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Send Them Out Two By Two 

July 8, 2018 

By Pastor Kris Androsky 

 
Mark 6: 1-13 
 1He left the place and came to his hometown, and his disciples followed 
him. 2On the Sabbath he began to teach in the synagogue, and many who 
heard him were astounded. They said, “Where did this man get all this? What 
is this wisdom that has been given to him? What deeds of power are being 
done by his hands! 3Is not this the carpenter, the son of Mary and brother of 
James and Joses and Judas and Simon, and are not his sisters here with us?” 
And they took offence at him. 4The Jesus said to them, “Prophets are not 
without honor, except in their hometown, and among their own kin, and in 
their own house.” 5And he could do no deed of power there, except that he laid 
his hands on a few sick people and cured them. 6And he was amazed at their 
unbelief. 
 Then he went about among the villages teaching. 7He called the twelve 
and began to send them out two by two, and gave them authority over the 
unclean spirits. 8He ordered them to take nothing for their journey except a 
staff; no bread, no bag, no money in their belts; 9but to wear sandals and not 
to put on two tunics. 10He said to them, “Wherever you enter a house, stay 
there until you leave the place. 11If any place will not welcome you and they 
refuse to hear you, as you leave, shake off the dust that is on your feet as a 
testimony against them.” 12So they went out and proclaimed that all should 
repent. 13They cast out many demons, and anointed with oil many who were 
sick and cured them. 
 
 “Buddy Check!” yelled the lifeguard. It was a common occurrence at 

Camp Miller, the YMCA camp that my brother and I grew up attending each 

summer. At the start of each camp week, you found a buddy in your cabin, 

someone you watched out for, someone who had YOUR back, hopefully, 

someone who was ALSO cleared to swim out to the far end of the buoys so 

that you weren’t STUCK up by shore in the knee-deep water. And whenever 

a camp counselor, a lifeguard, or the camp director yelled, “Buddy Check!” 

you had ONE job … find your buddy, clasp hands and hold them up above 

your heads so the adults responsible for returning you to your parents, 
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ALIVE at the end of the week, could see you. We ALL knew the purpose of 

these buddy checks. It was DRILLED into us from the moment we set foot on 

camp property; SAFETY IN NUMBERS. It’s the reason you have to hold your 

parent’s hand when crossing the street at a young age. It’s why daycares 

have those long leashes with handles for every kid to hold. It’s why women go 

to the bathroom in groups ranging from TWO up to a SMALL MOB; safety 

and security, but ALSO, comfort and accountability.   

 We pick up today’s scripture reading with Jesus traveling to his 

hometown and lamenting that prophets are NEVER seen as prophetic when 

the people gathered around can only see little Johnny, son of the pizza 

delivery guy, or Suzy, the daughter of their best friend from grade school. The 

ability to “SPEAK TRUTH to POWER” is diminished somewhat when half 

the people hearing you once changed your diaper!  WHO WOULD HAVE 

GUESSED?! 

 But THEN, we get the story of Jesus calling out to the twelve disciples, 

those who had been with him throughout his ministry. He’s gathering them 

together and with some brief instructions, sending them out, two by two; 

safety in numbers.   

 All three of the Synoptic Gospels – the Gospels according to Matthew, 

Mark and Luke – include instructions given to the disciples as they were sent 

out. The packing list is SHORT: a STAFF aka a walking stick that can also 

ward off wild animals, if needed. Check. Sandals. Check. ONE tunic … NOT 

TWO … I would be in trouble … you can ask my husband Steve … I 

ALWAYS over pack. NOT on the list: bread, bag, money. I mean, not even a 

carry on or in-flight bag of pretzels! Packing list complete, the rest of the 

instructions follow: when you arrive and enter a home, STAY THERE until 

you leave town – so people don’t think you’re shopping around for a better 

host. If a place won’t welcome you or listen to you, shake the dust off your 
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feet when you leave. This was considered a strong symbolic action akin to the 

Israelites shaking off the dust of Gentile lands before returning home to 

Israel after traveling.   

 With that, Buddy Checks were done; the disciples were sent out, two by 

two; security in numbers. And we’re told, in verse 13, “They cast out many 

demons, and anointed with oil, many who were sick and CURED them.” It’s 

striking, really, the fact that the DISCIPLES, in verse 13, were able to do 

something that JESUS WASN’T able to do in verse 5. Verse 5, after Jesus’ 

lament about prophets without honor among their hometown crowds … or 

even in their own FAMILIES, says, “And he could do NO DEED of power 

there, except that he laid his hands on A FEW sick people and cured them.”   

 Many writers of Bible commentaries come to the same conclusion … 

Jesus WASN’T able to HEAL because the people lacked FAITH. And MAYBE 

that’s right … maybe we have to believe in order to see … but, I can’t help 

but think something else is going on in this text.   

 Jesus sends out the disciples, in pairs, so they will NEVER be ALONE.  

He sends them out IN COMMUNITY … to go and live AMONG 

COMMUNITY … to RELY UPON COMMUNITY for their sustenance and 

safety … and to cast out, anoint, and CURE – IN COMMUNITY. On the flip 

side, Jesus bemoans the fact that IN his OWN HOMETOWN … he CANNOT 

find the RELATIONSHIPS necessary to bring about healing. It seems to me, 

that the story says …WE are MADE for relationship.   

 This call, to serve and live and BE … IN RELATIONSHIP … IN 

COMMUNITY … is one of the most BASIC, and yet MOST CHALLENGING 

of calls we could EVER receive from God. Jesus was right, our hometowns, 

our families, our own homes can be some of the MOST CHALLENGING 

places to bring about healing … because when we know one another fully … 

when we LOVE one another deeply … when we open ourselves and our lives 
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to those around us … we become VULNERABLE … and we open ourselves to 

the possibility of pain and brokenness … we open ourselves to the demons of 

isolation and loneliness.   

 I know this to be true on a VERY PERSONAL LEVEL. As we get to 

know one another in the coming weeks and months and years, you will, 

UNDOUBTEDLY, hear me tell stories about my childhood, about growing up 

way up north in Superior, Wisconsin. You’ll hear me talk about my brother, 

Tommy, four years younger than me, but a force of a guy. If the story is about 

some kind of shenanigans, let’s just BE CLEAR right now, HE started it! We 

loved one another dearly, which meant that we also knew EXACTLY how to 

push one another’s buttons to get them REALLY riled up. We spent most 

nights laying in our beds, talking to one another before we fell asleep, asking 

important questions, plotting against our parents, and laughing about how 

our gym teacher, Mrs. Yeats, thought the solution to ANY ailment was to “Go 

get a drink of water and sit on the stage” for the rest of the class period. In 

our teens, Tommy and I fought fervently, and YET, we were GREAT friends, 

with a love and appreciation that was endless.   

 It is pretty stunning, how well you can know and love someone, and yet, 

not know about ALL the details of their lives. 10 years ago, my little brother 

found himself in some REAL trouble, that none of us who loved him, even 

KNEW about, until, in a moment of complete and utter anguish, he ended his 

life. If we HAD NOT loved one another so deeply, the devastation and pain 

WOULD HAVE BEEN LESS. And yet, the years of love and friendship we 

had is something I would NEVER sacrifice.   

 It would have been far easier, after Tom’s death, to give in to the pain 

and hurt and brokenness that ensued. But I am grateful for the relationships 

– the community – that wouldn’t allow that to happen – for me, or for my 

parents. People surrounded us, checked in on us for months and months, 
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made sure we were eating and sleeping and taking care of ourselves. Some 

remembered important dates with us. Others told stories and lifted up 

memories with us. SOME shared french fries dipped in chocolate shakes with 

us on his birthday. They laughed and cried with us. They sat with us in our 

grief but WOULDN’T allow us to close off from the world, no matter how 

much we might have wanted. They carried us THROUGH the brokenness 

and into healing; safety and security in numbers. It is because of 

relationships grounded in love that we experienced such pain. But even more 

importantly, it is ONLY because of COMMUNITY, that we were able to 

experience TRUE HEALING.   

 A LACK OF RELATIONSHIP … it seems to be the ONE thing that 

renders Jesus less powerful. And so, the disciples are sent out … sent WITH 

community, sent to BE community, sent to HEAL THROUGH community. 

And, truly, it is NO DIFFERENT for us today. There is much at work in the 

world to divide us, my friends. But it is a FAR GREATER witness, for us to 

work together, in relationship, to find healing for ourselves, AND to offer it to 

others. I pray that we will have the WISDOM, the COURAGE, the 

WILLINGNESS to be vulnerable enough with one another, that we may 

EMBRACE and even CREATE the community in which God’s healing can be 

made known. May it be so. Amen.   

  


