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Tenth Sunday after Pentecost—Proper 12—Year B 

II Samuel 11:1-15 

Psalm 14 

Ephesians 3:14-21 

John 6:1-21 

 

We’ve got a hard story today from II Samuel. A messy story. An old, old story that could have 

happened yesterday. 

 

It’s the spring of the year, that time when kings go out to battle. And this great military 

commander turned king, David, the one anointed by God, he sent his right hand man, Joab, and 

all his officers and all of Israel out. And they were insanely successful.  

 

So, while all this warring is going on, David remained in Jerusalem and it happened one afternoon 

that he got up from his couch and was walking about on the roof of the king’s house. Oh my, the 

rooftops in Jerusalem, they’re a thing. They’re beautiful, and you can see forever from them. Well, 

David, he saw a woman bathing, a very beautiful woman. David sent someone to inquire about 

her. The report came back, “This is Bathsheba daughter of Eliam, the wife of Uriah the Hittite.” 

 

The next sentence is chilling. So, David sent messengers to get her, and she came to him, and he 

lay with her. Oh, a certifiable ancient Israel “Me too” moment if ever there was one. It gets worse. 

The text tells us, “(Now she was purifying herself after her period.)” 

 

So, a celebrated hero of ancient Israel, a highly successful military commander, a beloved king in 

whom all their hopes rested, a man who has everything—power, position, prestige—sees 

something he wants—forget about her personhood and sacred commitments to her husband—

and he sends for her.  

 

Not only that, but he blows past all the moral norms of his own culture—according to Leviticus, 

you didn’t lay with women in the period of purification—they were ceremonially unclean, and 

you became ceremonially unclean if you lay with them. 

 

The whole “why-a-woman’s-natural-rhythms-make-her-unclean” is a whole other sermon for a 

whole other day.  

 

But the point here is that there was an established moral code, and this powerful man blew past 

all of that. And the woman, who does have a name, Bathsheba—she can’t win. If she didn’t want 

to lay with him but was forced to, she loses all agency and becomes a victim, and if she was drawn 

to his power, allured by his position and prestige, if she did desire him, then she’s told she had it 

coming. Either way, she is robbed of something precious, and for the rest of her life, she’ll be 

figuring out those dynamics of power and her own agency and what desire even means.  
 

Are you uncomfortable right now? Yeah, me too, but our sacred texts have put this before us today, 

and we’ve got to deal with it. 

 

“Me too” moments are traumatic and rob those on the receiving end of so very much. And each 

of these “Me too” stories, they reverberate striking a resonant chord with every other “Me too” 

story. Every time a “Me too” moment is revealed in the news—there was another big story that 

broke just this past Friday—every time a “Me too” moment is encountered in our sacred text, it’s 
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like PTSD for 25% of the women and 17% of the men in this room. That’s right, 1 in 4 of the 

women in this room could tell their own “Me too” story and 1 in 6 of the men. The story of David 

and Bathsheba is so old and so current. And it’s always about power and the abuse of power and 

lust and greed. 

 

Back to the text. Then she [Bathsheba] returned to her house. The woman conceived; and she 

sent and told David, “I am pregnant.” 

 

Caught in that moment, what did David do? Did he act honorably? Did he come clean? No. He 

went into cover-up mode. Sent word to Joab, his field commander, to send Uriah the Hittite on 

home. Uriah came to David, and David made nice. Asked how Joab and the people fared, 

asked how the war was going, you know, small talk. Then David said to Uriah, “Go down to 

your house, and wash your feet.” That reference to feet—it’s kind of an ancient Israel 

euphemism. This was actually an invitation for Uriah to go lay with his wife. Uriah went out of 

the king’s house, and there followed him a present from the king, but Uriah didn’t get very far. 

He slept at the entrance to the king’s house with all the servants of his lord. Uriah was an 

honorable man, a man of complete integrity. 

 

When they told David, “Uriah did not go down to his house,” David said to Uriah, “You have 

just come from a journey. Why did you not go down to your house?” Uriah said to David, 

“The ark and Israel and Judah remain in booths; and my lord Joab and the servants of my 

lord are camping in the open field; shall I then go to my house, to eat and to drink, and to lie 

with my wife? As you live, and as your soul lives, I will not do such a thing.”  

 

The next day, David invited Uriah to eat and drink in his presence, got Uriah drunk, thinking 

that might work. In the evening Uriah went out to lie on his couch with the servants of his lord, 

but he did not go down to his house. 

 

Here, David had a choice. He could still come clean about his behavior, but he was in too deep. Lie 

fed lie; with the moral guardrails off, anything was possible. And so, in the morning David 

wrote a letter to Joab, and sent it by the hand of Uriah. In the letter he wrote, “Set Uriah in 

the forefront of the hardest fighting, and then draw back from him, so that he may be struck 

down and die.” 

 

The great king David sent a faithful, loyal, honorable soldier to his death to save his own hide. 

It’s a pretty ugly chapter in David’s life, and the consequences of his choices will ripple through 

his life in ways that will eventually break his heart, but that is another story. 

 

When power, prestige, and position become your currency, entitlement is not far behind and 

human beings become expendable. Have you ever tasted that kind of power and wanted just a 

little bit more? Have you ever blown it in a really big way and the shame of that experience sent 

you running as hard as you could to cover it up? Have you ever found that one white lie, led to 

another, and to another, and all of the sudden, you were in too deep, and your fear of coming 

clean and being truly accountable, your fear swallowed you so whole that you thought, “I’ll do 

anything to make this problem go away.” Maybe we don’t send someone to the front lines with 

orders to have everyone else fall back leaving that person completely vulnerable and exposed, 

but we all have ways to throw someone under the bus. 
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We don’t like to admit it, but there’s a little bit of David in all of us. All of us are confronted 

with moral choices all of the time. And while the David-path might be expedient, the cost is so 

painfully high, rupturing our soul and breaching the sacred bonds between us as human beings. 

 

So, we’ve got the David-path of power and lust and greed and it’s never enough, the “I want 

what I want when I want it” ethic, and we see plenty of evidence that this ethic is still alive and 

well all around us. 

 

But there is another way, another ethic that stands before us today. Ephesians names an ethic of 

love.  

 

An ethic where we pray that our inner being may be strengthened with power through [the] 

Spirit, and that Christ may dwell in our hearts, because when that’s not strong, we think our 

power lies in power and prestige and position.  

 

Ephesians names an ethic where we trust that we are rooted and grounded in love, instead of 

the fickle winds of our impulses that can change on a dime.  

 

An ethic where we are given power to comprehend, with all the saints, what is the breadth and 

length and height and depth, and to know the love of Christ that surpasses knowledge, so that 

[we] may be filled with all the fullness of God.  

 

An ethic where we claim our place in this great web of relationships that spans time and 

space, holding hands with all the saints, and where the power of Christ’s love fills us chock full 

of divinity; a space where there is no striving for that thing that we think will make us happy 

because our joy is already overflowing from within.  

 

Dwelling from this place and living this ethic of love doesn’t mean that we will make fewer 

mistakes. No, we’ll still blow it in big public embarrassing ways, but when you are rooted and 

grounded in Christ and his love, then you can come clean, you can own it when you blow it, you 

can make amends and make it right, and you don’t have to compound your first sin with a 

second, third and fourth one. That’s freedom; that’s true freedom. 

 

This ethic of love is not touchy, feely. No, this ethic of love is active and demands something of 

us. And it’s the opposite of “I want what I want when I want it and I always want more”—that 

ethic arises in the soil of scarcity—there’s never enough, so I’ve got to grab mine while I can. 

But that scarcity ethic couldn’t be farther from the feeding miracle we get today in John’s 

gospel.  

 

Philip can only see scarcity—6 months wages wouldn’t buy enough bread for every one of 

those 5,000 people to get a little; it’s too big a problem to solve; we just don’t have the resources.  

 

Jesus can only see possibility. Who knows if the feeding miracle happened in a supernatural way, 

OR if Andrew’s identification of that one boy’s five loaves and two fish placed in Jesus’ hands 

wrapped up in thanksgiving opened everyone’s eyes to see how their small offering just might 

come together to feed everyone. Frankly, breaking through despair and cynicism to see 

possibility and all the abundance hidden in plain sight in a culture that cries that there’s never 

enough, well, that IS a supernatural miracle, in and of itself.  
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This ethic of love demands that we have the humility to bring forth what little we’ve got, and 

place it in Jesus’ hands, trusting that, in his hands through the power of the Spirit, it can be so 

much more. And THEN, we don’t cling to that so-much-more, but we give it away; we give it 

generously away. This ethic of love and humility and offering and service—it’s so far from the 

amassing of power and prestige and position. 

 

So, today, these hard and challenging stories, they are inviting us to some self-examination.  

 

What ethics are operating in us? What is the framework that guides our choices and governs our 

behavior? What do we see modeled around us? How do we navigate the ethics the culture holds 

up before us vs. the ethics of love rooted and grounded in Jesus, embodied in the practice of 

trusting that our humble offering can do the unthinkable, the impossible, the implausible in 

addressing the hunger that is all around us.  

 

What happens if we say “no” to powerlessness and take to heart what Ephesians promises—

“Now to him who by the power at work within us is able to accomplish abundantly far more 

than all we can ask or imagine, to him be glory…forever and ever”? Living from such a place 

is the very definition of vulnerability—it’s flying without a net; so very far from the palace intrigue 

that David orchestrated to keep vulnerability at bay. 

 

We all have an ethic. What’s yours? Where is it rooted? Where is it grounded? What governs it? 

What fruits does it bring forth? 

 

In any situation, there’s always an expedient David-path we could choose; know that, know the 

signposts that point down that road, and THEN choose the path of love and offering and service 

and accountability and integrity. Christ will be right there guiding you from within, the Spirit 

will be stoking you with power, the saints will be cheering you on—it won’t be easy, but you 

will see miracles beyond your imagining. Amen.  
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