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This Sunday is the beginning of what our liturgical calendar refers to as “Ordinary 

Time.”  The Easter season came to a close with Pentecost, and last week we were 

reminded of our triune God on Trinity Sunday.  And today is ordinary… which is 

okay, because ordinary is where we tend to live most of our lives – in the time 

between great highs and deep lows.   

 

Within Luke’s extraordinary and complex story of the Gerasene Demoniac, as it is 

commonly referred, there is enough material to preach a series on the text.  The 

lectionary developers must have missed the memo about this Sunday being 

“ordinary.”  Or, perhaps through this passage we are to be reminded that the 

extraordinary exists within the ordinary.   

 

Let us pray. 

Gracious God, by the power of the Holy Spirit, quicken our understanding that we 

may receive the testimony of Scripture and believe in the signs that reveal your 

presence.  We pray in Jesus’ name. Amen. 

 

In today’s passage, Jesus and his disciples disembarked after a rough sailing 

expedition across the Sea of Galilee. The disciples were likely a bit disheveled 

because they had just survived the storm of a lifetime.  It was like any other 

ordinary day when they boarded their boat to sail across the sea, and early on it 

must have been smooth sailing because Jesus actually fell asleep as the gentle 

waves lapped against the bow.  We get the sense that the breeze was just enough to 

catch the sail, and the waters absorbed the sounds of the hustle and bustle on the 

seashore.  The waters were so calm, so peaceful, so tranquil that Jesus fell asleep – 

and we don’t hear much about Jesus sleeping.  As the story goes, a storm fast 

approached and wind frantically swept down to the sea.  The boat began to take on 
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water, the disciples feared they were on the verge of sinking, and Jesus continued 

to sleep.  So the disciples woke their captain, shouting, “We are dying here, Jesus!” 

who in turn scolded the wind and the waves, and all became calm again. The 

disciples reaction? – They were afraid and amazed. 

 

The main character in today’s passage is a nameless man who has suffered 

apparently his entire life.  He could not be controlled, there was no controlling him 

– chains could not hold him.  After Jesus healed this Gerasene Demoniac, as the 

man experienced the most peaceful moments of his entire life - The community’s 

response?  They were afraid, in fact they were seized with great fear.  So much so, 

they made Jesus leave.   

 

Back-to-back stories capturing fear as the response to Jesus’ miracles.  For the 

disciples in the boat the reader of the story gets a sense that the disciples fear was 

rooted in a profound amazement of what had just happened.  They knew enough to 

follow Jesus, but they had no idea this man they were following could literally 

calm a storm. They were awestruck.  Following the miraculous healing of this 

man, the fear felt within the Geresene community feels as if their fear is rooted 

differently.  The miracle from the boat drew the disciples closer to Jesus.  The 

miracle on the hillside caused the Gerasenes to asked Jesus to leave.   

 

As Jesus and his disciples sailed toward the Sea of Galilee’s eastern shore they 

approached Gentile territory.  The fact that there was a herd of swine, which were 

considered unclean by the Jewish tradition, proved the fact that Jesus and the 

disciples crossed over into the land of Gentiles.  As soon as they stepped onto dry 

land a naked man who was tormented by something approached them.  Jesus and 

the disciples had anchored in a unclean land, stepped out in the midst of tombs 
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(which were considered unclean), among a herd of unclean animals, and now 

approached by an unclean man.  The disciples and Jesus were about as far away 

from home as they could be.  If I still lived in Pittsburgh, we would say Jesus and 

his disciples landed in Cleveland.  Buffalo is much kinder – I don’t know that we 

have any such analogies.   

 

A strange voyage, a strange place, a strange man of whom Jesus asked his name.  

“Legion” was the reply.  To be clear “legion” was not a name.  A legion was an 

army of 4-6,000 troops who set out to occupy other people, other places. This 

nameless man was tormented, occupied by many, many demons.  Tormented to 

such an extreme that the man lost his identity to the demons, who then resided with 

him.  This man who slept in tombs became somewhat of a living tomb as he took 

on the identity of that which tormented him.  To this day, people are forced to take 

on the identity of that which torments them, and in so doing they lose their true 

identity, even their humanity is at stake.  Identity can be lost to one defined by 

their illness, or their addiction.  Identity can be lost to decisions from one’s past.  

Identity can be quietly lost in the present – Identity can even be lost to one’s 

vocation – known for what you do, instead of being known for who you are.  So 

consumed by your profession that it torments you.  We always run the risk of 

taking on the identity of what we are held captive to, just as this man is held 

captive to a legion of demons.   

 

Yet, Jesus had the ability to see beyond the demons who tormented the man.  Jesus 

freed the man of the demons, that the man could simply be his ordinary self.  His 

extraordinary self.  The Gerasene community found the man from whom the 

demons had gone sitting at the feet of Jesus, clothed and in his right mind.  Should 

the community not celebrate?  Should they not embrace the man who has been set 
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free from the demons that tormented him?  Instead, the community became 

frightened.  The community then sent Jesus away before any one else be healed to 

their ordinary selves. 

 

Though apparently not the entire case in this text, there are times when the demons 

must be exercised from the community, perhaps even more than from any one 

individual.  Certainly the man was tormented, but something was also happening 

within the community for them to send away the one who healed their neighbor.  

They seemed to be less troubled by their neighbor’s suffering, and more troubled 

by his healing.  The writer makes it seem that the community would have preferred 

the man not be healed.  I am sure they found his torment troubling, which is why 

they cast him to the cemetery in the first place.  They grew comfortable with the 

tormented man being out there, and less comfortable with the healed man being 

back in the neighborhood.  More comfortable with the extraordinary at a distance, 

than with the ordinary being close.  The community had normalized the man’s 

struggle so much so that they were full of fear when he stopped struggling.  How 

would the man’s lack of struggle affect them?  What would his new found freedom 

mean for them?  Sometimes the demons are quietly hidden within the individuals 

of the community. 

 

It has just been over a month since a young man filled with the demons of racism 

and white supremacy shot, killed, injured, and traumatized our neighbors and, to a 

lesser degree for most of us, traumatized us as well.  To be clear, this young man 

was not part of our greater community, but also to be clear and honest the demons 

that possess him have been normalized even within our community.  Centuries of 

enslaving Africans, the evil of chattel slavery became normalized within these 

United States.  And these demons were not contained within the slave trading 
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states.  Legions of them embedded themselves into the fabric of our entire nation.  

The demon of white supremacy became normalized.  The demon of racism, 

normalized through intentional practices of horrors such as lynching and redlining, 

to unintentional practices of normalizing the institutional and systemic racism still 

plaguing our community.  Demons quietly hidden.  What is the fear behind 

exercising such demons from within?   

 

Today is Juneteenth, a shortened way of saying June nineteenth.  Though Lincoln 

proclaimed the emancipation of enslaved people effective January 1, 1863, it was 

the slaveholders who were responsible for telling the slaves they were free.  And 

you can imagine how that went.  Some slave owners ignored the order until Union 

troops arrived to enforce it.  Texas was the last confederate state to have the 

proclamation announced.  On June 19, 1865, Maj. Gen. Gordon Granger informed 

a reluctant community in Galveston, Texas, that President Abraham Lincoln had 

freed enslaved people in rebel states two and a half years earlier. He pressed locals 

to comply with the directive some two and a half years after the slaves had been 

freed.  Juneteenth is all about celebrating the extraordinary of what should be the 

ordinary.   

 

On this Juneteenth, on this ordinary Sunday, as God’s gathered community, let us 

commit to pursuing the extraordinary within the ordinary, and find courage to 

overcome any fear caused by exercising demons from within.   

 

In the name of the Father, the Son and the Holy Spirit.  Amen. 


