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July 21, 2019, - The Very Rev’d Joy Rogers 

 

Proper 11C/July 21, 2019/ Genesis 18:1-10a 

● In a few weeks, the first ever Atonement Summer Arts Camp for 
children ages 3-12 kicks off.  

● A few years ago, the first ever 4pm Atonement Christmas eve mass and 
do it yourself Christmas pageant reshaped the feast for families with 
young children and those of us getting too old to stay up late and go 
out on a cold winter night.  

● I spent some time this year connecting with kids and Sunday School 
teachers, and engaging conversations with parents.  It is getting a bit 
crowded upstairs on Sunday mornings. 

● Today at 10am, Mother Erika will invite a conversation about how the 
9am liturgy will work best to welcome strangers, include young families 
and senior citizens and everyone in between, in an act of faithful, lively 
and engaging worship. 

Something is shifting here at the corner of Ardmore and Kenmore.  We 
are paying more attention to a growing population in our midst.  That might 
not be so obvious to the 8am crowd. Parents and clergy and teachers and 
helpers are challenging the rest of us to notice the newness.  

And underlying our good intentions, and careful plans and hard work 
and enormous care, there is a question that has no clear answer. 

Will our children have faith? 
Growing up in world with so many options, in a culture that depicts 

discipleship in Jesus’ name as quaint and impractical, or even self-righteous 
and judgmental. 

Facing the struggles of schools filled with too many dangers, with 
homes filled with so many tensions, with losses and griefs and hopes and fears 
that are hard for kids to put into words, and hard for grownups to hear.  

Maybe we do not have the question quite right. 
Mother Sarah and Father Abraham arrive in our midst this morning as 

unexpectedly as three strangers appeared in theirs.  
A pair of elderly nomads, minding their own business, going about the 

ordinary tasks of life in a desert wilderness. Maybe they have forgotten how 
they got to this juncture, this wilderness retirement village at the Oaks of 
Mamre.  

It has been a lot of years since they picked up bag and baggage, packed 
up the flocks and the servants and the household gear, rolled up the tent, and 
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headed out, leaving behind a comfortable life in an ancient suburbia, a scandal 
to the neighbors, an affront to the family.  They just went - to wander the 
wilderness on the strength of a bizarre promise, at the prodding of a 
mysterious voice. 

It hasn't been dull.  Twice, Sarah found herself confined in a harem, 
because she was so beautiful and Abraham was too chicken to tell the 
admiring Pharaoh that she was his wife, not his sister.  

It hasn't even been a life of deprivation.  The flocks multiplied nicely. 
There were plenty of servants, adequate food, a good tent.  Abraham was savvy 
enough to manage their resources and grow their assets to ensure a 
comfortable retirement. 

Sarah has been around this blasted desert a time or two.  Abraham kept 
telling her that it’s all in a good cause, God's cause.  The mysterious voice 
belongs to an unknown, as yet unnamed God.  The journey is in service of a 
promise - a promise of a land flowing with milk and honey, and a promise of 
descendants who will fill that land - progeny as numerous as the stars in the 
cloudless night sky of an endless desert. 

A lot has happened over the years; but not that.  
It was easier to believe bizarre promises and trust in mysterious voices, 

and wonder about a new kind of God when you were in your 20's or 30's or 
40's.  Maybe your 50's and 60's and 70's have been years to deal with the 
disillusionment; to snap at each other for the failures and disappointments; to 
weep in your grief for what might have been.  Even to blame each other for 
what didn't work out. 

What kind of God sends folk on this kind of wild goose chase? 
Will our faith have children? 

That’s the real question for Abraham and Sarah. 
Maybe old age comes as a relief. There is no point in prolonging hope 

and no energy to sustain the mutual recriminations.  
There is only today. The oaks provide a bit of shade in the desert.  An 

oasis offers fresh water.  The herds are thriving, and the servants are 
competent.  Existence is marked by adequate measures of comfort and 
companionship.  And still a capacity for hospitality to unexpected visitors. 

In no time at all, this old pair can whip up a meal fit for a king. And 
three mysterious strangers are somehow stand-ins for the presence of one 
God.  

Here we go again.  One more time with the promise thing.  
“I will surely return to you in due season, and your wife Sarah shall have a son.”
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Sarah laughs, says the next verse. If she really believed this one, she 
might have cried.  
Abraham and Sarah were old, advanced in age; it had ceased to be with Sarah 
after the manner of women. So Sarah laughed to herself, saying, ‘After I have 
grown old, and my husband is old, shall I have pleasure?’ The LORD said to 
Abraham, ‘Why did Sarah laugh . . .? Is anything too wonderful for the LORD? 
 It is not just about waiting so long to realize your heart’s desire that you 
give up hope.  Maybe it is wondering if you are still up to it all.  

Sarah is a realist.  I’m old.  He’s old.  Before we even think about 
morning sickness, and nighttime feedings, about the terrible twos and 
adolescence, about elderly parents, who have grown tired and creaky and 
cranky, there are some fundamental preliminaries to be considered.  

The first hurdle just may be putting some spark back in the old 
romance.  Beyond any desire for an impossible future, an improbable child, 
there is in our tale today, a notion of rekindled desire for each other. 

Is anything too wonderful for the LORD? 
It is time for us to delicately draw the curtain at the entrance to that 

tent.  To leave Abraham and Sarah together, to first rediscover each other, and 
find in that encounter a way into the future, God’s future, for them and for us. 

Sarah will laugh again when her child is placed in her arms.  
Will our faith have children?  
We are a people who have been fathered and mothered into life, by a 

long line of barren women and tired old men. The promises and blessings of 
God are carried into God’s future by stuff as frail as human flesh and as fragile 
as human faith.  Accompanied always by an inscrutable mysterious presence. 

When children (or adults) ask the problematic question, “Where did I 
come from?” it is fair to tell them a story, this story.  

“You are descended from old Mother Sarah and ancient Father 
Abraham.”  

“You too are the child of the promise; you too are the bearer of a 
blessing carried throughout the generations of God’s people, because nothing 
is too wonderful for the Lord.” 

Our faith will have children, even when we have gotten old and cranky 
and tired, and disappointed, if we remember who we are and whose we are.  If 
we retain our capacity for hospitality even as we dare to laugh at the prospect 
of rekindled desire for our companions. When we set the table for a God who 
comes to dine with us, and who fills us with a power for life that comes from 
beyond ourselves. 
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We are the offspring of Abraham and Sarah, descendants as numerous 
the stars in the night sky. The family resemblance persists.  You can see it in 
this old parish Church.  Like Mother Sarah, she has been around the 
wilderness a time or two.  A classy old lady, still beautiful, wrinkles and all.  

A long line of Abrahams, clergy and laity, men and women, have 
whispered in her ear, the promises that God has whispered into theirs.  We 
still do.  

And time and again, God has unexpectedly arrived here, in a new way, 
in a surprising mode, breaking into our business as usual lives, intruding on 
our comfortable existence, and cracking open our diminished capacity for 
hope, and tiresome recitals of disappointments, with a vision of newness, and 
a rekindling of desire for each other and for God. 
 

Go ahead and laugh.  It is no easier for us to believe than it was for 
Sarah, perhaps.  It will be no easier to bear the blessing into an unknown 
future, tending to newness when we may be too tired or too set in our ways.  

Abraham and Sarah had to wonder about the glimmers of glory that 
were given in all the ways a child demands space and resources and energy 
and patience and love.  As do we. 

Summer Arts Camp, Christmas pageants, crowded classrooms, worship 
attentive to the needs of young and old, and everyone in between -- signs that 
new life is bubbling in our midst.  Even as it makes us wonder if we are still up 
to it all. 

Faith will have children.  Not because we contrive it, or control it, but 
because God will have things God’s way and that is good news.  

So, let’s prepare the feast, because God has dropped by, yet again. 
Because God came once to Abraham and Sarah in the desert, and finally 

to all of us in the promises and person of Jesus.  Out of the barrenness and 
hopelessness of death itself, God raised him up.  And with a piece of bread 
blessed and broken, a cup of wine, poured out and shared, He promises to 
meet us always in the feast. 

Go ahead and laugh as you come to this table.  For here, like Mother 
Sarah, you are again filled with God’s own life; like Father Abraham you are 
surprised by hope of desires rekindled; here we are handed blessings to bear to 
generations yet unborn. 

Will our faith have children? 
Is anything too wonderful for the LORD? 

 


