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“Twas Foretold” 

It feels like it has been forever since we were last together. 

We welcomed more than 1200 people here on Christmas Eve. 

We welcomed our Muslim brothers and sisters here the next day on Christmas Day. 

We welcomed the New Year last Sunday on New Year’s Day. 

We trimmed and have taken down trimmings. 

We bought and wrapped and cleaned up wrappings. 

We cooked and baked and relished the flavors. 

We welcomed our loves home and blessed them on their ways. 

All of that. 

All of that preparing and all of that loving and all of that eating and celebrating happened because Isaiah twas foretold 

it: 

The prophet Isaiah spoke to the people of Israel who walked in fear and anxiety.  God has the prophet Isaiah 

preaching words of priceless hope to a people living in exile: 

God promises that a servant will arise to lead Israel to embody what it is to be a people of God: servant leaders who 

are Spirit blessed  

and God promises that the servant leader will lead God’s people to the living of justice. 

God has given the servant as a covenant to the people - a promise.  A light to creation, to open eyes that are blind, to 

bring out the prisoners from the dungeon, from the prison those who sit in darkness. 

God believes that the people of God can recognize and follow such a servant and God believes that the people of God 

can be just such a people and we who are followers of Jesus hear in the prophet’s words the telling of how it is Jesus 

would come to teach us the way of lived justice, compassion, humility and light and could Jesus have demonstrated 

the elemental power of servanthood and solidarity with God’s people  any more powerfully than wading into the 

muddy Jordan River? 

The light of the world was willing to get messy and wet.  In baptism Jesus immersed himself in the swirl that is being 

human in an elemental sign of God’s crazy kind of love. 

And you and me and all those who are brought for baptism or choose baptism in their later years: 



We are forevermore held by a God who is willing to get messy and wet and we are NEVER without God’s crazy love. 

We are baptized.  Washed.  Named.  Claimed.  Tumbled in the messy muddy that is life and always the words ring 

over our uplifted and sometimes slumped heads: 

“You are my child.  The beloved.  With you I am well pleased.” 

What more do we need? 

We are living promise every day of our lives because we live the blessing and wash of Jesus every day of our lives. 

The light of the world.  Born in a manger.  Came to teach us the song of the servant because that song is our own. 

Cooper and I went to a movie on Friday night. 

We saw August Wilson’s Fences. 

Dear Lord, it is stunning. 

Fences is the story of an African American family in 1950‘s Pittsburgh.  They live with the soul-warp of racism and 

the characters are real and stunningly drawn. 

(I couldn’t help but notice that in a movie complex with twelve theaters, Fences was being shown in the smallest 

theater and there were maybe ten other people in the space with us.) 

Fences explores racism and legacy and betrayal and family and oh it shines with the light of the Isaiah-foretold 

servant Jesus. 

The matriarch of the family offers Christ through food and forgiveness and laughter and love and attention and toward 

the end of the movie she is asked by her husband to do more than any woman -or man- should be asked to do. 

And I couldn’t keep my eyes off of one aspect of her being as Rose responded. 

She was wearing a simple gold cross.  It was clear that her faith was more than a piece of jewelry.  It was clear that in 

the muddy and messy of life, Rose chose to love and brothers and sisters that kind of choice is being made in this 

world God created day by blessed day. 

People choose the way of servant love and the world changes.  In our marriages, our parenting, our workplaces and in 

our church. 

Servant love does not mean servile love - the kind of love that allows life to keep it small and whimperish. 

Servant love means knowing that we are washed in grace and called to be light in this world. 

Servant love means that we hear beating in the rhythm of our hearts God’s assurances: 

You are my child.  The beloved.  With you I am well pleased. 

And you, you who are washed in the love of Jesus? 

You have light to shine. 

My favorite image of what it means to be washed in the water of grace comes from a very deep movie: 



Toy Story. 

You know the movie.  It involves a cast of characters who love love love Andy,the boy who loves and plays with 

them.  They have their own world when the nursery is devoid of humans. 

One of the characters is Woody.  He is the guy next door sweet heart doing good in the world character.  You know, 

the person you would like to be more than you are. 

Another character is Buzz Lightyear.  He’s a swagger-walking large egoed puff-chested super hero type who is quick 

to point out how wonderful he is to any and to all who will listen - and even to those who try not to have to listen... 

At one point in the movie Buzz is brought face to face with his limits.  He is in exile and afraid.  He is in the grips of 

an evil kid and even Buzz with all of his swagger can’t save the day.  Pushed to own his own limits, he spirals into a 

place he doesn’t visit very often:  honest self - or toy - reflection. 

You’ve been there.  I’ve been there.  Sometimes any superpowers we might have felt like we had leave us and we are 

alone and so vulnerable feeling. 

Buzz is devastated because he comes to the realization that he is just a toy. 

We become devastated because we are come to the realization that we are so very human; messy messy messy 

human. 

Buzz can’t fly and he isn’t perfect and he feels like no one loves him and life is not the super-hero adventure story he 

had narrated for himself. 

As he is pouring out his heart and sense of small to his patient friend Woody, Woody asks him to look at his foot and 

read to him what he sees there. 

“It says ‘Andy’ Buzz says”. 

“That’s right.”  Says Woody. 

“You are Andy’s.  And Andy believes in you.” 

You.  You who feel tired or dispirited or messy. 

You are God’s.  And God believes in you. 

God breathed life into your soul and you became a living thing and 

God promised that a teacher would come to teach us the ways of justice and peace 

And God became touchable in the body of a small refugee boy and that boy grew and Jesus waded into the Jordan 

river to show us that there is nothing we are or are not that can separate us from the wash of holy love of God because 

God believes in you. 

From your borning cry to your last breath. 

You are God’s. 

Amen 


