
February 7, 2021   Meditation 1:  “How Easily We Forget”  

Scripture Lesson 1: Isaiah 40:21-31  
21Have you not known? Have you not heard? Has it not been told you from the beginning? Have you not understood 

from the foundations of the earth? 22It is he who sits above the circle of the earth, and its inhabitants are like 

grasshoppers; who stretches out the heavens like a curtain, and spreads them like a tent to live in; 23who brings 

princes to naught, and makes the rulers of the earth as nothing. 24Scarcely are they planted, scarcely sown, 

scarcely has their stem taken root in the earth, when he blows upon them, and they wither, and the tempest 

carries them off like stubble. 25To whom then will you compare me, or who is my equal? says the Holy One. 26Lift up 

your eyes on high and see: Who created these? He who brings out their host and numbers them, calling them all by 

name; because he is great in strength, mighty in power, not one is missing. 
27Why do you say, O Jacob, and speak, O Israel, “My way is hidden from the Lord, and my right is disregarded by 

my God”? 28Have you not known? Have you not heard? The Lord is the everlasting God, the Creator of the ends of 

the earth. He does not faint or grow weary; his understanding is unsearchable. 29He gives power to the faint, and 

strengthens the powerless. 30Even youths will faint and be weary, and the young will fall exhausted; 31but those who 

wait for the Lord shall renew their strength, they shall mount up with wings like eagles, they shall run and not be 

weary, they shall walk and not faint. 

 

Most of you who know me have come to realize that I’m one of those people 

who like to do things for themselves.  I like to fix my own vehicles when something 

goes wrong; I like to repair our home appliances when they break; I like to install 

new flooring or light fixtures to update our house; I like trying to assemble the 

Ikea furniture without looking at the directions; and I even like to finally read the 

directions and learn how to do it right.  I like to do these kinds of things for 

myself, both because I like to use my hands, and I like to learn about such things 

as a general part of my life’s education. 

It might seem obvious, but this affinity of mine has often resulted in mixed 

results.  I have made mistakes.  It’s not always the prudent thing to do, not always 

the fastest or most efficient way to get things done, but I’ve always loved 

learning how things work.  And didn’t someone famous once say – “it is the 

education of yesterday’s failures that makes possible tomorrow’s success”? 

(actually, I made that up last night!) 

In any event, I have learned much about appliances, cars, furniture, 

lawncare, construction, and a host of other things as I work on them in various 

ways; and I have found that, as long as I remember some basic approaches to my 

working on them, I find myself justified by my relative successes. 

Case in point:  I have learned to become very good at changing the oil in our 

vehicles.  I have all the tools and implements for the job; I have learned tricks of 

the trade that help make the job go smoothly, such as the value of having many 

clean rags at the ready, identifying strategic sockets with different colored duct 



tape for different sized oil plugs, and running the car engines just long enough so 

the oil is warm but not too hot to handle, so it drains appropriately. 

But perhaps the greatest thing I’ve learned is to follow precisely the same 

steps that are now ingrained in my mind over thirty years of experience.  I know 

how to change the oil in my vehicles by heart; I have the steps memorized and 

reaffirmed in my mind, all of which are essential to follow, in order and 

thoroughly, for a successful exchange.  What are those steps, you ask?  I’m glad 

you asked; here they are: 

engage the parking brake  

warm the car for five minutes;  

lift the car; 

install jackstands for safety;  

place the oil drainage pan under the plug;  

remove the plug;  

let drain completely;  

replace plug;  

move drain pan to under the filter;  

remove filter;  

check for gasket;  

install new filter hand tight;  

wipe everything down;  

remove jackstands; 

lower car;  

add oil to proper level;  

start car;  

check for leaks. 

Not to brag, but I have these steps so ingrained into my mind that I can 

usually change the oil in one of my cars in under one-half hour.  It is perhaps no 

surprise that I am thus pretty confident in my work – which every now and then is 

a very serious problem. 

Several years ago I went to change the oil in our family’s minivan.  I needed 

to get the job done fairly quickly, so I dove right in.  I…… 

engage the parking brake  

warm the car for five minutes;  

lift the car; 

install jackstands for safety;  



place the oil drainage pan under the plug;  

remove the plug;  

let drain completely;  

replace plug;  

move drain pan to under the filter;  

remove filter;  

install new filter hand tight;  

wipe everything down;  

remove jackstands; 

lower car;  

add oil to proper level;  

start car;  

check for leaks. 

(DID YOU HEAR WHAT WAS MISSING?)  I remember feeling satisfied 

about having the job done right and backing the car out of the garage – and 

realizing something was very wrong.  Oil was spraying out all over the floor of the 

garage, hitting the sides of the garage and covering almost every square inch of 

the surface.  I stopped the car and turned it off, wondering what on earth had 

happened.  As I looked under the car, I saw that oil had sprayed all over the 

undercarriage; it was an astonishing sight.  It was like an oil bomb went off!  What 

on earth had happened, I wondered, a broken oil line, a loose filter, somehow 

filling the wrong reservoir?  It took me quite awhile to realize what had happened 

– and it came down to forgetting one of the simplest of steps of the oil change 

procedure – I forgot to check the oil filter gasket.  Actually, I did check the 

new oil filter gasket, as I always did; but I forgot to check the old oil filter 

gasket, which was STILL STUCK ON THE CAR.  I had no idea this would happen, 

but it seems that when the engine is running the oil pressure builds up 

significantly enough to burst through the double-gasket seal I had unknowingly 

created.  What results is basically an oil fountain underneath the car.   As I spent 

most of the rest of that day cleaning oil off both the garage surfaces and the 

underside of the vehicle, I realized just how important it was to remember all 

steps of the procedure – especially the ones which seem to be the most obvious or 

the most simple. 

 

Isaiah is making the same point, but not about oil changes.  He is making the 

same point about life, about the dangers of confidence or despair, the hazards of 



complacency or anguish.  WE SO VERY EASILY FORGET ABOUT GOD.  What we 

have learned from the past; how others have experienced the divine; how the 

spirit has moved in so many astonishing ways; how love was redirected and 

clarified by incarnation; how God has moved in our own personal lives, in our 

hearts, in our relationships, in our work, in our sense of beauty, in the crises we 

have faced, the comfort we receive, and the peace given to our hearts through 

grace. 

Our lives as people of faith are based on some very simple truths – that God 

is with us, that God loves us, that God intends for us to love each other.  But 

simple truths are perhaps the easiest to take for granted, the easiest to forget 

or prioritize in our lives.  How often is it, I wonder, that we forget the simpler 

truths our faith reveals; how often is it, I wonder, that our forgetfulness of 

these simpler truths are the source of our anxiety and frustration, the cause of 

our bad choices and shortsidedness? 

Someone once said that preaching is nothing but the continual act of 

reminding -- reminding people that God is with us, reminding people that God is for 

us, reminding people that God loves us, reminding people that God will never leave 

us.    Isaiah puts it this way:  “21Have you not known? Have you not heard? Has it 

not been told you from the beginning? Have you not understood from the 

foundations of the earth? The Lord is the everlasting God, the Creator of the 

ends of the earth. He does not faint or grow weary; his understanding is 

unsearchable. 29He gives power to the faint, and strengthens the 

powerless. 30Even youths will faint and be weary, and the young will fall 

exhausted; 31but those who wait for the Lord shall renew their strength, they 

shall mount up with wings like eagles, they shall run and not be weary, they shall 

walk and not faint.” 

 

Help us, Lord, to never forget. 

 

 

Meditation 2:  “The Greater Freedom” 

Scripture Lesson 2:  I Corinthians 9:16-23 
16If I proclaim the gospel, this gives me no ground for boasting, for an obligation is laid on me, and woe to me if I 

do not proclaim the gospel! 17For if I do this of my own will, I have a reward; but if not of my own will, I am 

entrusted with a commission. 18What then is my reward? Just this: that in my proclamation I may make the gospel 

free of charge, so as not to make full use of my rights in the gospel. 
19For though I am free with respect to all, I have made myself a slave to all, so that I might win more of them. 20To 

the Jews I became as a Jew, in order to win Jews. To those under the law I became as one under the law (though I 



myself am not under the law) so that I might win those under the law. 21To those outside the law I became as one 

outside the law (though I am not free from God’s law but am under Christ’s law) so that I might win those outside 

the law. 22To the weak I became weak, so that I might win the weak. I have become all things to all people, that I 

might by all means save some. 23I do it all for the sake of the gospel, so that I may share in its blessings. 

Once upon a time, I remember exercising my freedom by jumping over a 

closed gate rather than taking the time to open the gate an proceed into the 

backyard.  In that act of freedom from the gate, I tripped and plunged onto the 

sidewalk on the other side falling directly upon my kneecap, which broke in two.  

Two months in a cast and six months of walking therapy taught me what was much 

more valuable than my freedom of choice – it taught me to respect the law of 

gravity. 

About a year ago, I was driving through town with my daughter and son, 

rushing about tending to some errands that were timely in nature.  Like many 

people, I prided myself on knowing Missoula well enough to choose the quickest 

route to stores and locations, and I thought I had us on track to finish our tasks 

on schedule.  As I freely exercised this familiarity with our town’s road system, 

I was much chagrined by the appearance of colored, flashing lights in my rear-

view mirror.  As I rolled down my window to talk with the uniformed officer, it 

was pointed out to me that I had made an illegal and, in the words of the officer, 

even wreckless turn.  As I handed over my information and received in return a 

ticket imposing an $88 dollar fine, I realized that I had indeed freely done 

something that endangered others; horrified by the thought of what could have 

happened brought to my attention something that was much more valuable than 

my freedom of choice – it taught me to respect the laws of the road. 

When I was in elementary school, in the second or third grade, I remember 

coming upon a few boys who were calling another boy names.  I knew the boy; his 

name was Paul; he was very quiet, never saying much; he was very slightly 

overweight.  These boys were calling Paul “fat.”  I knew Paul a little, but we were 

not friends.  These three boys ganging up on Paul caught my attention, and I wish 

I could say I told them to stop; but instead, this group of three tormentors 

turned into four with the addition of my voice, and I found myself calling Paul 

“fat.”  I freely chose to do so, but almost immediately, as I saw on his face a look 

of disbelief and hurt, I realized my free choice was cruel.  I would have given 

anything to take back that word, but it was gone, and the damage was done.  In 

the look on Pau’s face, which I remember to this day, I realized that I had freely 



done something that hurt another person, and it drew to my attention something 

that is immensely more valuable than my freedom of choice – it taught me to 

respect the laws of civility, namely the importance of being kind – or at least not 

being cruel. 

We live in a world, in a nation, which has stated in many and various ways 

that freedom is paramount to life.  Freedom is foundational to our national 

identity; our Declaration of Independence, both title and content, makes this 

clear.  Freedom provides the basis for the operation of our economy and our 

systems of communication; freedom establishes our priorities and relationships; 

freedom colors our sense of value and priority. 

But freedom has a very dark side as well.  Freedom to harm, to hurt, to 

neglect, to skew, to undermine, to exploit, to abuse, to injure, to misinform – we 

see too much of this side of freedom throughout history, and it persists into 

today.  For freedom in its exercise depends completely upon foundational 

determinism as to its effect – in other words, freedom’s nature depends 

entirely upon what it is attached to.  Or, to put it even more simply -- Freedom 

for what purpose? 

I think this is what Paul is making clear in our scripture lesson for today, 

namely that purposeless freedom is a form of hell.  To be completely free would 

mean to be free to do as we wish, as we deem important, as is good for oneself.  

But how on earth can we possibly know what is good for ourselves by ourselves?  

It’s like trying to work on our appearance without a mirror, trying to learn how 

to speak without being taught words, trying to love without relationship, or taking 

a step without looking at the ground.  Although these approaches to life may be 

freely chosen, none of these work; to see who we really are, we need reflection 

from outside of ourselves; to be able to communicate, it is essential to identify 

with how people receive input; to either receive or give love requires connection 

with entities outside of ourselves; to make meaningful progress, steps must be 

guided. 

Freedom for what purpose?  It is the question that has an amazingly clear 

answer as we turn to faith – we are free to choose constraint by God.  Or not.  

To choose the constraint invited by God is to choose love over hate, justice over 

oppression, inclusion over exclusion, others over self.  To choose against such 

constraint leaves us completely on our own.  The constraint of God is profoundly 



purposeful and hopeful; God’s constraints carry great expectations of the 

faithful, for the love that is foundational is costly; but it is the only thing that 

is life-worthy, the only thing which endures eternally, the only thing that retains 

ultimate hope.  To choose no constraint at all removes expectations from life, 

without which hope becomes subjective and temporal – limiting at best, delusional 

at worst. 

I for one never wish to be completely free to run my life on my own because 

I know myself all too well!  I am not complete in myself, I need others in my life, 

my family, my church, my neighborhood, my cat, my dog, my community, my 

colleagues, my nation, and my world.  More than anything, I need God in my life; 

and God is only made more accessible through the relationships I have in God’s 

world.  The more my life is left to myself, the less I find it worth living.  I 

embrace the constraints of love as life giving and hope determinant; I cherish 

the responsibilities I have accepted or had placed upon my life as one invested in 

the lives of others, and recognize the essential value of responsibility; it has 

given me a freedom for life that far excels anything I have attempted completely 

on my own.  For in the end, isn’t that the point of God in Christ, that even if we 

don’t acknowledge God, even if we don’t affirm Christ’s love , it is given 

nonetheless?  And what a surprise it would be if, one day, looking back upon our 

lives, especially those who think most of themselves as self-determined 

creatures, we discovered that Christ was behind it all? 

I close with some amazing words by Mary W. Anderson, pastor of 

Incarnation Lutheran Church in Columbia, South Carolina.  She says that , “The 

only sense of freedom that matters is given by faith – that God has the whole 

world well in hand, [and as we place ourselves in that hand, we are secure]. I for 

one am happy to live inside a wrinkle of God’s palm, content to be a part of an 

ongoing creation process, amazed to be so loved and, most days, unafraid of 

what it all means.” 

 


