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Here I Am 

Part 3:  

Who showed up for you? 

For whom will you show up? 

Reading from the Old Testament: Psalm 78:1-7; Proverbs 1:8-9 

Reading from the New Testament: 2 Timothy 1: 4-7, 13-14; 2:1-2 

It is the best of times; it is the worst of times for many high school 

seniors. As fall breezes chill, there is excitement in the air as they preen 

through school halls in all their senior glory. I remember as a freshman 

entering a different school in a different town, feeling so small and 

insignificant. I didn’t yet have a tribe with whom to herd for protection, 

security, and self-esteem. I saw the seniors and they looked so much 

more mature, sophisticated, worldly wise, and bigger than life. I 

couldn’t even envision when my time would come. Of course, I see 

photos from the recent 40-year reunion of my class I was unable to 

attend and I’m thinking, “How did those people get so old!” 

For seniors, fall is a time for hanging out with longtime friends, 

falling in and out of love every couple of weeks, the pinnacle season of 

your athletic career, homecoming courts, poring through college 

websites, daydreams of this time next year. You’re soo close!! Freedom! 

It is the best of times. 
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It is the worst of times, summed up with just four words: college 

application due dates. Parents hovering, pressure mounting, 

insecurities peeking out from under that layer of youthful insouciance 

and short-tempered bravado. Chill out, mom, I’ve got it. I’ll get it done!  

…But will I? Will I get it done? What school will it be? Small, medium, 

or ginormous? Will I be happy there? … Will they let me in? Or, will the 

parents cough up $200K, put an oar in my hand and make me 

impersonate a rowing champion? 

Not to belabor so easy a target whose time in the 24/7 news cycle 

should have ceased some time ago, but today we are considering what 

we pass from generation to generation, and a couple of the defendants 

in the recent college admissions scandal made statements in their 

sentencing hearings that, while obviously tone-deaf, were additionally 

most revelatory in the way they highlight the prevailing illiteracy of 

love among the educated, affluent, and powerful. To the judge, one 

father, while admitting guilt said, “I’m not and never will be a schemer, 

but was acting out of love for my daughter." In her own statement, the 

mother said, “My husband and I were both motivated by good 

intentions.” In a separate case, a mother told the judge, “In my 
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desperation to be a good mother I talked myself into believing that all I 

was doing was giving my daughter a fair shot.” 

A fair shot. What constitutes a fair shot for a child? While contrite 

and remorseful, she had somehow come to believe that fairness for a 

child of hyper-privilege was only possible with a $15K bribe to inflate 

an SAT score. A fair shot. In a world where snowplows and helicopters 

now define prevailing parenting methods, it may be time to reconsider 

what love in action looks like.  

It would be naïve to infer that every parent wants what is best for 

their child. Were it so, Hollywood screenwriters would have scant 

templates for their craft. Yet, I think it is also fair to say it is common 

that a parent means it when they say that they would do anything up to 

and including sacrificing their own life for their child. If that were not 

the case, Les Misérables might have never made it to Broadway. If you 

have a pulse, you couldn’t help but choke up when Jean Valjean prays:  

He is young, he is only a boy 

You can take, you can give 

Let him be, let him live 

If I die, let me die 

Let him live 

Bring him home. 
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I want to believe you when you say you want what is best for your 

children and that you would do anything for them. What concerns me is 

whether you are putting your whole heart and whole mind to a serious 

conversation of what constitutes the best for them and what the 

anything is you should be doing. What concerns me is that we 

understand what we are promising when we baptize a child. Paul said, 

“Do not conform to the pattern of this world, but be transformed by the 

renewing of your mind.” The primary tension between church and world 

may not be what you think. The larger culture we inhabit wants you to 

raise your children to be successful in the world’s eyes. Christ’s church 

challenges us, all of us, to raise them to be disciples.  

During the first and second generations of the church in Asia 

Minor, modern day Turkey, the early leaders received instruction and 

training in Ephesus, the ruins of which lie about 50 miles south of the 

city of Izmir. By the 1st Century C.E., Ephesus had already been in 

existence for a thousand years, experiencing its greatest growth once it 

came under Roman rule in the 2nd Century B.C. Even among the ruins 

you can see how cultivated, diverse, and advanced the city was for its 

time. The signs of both Hellenistic and Roman culture, and even a few 
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marks of the nascent Christian presence, are evident. It was in this 

bustling environment, in many ways similar to our own, that new 

church leaders were equipped for ministry, tutored in the teachings of 

Paul.  

1st and 2nd Timothy and Titus, often referred to as the Pastoral 

Epistles, are generally understood to have been written by these 

proteges of the Apostle as counsel for congregations newly formed or 

forming in Asia Minor. And here in 2 Timothy we find, in just a few 

words, what is among the most essential messages for Christ’s church 

to grasp in this time.  

It could be missed as just another greeting in just another letter, 

or just missed because we’re not paying attention or because we don’t 

actually want to hear what it implies. However, if we can set aside the 

helicopters and snowplows for a moment; if we can tune out the 

marketing magic that so easily cons us with the latest product, 

program, or promise that will transform your life; if we can turn off the 

horrifically hypnotic news streams that pull us into those dark places 

where hate is lord and blame is gospel; if we can set all that aside in 

order to meditate on the implications of a seemingly innocuous verse 
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within a larger text as part of much larger canon of scripture … there is 

hope … and there will always be hope. 

To Timothy, Paul writes, “I am reminded of your sincere faith, a 

faith that lived first in your grandmother Lois and your mother Eunice 

and now, I am sure, lives in you.” (Repeat) Now, I know what you may 

be thinking, Myrtle, someone’s been messin’ with the boy’s dimmer 

switch again. He’s not gonna suck any juice out of that orange peel. What 

in the world do Lois and Eunice have to do with us? 

Everything. Everything. I’m not kidding. Listen, everyone here 

has a family tree, its limbs marked with all sorts of knots, cracks, signs 

of budding and new growth, signs of lightning strikes, leaves both 

brilliant or fading fast. You don’t need Ancestry.com to know that; 

because you yourself are that. All those branches, boughs, and breaks 

influenced the making of you – genetically, physically, emotionally, 

geographically, politically, all of it – in ways you may never claim but 

cannot deny; in ways beyond your understanding. For instance, you 

often hear me refer to my Missouri roots and the continuing influence of 

the places and people where I was raised. Of course, you do; it’s the only 

story I’ve lived. But you know why I’m from Missouri? Because my 



 

 

7 

7 

great, great, great grandfather was thrown off a train for being drunk 

and he figured that to be as good a place as any to start a life. If that 

hadn’t happened, the me I see in the mirror wouldn’t even exist.  

Or how about this? Courtesy of Facebook, I was notified of the 

death of a classmate’s mother. She had been an elementary school 

teacher for years in my hometown. I never met her, but the comments 

flowed in from classmates sharing again and again how that one life 

had made such an impact on their lives. For good or for great or for ill, 

each life influences the lives that both surround and follow them. 

The school you just have to get into or to or the trophies on your 

shelves are not nearly as powerful an influence on the you sitting here 

as the people (both known and unknown) whose lives have autographed 

your identity more than you’ll ever know – having an impact on 

everything from the values you assimilated to the tastes you crave to 

the twang of your accent.  

At some level you know that. The fact that you showed up today is 

testament to the grandmother, the father, the teacher, the classmate 

who invited you to youth group, the physician who sewed up your 
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skinned knee, the older youth who had the courage to call you out and 

tell you that what you said was harmful or what you did was hurtful 

and both, by God, were unacceptable.  

Just look at today’s sermon title: Who showed up for you? For 

whom will you show up? We’re asking you today to take a moment 

during the offering and on the post-it note given to you in your bulletin, 

write down the names of the individual or individuals who played a 

significant role in the formation of what you value and hold dear and 

see as critically important in your life. Then, following worship place 

the note on the tree of life banner in the hallway.  

In our Bible study this week, Ruby Robinson smiled as she 

recalled the experience of growing up in a small congregation that 

didn’t have the resources for a formal Sunday School program. But two 

women in the town, not members of the church, but having the heart of 

missionaries, were given permission to have a class in the church for 

children in the community. Week after week, they would challenge the 

children to memorize Bible verses. The carrot? If a child was able to 

recite all the verses from memory, they would earn a free trip to 

summer church camp. By golly, Ruby memorized those verses. Now, you 
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can question the teaching methodology, but to have the gift of a 

vocabulary of faith in the face of life’s uncertainties is as Jesus would 

say, “a pearl of great price.” When facing a frightening challenge, to be 

able to draw on that faith vocabulary is redemptive and life-giving – 

“Even though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I fear no 

evil; for thou art with me…” When facing a personal or ethical dilemma, 

not knowing what to do, the value of having that faith vocabulary is 

incalculable – “what does the Lord require of you but to do justice, and 

to love kindness, and to walk humbly with your God?” What a gift those 

two women gave Ruby and the children of that small town. 

“I am reminded of your sincere faith, a faith that lived first in your 

grandmother Lois and your mother Eunice and now, I am sure, lives in 

you.” In those words lie the key to facing the chaos, noise, pain, and 

uncertainty of our ever-changing, hell-bent on self-destruction world. In 

those words lie the challenge to show the world that character, truth, 

decency, mercy, and love matter so much more than winning, acquiring, 

or seeking power.   

In our Bonhoeffer class this week, we were talking about Berlin in 

1931. The economy was in crisis. The government was a mess. Hitler 
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was ascendant, spouting a populism that successfully conned the people 

with an ideology of blame, hate, and the dangerous gospel of 

nationalism. At the same time technology was advancing while authors, 

thinkers, and artists were experimenting with new ideas. Yet, the 

observant eye could see hints of the storm that was coming.  

In a sermon from late November of that year, Bonhoeffer 

observed, “We live in a time of ideologies. Seldom, if ever, has there 

been a time so dominated by them; we have been disturbed and torn 

apart as never before. How we dress, how we eat, how we exercise—all 

have become ideological questions! Rarely have we become so bound by 

them, so doctrinaire, so intolerant as now … It really is evident that 

people are not sure why they are behaving in this odd fashion. There is 

no doubt that something very considerable is disturbing the whole 

nature of our thinking.” (Dietrich Bonhoeffer, Christmas Sermons) 

I read that and I thought, he’s looking at us, at our culture, our 

country. He’s looking at our strange values, confused priorities, our 

dysfunctional leadership. The writer of Ecclesiastes is right: “What has 

been will be again, what has been done will be done again; there is 

nothing new under the sun.” We so seldom learn the lessons from the 
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past and are so easily conned into placing our trust, our hopes in the 

wrong places.  

Someone in our class raised the question of how we make a 

difference, how we can confront the chaos, how we can break the cycle? 

It will not happen with a politician’s promise, or some grand new 

technology, or some lifestyle trend, or some complicated tasteless diet, 

or even some utopian revolution. Big ideas are great, but what is most 

critical is the influence of individual saints passing on from generation 

to generation the firm foundation of faith and self-giving love revealed 

in Jesus, that will hold us through the storm and are our singular hope.  

“I am reminded of your sincere faith, a faith that lived first in your 

grandmother Lois and your mother Eunice and now, I am sure, lives in 

you. 6 For this reason I remind you to rekindle the gift of God that is 

within you through the laying on of my hands.” 

Who showed up for you? For whom will you show up? Amen.  

 

     


