of those who worry.  “Jesus unsettles 

us,” Jason Byasse says in a theological commentary on this passage.  “Do 

not be anxious about what we eat, drink or wear?  (More gently now,) are 



not some things worth being anxious about?  The future viability and peace 

of nations, the sustainability of economic and agricultural practices, 

providing for one’s family?” (Feasting on the Word, Volume 1, Year, p. 

404) 

 

I love something Anne Lamott said along these lines: “I’ve had times in my 

life when I had money and times when I had no money.  Having is a lot 

better.” 

 

Yes, Jesus’ admonition not to worry is a challenge. 

 

For what it’s worth, I don't think it's possible to live fully in the world with 

our eyes and ears open and not worry- a lot. 

 

But, I don’t think Jesus is promoting a care-free, laissez faire lifestyle, 

either.  Jesus would never say, “It’s all good.”  Because Jesus knows it’s not.   

 

But, there comes a tipping point.  There comes a time when healthy 

worrying becomes unhealthy anxiety, and anxiety wears down faith. 

 

Anxiety will wear down your faith quicker than doubt and quicker than 

disbelief, because anxiety is paralyzing.  Anxiety will prevent you from 

doing anything.  Because when we’re anxious, all we can think about is 

surviving. 

 

With anxiety, our worries become a continual loop played in our head over 

and over again.  And they play so much that we cannot think straight. 

 

And then we become a victim of our worries, and they become our master-

because they take over our lives. 

 

Which is why Jesus begins his admonition not to worry by telling us that we 

cannot serve two masters.   If you try to, you will become devoted to one 

and despise the other.  You cannot serve two lords. 

 

When Jesus spoke these words to his disciples, they had recently left their 

homes and families to follow him.  I imagine they had a lot to be worried 

about.  They’d left everything behind to follow an itinerant preacher.  They 

worried about what they’d done, the people and things they left behind, and 

what lay ahead.  I think Jesus knew they were worried, and that’s why he 



spoke the words he did.  He’s trying to reassure them, not romanticize them 

with a “don’t worry, be happy” be-boppy song.  He knows about problems.  

He knows he’s going to face them and so will they. 

 

That’s why he tells them to stop worrying and instead to look around.  Look 

around you, he says.  Look at the evidence of God’s amazing love.  Look at 

the birds, look at the lilies, look at the grasses-see how beautiful they are.  

See God’s handiwork in them.  If God cares so much for them, think about 

how much God cares for you.   

 

"Look at the birds; consider the lilies," Jesus said.  He wants his disciples, 

wants you and me, to know that when the chips are down, when we face real 

crisis-when a dear one is critically ill, when we are ill, when a dear one dies, 

when we lose a job, a relationship, a child-we are not abandoned or alone, 

without resource or help.  Jesus wants us to live with confidence that God 

will provide the resources we need to live: courage and hope and strength 

and security and love. (John Buchanan, “A Full and Faithful Life-Looking 

Around, Not Worrying”, March 27, 2011) 

 

Friends, I think Jesus knew that there comes a tipping point, and there comes 

a time, a moment, when one needs to trust God with all their being.  This is 

faith.  This is having hope even though worries abound.  This is believing 

without seeing.  This is faith. 

 

I can’t give you any reassurance that everything will be alright.  Unlike a 

banker who reassures you to set aside so much money so that you don’t have 

to worry about retirement; unlike a doctor who reassures you to follow this 

course of treatment or take this medicine so that you will be well; unlike a 

teacher who can reassure you that if your child takes this course or gets this 

grade they’re more likely to get into a good school; I can’t give you an 

assurance that everything is going to be alright. 

 

But I can give you this assurance, because this I believe-that when it’s not 

alright, God is there to hold you up.  I can give you this assurance that God 

cares for you more than anything else, because this I believe. 

 

2500 years before Jesus reassured the disciples that God loves them more 

than anyone can, Isaiah reassured the Israelites of the same.  And the 

Israelites were going through a hard theological crisis.  They’d been told 

they were God’s chosen ones, but it felt like God had abandoned them, that 



God had forgotten about them.  Maybe we really are alone, abandoned 

orphans, they thought. 

 

But to them Isaiah says: “The Lord has comforted his people and will have 

compassion on his suffering ones.” 

 

“Oh yeah,” they said.   “It looks like the Lord has forsaken me; God doesn’t 

even know where we are.” 

 

And then what comes next is one of the most profoundly poignant words 

ever written about God: “Can a woman forget her nursing child, or show no 

compassion for the child of her womb?” 

 

The answer is “of course not.”  God is like that.  And God is more than that.  

“Should a mother forget her own infant, I will not forget you.  See, I have 

inscribed you in the palm of my hands.” 

 

Engraved is really a better translation.  Because this isn’t a note written on a 

hand so we don’t forget something; this is a tattoo. 

 

Trouble comes in one form or another, and we have cause to worry. Serious 

illness, tragic accident, loss of relationship, loss of income, loss of job and 

meaning and purpose. Sooner or later I suspect every one of us knows 

exactly what those exiled people 2,600 years ago were experiencing when 

they said, “The Lord has forsaken me; my Lord has forgotten me.” 

 

And it is precisely then that these dusty two-and-one-half-millennia-old 

words become God’s Word as it comes to us today: “Can a woman forget 

her nursing child, or show no compassion to the child of her womb? Even 

these may forget, yet I will not forget you” 

 

It’s hard to imagine anything more tenacious, more strongly loyal and 

fiercely devoted, than the love of a mother for her infant. 

 

But there is one thing: God’s love, revealed in Jesus Christ. 

 

In the city of Florence, there is a fascinating building, slightly off the beaten 

path. It is the Foundling Hospital, built in 1420 as a refuge for orphans and 

abandoned infants. Its graceful arcade was designed by Filippo Brunelleschi, 



the same man who designed the Duomo in Florence. Students of architecture 

come to see and photograph the arcade. Today the building houses pediatric 

clinics, child welfare services, and a small museum.  

 

For you see, in fifteenth-century Florence, as is the case tragically today, 

there are parents who can no longer feed and care for their children. 

Sometimes a new baby is simply more than a family can manage. 

Sometimes babies are abandoned, left in front of police stations, churches, 

hospitals. It happens frequently enough that in some communities 

abandoning a child in a designated place is no longer a crime but an act of 

responsible love. 

 

That’s what the Foundling Hospital in Florence was for. And in the corner of 

that arcade there is a marvelous device called the rota: a revolving, lazy-

Susan apparatus; half of which is outside, the other half inside the hospital. 

A mother would place her infant on the rota, ring a bell, and a nurse inside 

rotated the wheel through a tiny opening door and the baby was safely 

inside. What a moment that must have been. 

 

Can a mother forget her nursing child? Inside the museum there is a glass 

case displaying fifteenth-century baby clothing and blankets in which infants 

were wrapped when placed on the rota. And on the top shelf were scraps of 

ribbon, buttons, and medals that had been cut in half: half affixed to the 

baby’s blanket, and the other half kept for the day when the family’s fortune 

improved and the mother could reclaim her child. 

 

That rota proclaims a precious truth: the amazing human love of a mother, a 

father, who cannot and does not forget a child, a child whose name is 

inscribed in a parent’s heart forever, and an image of a greater truth, a 

relevant truth for each one, everyone of us: 

 

“Can a woman forget her nursing child? . . . Even these may forget, yet I 

will not forget you. See, I have inscribed you on the palms of my hands.” 

(As told by John Buchanan, “Unforgettable”, February 27, 2011) 

Amen. 

 

 


