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Isaiah 52:7-10;  Hebrews 1:1-12; John 1:1-14

Let the words of my mouth and the meditations of our hearts be acceptable in your sight, our Lord,
Rock and Mighty Redeemer, amen.

Today felt like a good day for a testimony, my ‘come to Jesus’ moment when the heavens
opened up and shouted ‘ta da, there is cause for hope’.

It wasn’t the day of this picture, although this was a foundational day in my faith journey. This
picture was taken on JJ’s birthday, August 7th, almost 20 years ago. The day of my baptism. JJ asked
me before submerging me into the make-shift immersion tank, “why do you seek to be baptized?’”

‘I want communion with God’ I answered.

At the time, I wasn’t quite sure what that would look like, or feel like, but it was what I wanted
more than anything, and I still do. It’s a relationship, and day by day the pathway smooths as my
hope and faith grow.

Such a faith does not make for the most inspirational sermons and testimonies. The
revolutionaries that capture our imaginations are often the ones that can boldly and confidently tell us
how to hold on to the faith and never let go. When you are hungry, when you have been through
some things, sometimes you just want someone to lay a feast before you, and you don’t really want to
take the chance of a stone soup (the banquet that is created when everyone brings what they have to
share). An aspirational faith is a harder sell because it is a trust in a promise (like the one we read
about in Isaiah) and a trust in a process (like the ritual of baptism that Jesus participates in).

It’s an even harder sell for us, who are still in the afterglow of Christmas. A season that loudly
proclaims a hope that you can take to the bank. We go from a promised child who will bring peace,
hope, joy and love to a son of a carpenter in a river. And the people of his time, who are still occupied
by an oppressive regime, conquered by the empire, trapped in the matrix, don’t have the chocolate
covered Christmas hope that we have to hold on to.

Sure, John is holding on to hope in Christ, but legend has it that John is a bit ‘eccentric’.
Maybe the shepherds are still holding on to hope, but nobody is listening to them. Perhaps Mary and
Joseph, Elizabeth and Zachary are still holding on to the hope of the promised child, but Jesus is
their child, of course they should have hope in him.

Those words from the heavens "This is my Son, the Beloved, with whom I am well pleased." are for
those of us, then and now, who may be losing their grip on a growing hope. It is a ‘ta da’ for the rest of
us.

Several times in these past few years, my grasp on hope has slipped, but I almost lost it
completely at the National Memorial for Peace and Justice in Montgomery Alabama, formerly known
as the National Lynching Memorial- have I told you the story?



Under a disrespectfully hot Alabama sun, in a part of the state filled with confederate flags, I
visited the memorial as a liturgist for a delegation who were exploring the legacy of the transatlantic
slave trade.

I was thinking about how I could offer a helpful faith-based response in such a place.

And I heard myself pleading with God, as I have many times since. “I cannot give what I do not
have.” And I believed it to be true; I had nothing. My hands were too wet with tears and sweat to hold
on to what felt like pretty stories of cheap hope.

Since the pandemic, “I cannot give what I do not have” has become a reluctant catch
phrase. As my son, especially during lock down, continually asked me for things (often candy) that I
simply did not have.

At the memorial there are pots of earth from where these acts of racial terror took place,
enclosed in glass. As we were waiting to leave, one of my colleagues noticed the smallest, thinnest,
brightest green sprout, with two leaves, shooting out of that horrible excrement of hate. It was as if,
right there, the heavens opened.

I was in awe-struck wonder. What was it feeding on? What chance could it possibly have of
surviving?

“They tried to bury us not knowing that we were seeds.”

My colleague whispered the old Mexican proverb beside me. And there in the glass case was
the talc, the chalk I needed to help me hold on for a little while longer. Proof that hope can be found,
however fragile, even in the depths of shul, some 70 years later, it can break forth.

I thought that I had nothing to give, but that simply wasn’t true. I could pay my respects to
thousands of my ancestors, derided, mocked, and killed by violent acts of racial terrorism. I could
testify to that fragile hope that God planted and was left dormant for all those years.

And years later, I can still do something…

I can grieve lives that were not given the conditions needed to blossom and thrive.

I can try and create a world where the beauty in everyone is nurtured.

I can do my part to ensure that we each know that we are beloved children of God,

no matter our ‘stank or rankability’ as my grandma would say, God is not finished with any of us yet.

I can do my part to remind us of the amazing promise that God has planted within each of us.

And I can testify that, even here, even now, even in all of this, there is always cause for hope.

Thanks be to God

Matthew 3:13-17
Then Jesus came from Galilee to John at the Jordan, to be baptized by him.

John would have prevented him, saying,

"I need to be baptized by you, and do you come to me?"

But Jesus answered him,

"Let it be so now; for it is proper for us in this way to fulfill all righteousness."



Then he consented. And when Jesus had been baptized, just as he came up from the water,
suddenly the heavens were opened to him and he saw the Spirit of God descending like a dove and
alighting on him.

And a voice from heaven said,

"This is my Son, the Beloved, with whom I am well pleased."

Let us pray:

Creating God,

Give us the wisdom, during this season of Epiphany, to always look beyond what we think we know,
or what we think we have. Give us the courage to dig deep and explore, to loosen our grip on those
things that stop us from growing in our faith, and to testify to the sacred moments that you reveal
yourself to us and others. Amen.


