Whether some of you realize it or not, 


you already know one of the key Greek words of this passage.  


You know it 



because you have petted it.  


You know it 



because over a decade ago 



when I was in the process of becoming ordained, 




my final Exegesis Exam was on this passage.  

In this passage Jesus says, 


“It is not right to take the bread and throw it to the dogs.”  

And the woman replies, 


“Yes Lord, 



but even the dogs eat the crumbs that fall from their masters’ table.”

While it is harder to imagine in America 


and Alaska especially, 



being called a dog an insult, 

in the middle East, 


it is.  

They are not “Man's best friend.”  

They are on par with pigs, 


or street rats.  

They don't carry the same affection 


and place of value that most of us have for them.  

In reality, 


the term was a pure insult in most cases.  

You called someone a dog 


and you could have used almost any other curse on them, 


and done no more damage.  

The term was Kuon.  


It is used in such wonderful ways as describing the fallenness of Lazarus, 



in that the dogs would be the ones to come and lick his sores.  


At best it is a watch dog, 



usually a street dog.  

But in this passage, 


Jesus does not use Kuon, 


he uses “Kynarion.”  

This is the greek word that some of you already know.  


It is the full name of our church secretary 


and Eva's sister, 



but most of you know her better as Ky.  


Ky is our family dog.  

This story of the Syro-Phonecian woman is the only place where this term is used.  

The reason I used it to name Ky, 


besides writing the exam on it, 


is that it does not quite carry the usual connotations as Kuon.  

It comes from the same name, 


but it is a word that carries a diminutive aspect to it.  

It is not quite the street dog, 


it is more the rescue dog, 


or the pet you didn't want, 



but somewhere over the years it captured your heart.  


It is the animal that is there 



and has started to crack the distant heart.  

Kynarion means 


“house dog 


or little dog.”  

While this rings a soft spot in our hearts, 


we need to remember the context in which this word was used.  

Jesus had withdrawn to this area to try and rest, 


to not be pestered by the Pharisees 


or the crowds.  

It is a non-Jewish area on the cost of the Mediterranean, 


northwest of the Sea of Galilee.  

Jesus and his disciples wanted to get away for awhile 


and have a few days to rest from serving Israel.  

Only to be pestered by this woman 


who is not part of the plan to call lost sheep of Israel to health.  

The plan was to present the good news to the people of Israel, 


so that they might carry it out to the nations, 


like God intended since he called Abraham.  
But this woman is not part of Israel.  


She is clearly spelled out as an other by Matthew.  

Not only was her homeland wrong, 


“Syro-phonecian” 

but she was also a Greek.  

If that did not exclude her, 


she was also a she.  

There was not reason for Jesus to interact with her, 


for she did not belong to the children that Jesus came to feed, 


nor was she Jewish.

But she was a mother who loved her sic daughter 


and she knew that Jesus could help.  

So Jesus was not  going to dismiss her easily.  

When Jesus says that he is not going to give the good bread to the outsiders of the plan, 
she parries with the fact that when we do give the bread to children, 



the crumbs that fall to the floor become the dogs.  

Which means she must live at our house.  

For 9 and a half years, 


Kyrarion was well behaved 


and knew that she would not get any food from the table.  



She had an always full dish by the door. 



She did not beg, 




for she had never been fed from the table.  

But now, 


since Eva started eating food, 

Ky hears the click of the high chair 


and Ky knows that it is soon feeding time.  

While all the food is intended for Eva, 


Ky gets a healthy supplement of oatmeal, 


peas, berries, sweet potatoes, hamburger, eggs, 



and whatever else goes onto the tray.  

Ky gets plenty to eat from the table, 


but we don't directly dish it to her.  

She gets the aftermath of Eva learning to use a spoon and fork, 

the overflow of an excited moment of hand thrashing, 

or the non-verbal communication of a child that has decided she is done eating.  

Jesus must have seen this plenty of times himself, 


because the woman's response puts an end to the debate.  

Jesus concludes with, 


““Woman, you have great faith! 


Your request is granted.” 



And her daughter was healed from that very hour.”

While Jesus' main focus was the lost sheep of Israel, 


that does not mean that the benefits Jesus brings to the lost sheep of Israel 


stay with the lost sheep exclusively.  

The piece of chicken was for Eva, 


it was made for her, 


seasoned exclusively for her, 



and yet Ky invariably finds herself enjoying some chicken.  

On good nights, 


it is just licking the juices of Eva's hands, 


other nights it is nice big tender chunks that hit the floor.  

We ourselves have been given what has trickled down for us, 


in Jesus being our Lord and Savior.  

There is a chance that one or two of our visitors 


might be from a pure lost sheep of Israel family, 

but the rest of us have benefitted from what God gave to Israel 


being passed onto us, 


spilling from the table.  

Partly, 


because what God gives, 


he gives in such bounty 



that it almost naturally overflows our plates.  

It is partly because, 


knowing what we need 


and what we deserve, 

God gives us what we do not deserve 


out of his love and mercy toward us.

This Greek, 

Syro-Phonecian 

woman 


knew that she was not worthy of what Jesus was offering the Israelites, 


but she knew 



that she would benefit from what the Israelites were receiving eventually.  

She trusted God enough to persist 


and ask for the healing of her daughter.  

For her faith, 

her trust that Jesus could and would heal, 


she was rewarded.  

What Jesus did for the lost sheep of Israel, 


was always intended to spill over to the rest of the world.  

So helping this woman now, 


fit with the bigger plan


if not the first stage.

The question for us to ponder is, 


who, 


if anyone 



gets the bread that falls from our table?  

Who are the Kyrarion's of our lives?  
God has given generously to us, 


even if our family line is not descended from Jacob, 


if our nationality is not as intended, 


if our gender has been ignored for too long.  



Jesus did not put the weight into those things that we tend to.  


Instead he gave generously.  

Are we, 


as his brothers and sisters, 

sharing the goodness of what we have received with those around us?  

As Christian's, 


we know that Jesus has forgiven us, 



do we forgive others?  


We know that Jesus loves us, 



even though we are outsiders, 



are we loving other outsiders?  


We know that Jesus served us to the extent of laying down his life, 



who are we serving unconditionally?

God's love runneth over.  

There is enough for us to bless our whole family 


and still have more for the Kyrarion's under the table 



to share in the meal as well.  

We need not hold back, 


because there is enough of God's love and grace for all of us.  

So let us prepare to approach the table, 


where Jesus offers us his body, 


the bread freely, 

and remember that in 10 years I have served communion in this church, 


we have never run out of bread.  

Jesus provides more than enough, 


so that we might share it with the others, 


even those we have not invited to the table yet.  

His grace reaches even them.  


So why not invite them to the table?
