
Journeying with God

Genesis 12:1-4a

Now the Lord said to Abram, ‘Go from your country and your kindred and your father’s house

to the land that I will show you. (12:1)’ When I read that, as we gather for worship and our annual

meeting, it makes me think of the journey of our own congregation. I can’t imagine what it was like to

come west in 1882, the journey from the rail head at Moose Jaw and finally arriving on the river bank

of the South Saskatchewan River. I wonder what prayers they offered at that first service looking out

at the river? I wonder if they ever imagined that 138 years later people would be sitting in this

beautiful sanctuary, with light streaming through stained glass windows, with a pipe organ to lead the

singing, two pianos, sound systems, and all the other things that the modern world has brought us.

Did they think back to Abraham? To his journey to a far off land with only the promise that God

would go with them?

Frederick Buechner in his book Peculiar Treasures describes Abraham this way:

“If a schlemiel is a person who goes through life spilling soup on people and a schlemozzle is the

one who keeps getting spilled on, then Abraham was a schlemozzle. It all began when God told him to

go to the land of Canaan where he promised to make hime the father of a great nation and he went.

The first thing that happened was that his brother-in-law Lot took over the rich bottom land and

Abraham was left with the scrub country around Dead Man’s Gulch. The second thing was that the

perspective father of a great nation found out his wife couldn’t have babies. The third thing was that

when, as a special present on his hundredth birthday, God arranged for his wife Sarah to have a son

anyway, it wasn’t long before he told Abraham to go up into the hills and sacrifice him. It’s true that at

the last minute God stepped in and said he only wants to see if the old man’s money was where his
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mouth was, but from that day forward Abraham had a habit of breaking into tears at odd moments,

and his relationship with his son Isaac was never close.

In spite of everything, however, he never stopped having faith that God was going to keep his

promise about making him the father of a great nation. Night after night, it was the dream he rode to

sleep on—the glittering cities, the up-to-date armies, the curly-bearded kings. There was a group

photograph he had taken not long before he died. It was a bar mitzvah, and they were all there, down

to the last poor relative. They weren’t a great nation yet by a long shot, but you’d never know it from

the way Abraham sits enthroned there in his velvet yarmulke with several great-grandchildren on his

lap and soup on his tie.

Even through his thick lenses, you can read the look of faith in his eye, and more than all the

kosher meals, the ethical Culture Societies, the shaved heads of women, the achievements of the

philosopher Moses ben Maimon, scientist Einstein, politician Kissinger, it was that look that God

loved him for and had chosen him for in the first place.

“They will all be winners, God willing. Even the losers will be winners. They’ll all get their

names up in lights,” say the old schlemozzles’s eyes.

“Someday—who knows when?—I’ll be talking about my son, the Light of the world.”

My hope and my prayer is that folks like James Eby and Grace Fletcher can look down with

the same sense of wonder and pride on all of us today, knowing that God continues to promise life to

all of creation, not just life, but abundant life. May we go forward in that spirit today. Thanks be to

God. Amen.

Blessing: Called to carry the blessing into the world, we depart from this space. 

We move together in spirit so we will remember none of us goes alone.
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