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Sermon 6 24&25 17 

 Well, here we are! And we have a baptism today – and that’s all sweetness and light. 

And yet our readings aren’t all sweetness and light – and I can’t make them be sweetness 

and light – so what do I do?  

 Dive in! 

 Here, in our first reading, from Genesis, we have two of our progenitors: Abraham, 

the great father of the people of Israel and others, and the great mother of the people of 

Israel – Sarah. But Sarah’s not being a very nice mommy – to say the least. Not much 

sweetness and light with her!   

 Now remember, Sarah, believing that she could not provide an heir for Abraham, 

gave Abraham her maidservant Hagar, who was an Egyptian, so he could have a son by 

Hagar. Well, that couldn’t have been an easy decision.  But Sarah knew that God had 

promised Abraham that he would father a nation, and she couldn’t have children being 

both barren and too old, soooooo ---------------------- how was that supposed to happen?  

Clearly Sarah was desperate for the prophecy to be fulfilled. So she gave Hagar to Abraham.  

And curiously, God didn’t stop her. 

So Hagar had a son, Ishmael, and everything was on track – supposedly OK.  It had to 

be hard – to watch Ishmael grow – the son she should have had… 

 But then the impossible happened and Sarah – old, old Sarah gave birth to Isaac! 

And everything turned upside down. 

Or rightside up, depending on how you look at it.  

 Hagar and her son – Ishmael – Abraham’s firstborn – weren’t needed anymore. 

Hmmmmmmm. 

 What was Sarah to do?  She couldn’t risk Isaac losing his birthright – that clearly God 

wanted him to have. 

 Sarah did what any frightened person would do.  She was scared – scared that her 

son would be considered second best – scared that his rightful place would be usurped. 

Sarah was afraid – scared to the point that she was willing to hurt someone – anyone – even 

a young, innocent boy, not to mention that boy’s mother. So Sarah made a decision. It was 
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not her finest moment. She told Abraham to kick Hagar out of the camp to fend for herself 

in the wilderness. Chances were good they wouldn’t last a week. 

Sarah knew it.              Abraham knew it.           And Hagar knew it. 

Sarah was making Abraham send them out to die.  And she knew it.  

And he was sad, but God told him to do it. So he did it. Abraham was always pretty 

good about doing what God told him to do.  God promised Abraham that Ishmael would be 

the father of a people too.  So he couldn’t possible die, could he? God also later told the 

same to Hagar when God saved her and Ishmael in the wilderness of Beer-sheba. They 

were out of water and she thought that surely they would both die, but God showed her a 

spring and they lived and Ishmael grew up and became known as an archer. He married an 

Egyptian woman and they had 12 sons and one daughter and he settled in the upper Sinai 

Peninsula. He clearly must have maintained relations with his father. When Isaac set out to 

bury Abraham, he and Ishmael did it together.  

 So the great nation that Abraham and Isaac were the ancestors of was the people of 

Israel. The great nation Abraham and Ishmael gave birth to were the people of Arab 

descent.  

 And if that doesn’t amaze you, consider this, after Sarah passed away, a number of 

years before Abraham died, he married another woman – Keturah.  You can find her in 

Genesis too, and he fathered six more sons with her. They are thought to be the ancestors 

of more Arab peoples. 

So… busy-busy-busy.  All children of Abraham. All children of God. All asked to 

follow very simple instructions, just as we have been asked to follow very simple 

instructions – to love God before we love anything or anyone else, and then, ahhh the 

hardest commandment, to love each other.  It doesn’t get any simpler, yet harder than that. 

But Jesus gave us the stark realities of God’s love, care and power. Not even a 

sparrow can fall to the ground without God knowing about it. God knows us and knows 

what is happening to us. Even the hairs on our heads are counted and accounted for. So 

Jesus tells us not to live in fear. Surely we are of more value than many sparrows. 

But then Jesus also tells us that he didn’t come to bring peace to the earth, but a 

sword. This is hard to hear from our loving Son of God. He didn’t come to bring peace, but a 
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sword? And when we look at the history of the world since Jesus came among us, for one 

reason or another, that’s pretty much the way it’s gone. 

People have their deepest and darkest differences, differences that lead to wars, that 

lead to national and even family divisions, over religion. Consider the children of Abraham 

– through the ages – how we’ve fought with each other. Jesus knew this. He saw this. And 

he wept for it.  

We are guided by our fears. Our human interactions with those we do not know are 

guided by fear. Is this wrong? Strictly speaking – yes.  Is it stupid? Knowing the world as we 

do – no.  I can feel myself adopting a self-protective stance when I’m on the train or walking 

down the street in Chicago or New York or Philadelphia. Even when Brad is with me.  It’s 

automatic. I’m well aware that I look like a middle-aged, maybe oooold lady – I look 

vulnerable.  Whether it’s my first inclination or not, it’s best to look people in the eye as I 

walk past them. Perhaps even say “Hi.”  It helps me not to make assumptions.  

Maybe the kid who’s careening down the steps outside the church on his skateboard 

is a kid who might like to come and have donuts on Sunday with Stu and George.  Maybe 

instead of yelling at him, I should invite him in. 

Maybe we need to apply some of these possibilities to the global playground.  

What are the assumptions we make about each other? Should we be making any 

assumptions about each other? Is it so hard to start with a smile, with an open, not closed 

off affect?  See what happens. 

Today we baptize little Brian Skow. We receive him into the household of God.  Now 

maybe he’ll like me right off the bat.  Of course, all that could change the minute I rudely 

pour water over his head. Or maybe he’ll just be confused. “What’s this new game? Am I 

having a bath?” But the point I’m making is this: like all babies, he starts from, “Well, let’s 

see what happens.”   

Maybe, with prayer and with God’s help, we can do the same.   


