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Look Up

I have a great job.  Maybe that seems crazy to say on this my first day here, on my first full day 
in Cairo.  But it's true. I do.  I love to listen to the stories that come from people like you, who go 
out into the world and try your very best to follow Christ.  I love gathering for worship, sharing 
in Christ's meal, being reminded, again and again, that God is doing great things in our midst.  
And spending time studying, contemplating, sitting with Scripture and letting God's word turn 
around and around in my head.  Discovering and rediscovering the ways that the Spirit speaks to 
us over time and space.  And being continually amazed that, somehow, these ancient words can 
continue to breathe new life into me, into us.

I'm not going to lie. I've had some restless nights this week.  And in addition to sorting through 
the last details of a move across the world, I thought about what I was going to say today.  I 
firmly believe that the Holy Spirit has a sense of humor. And, sometimes, really bad (or good) 
timing.  But one day this week, at about 4:15 AM, as I thought about what still needed to be 
packed and what I would say to you today, all of the sudden, I realized that when Jesus heals this 
woman who had been hunched over for so long, when Jesus healed her, she gained a new 
perspective.  She saw things in a new way.  She could look ahead for the first time in what I 
presume had been 18 really long years.  

Luke doesn't really give us much detail about her or what happened that day.  He just tells us that 
Jesus was teaching and she appeared and then Jesus called out to her.  And then she was free.  
Wow.  After eighteen years, she was freed from her ailment.  Freed from pain. And with that 
freedom came ability to see things in a different way.  And Luke's words are made free.  The 
ability to see what came ahead instead of what was immediately before her is a freedom.  A gift 
given, it seems, simply because she showed up.  Not because she asked for it or did anything in 
particular, but just because she happened to be there. That is a gift.  That is a freedom, indeed.

So how is Jesus lifting our heads these days?  How is Jesus making it possible for us to see 
things in a new way, a different way, a way that is a gift and a freedom?  As we visit and get to 
know one another, I'll look forward to hearing the stories about what brings you here to St. 
Andrew's, about the ways Jesus has given you a new way to see, has freed you. Because, I have a 
feeling, he has. Somehow.  I have a feeling that he's continues to work in each one of us, lifting 
our heads to see in ways that we have never before, in ways that are fresh and new, in ways that 
free us from the burdens we have carried.  In ways that allow us to be refreshed, to be 
reinvigorated and renewed.  Resurrected, even. 



It's interesting to hold this Gospel story in a bit of contrast with the reading from Isaiah.  As I see 
it, they are both about seeing in new ways, about being renewed and refreshed and reminded of 
God's amazing promise of abundant life.  In Isaiah, though, there are a whole bunch of ifs.  If 
you remove the yoke from among you, if you offer food to the hungry.  In Luke, Jesus seems to 
heal just because the woman was there.  But the promise is the same--to the people of Israel, to 
that bent over woman.  If, and, but, or just because, the promise of life that is abundant rings loud 
and clear to me in these readings.

Lord knows that we live in uncertain times.  We don't know what tomorrow will bring.  We don't 
even know what this afternoon will bring.  Again, I will look forward to hearing from you, but I 
know, that for me at least, there is a whole lot of comfort in the promise that this fear and 
uncertainty is not all God has to offer.  In fact, it's not even close to God's dream for us, beloved 
people who we are.  Instead, God's dream is one where needs are satisfied in parched places, 
where ancient ruins are rebuilt, where streets are restored.  Maybe it's for this promise that we 
keep coming back to this infinitely mysterious God who is three-in-one.  For this promise we 
keep coming back to this place, to be reminded of the promise that we don't have to do this 
alone, but that are called to be part of this great big body of Christ, together discerning what it 
means to be given a new perspective, to have our heads lifted up to see something bigger than 
that which we could ever see on our own.

In the best times and the worst, in times when we think we can see, and in those times we wish 
we could, rest assured, we have a God who promises to keep coming to us, to keep lifting up our 
heads, if only for split seconds, to show us glimpses of a promise that is bigger than our little 
heads can begin to imagine.

What that means for us, I can't say. But I hope and pray, that in our lives together, we will 
continue to be amazed by the way Jesus keeps coming to us, lifting us up, giving us new eyes to 
see, and reminding us again and again of a promise that life is bigger than death, that love is 
stronger than hate, and that no matter where we find ourselves, somehow, God is there with us, 
giving us the strength to put one foot before the other and look up to see what we see.  And who 
knows just how beautiful that vision might be.


