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  The Lord appeared to Abraham by the oaks of Mamre, as he 

sat at the entrance of his tent in the heat of the day.  He looked up 

and saw three men standing near him. When he saw them, he ran 

from the tent entrance to meet them, and bowed down to the 

ground.  

He said, “My lord, if I find favor with you, don’t pass by 

your servant.  Let a little water be brought, and wash your feet, 

and rest yourselves under the tree.  Let me bring a little bread, 

that you may refresh yourselves, and after that you may pass on— 

since you have come to your servant.”  

So they said, “Do as you’ve said.”  
  And Abraham hastened into the tent to Sarah, and said,  

“Make ready quickly three measures of choice flour, knead it, and 

make cakes.”  

Abraham ran to the herd, and took a calf, tender and good, 

and gave it to the servant, who hastened to prepare it.  

Then he took curds and milk and the calf that he had 

prepared, and set it before them; and he stood by them under the 

tree while they ate. 

They said to him, “Where’s your wife Sarah?”  

And he said, “There, in the tent.”  

Then one said, “I will surely return to you in due season, and 

your wife Sarah shall have a son.”  

And Sarah was listening at the tent entrance behind him.  

Now 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’ve grown old, 

and my husband is old, shall I have pleasure?”  

The Lord said to Abraham, “Why did Sarah laugh, and say, 

‘Shall I indeed bear a child, now that I am old?’ Is anything too 

wonderful for the Lord? At the set time I will return to you, in due 

season, and Sarah shall have a son.”  

But Sarah denied, saying, “I didn’t laugh”; for she was 

afraid.  

He said, “Oh yes, you did laugh.” 



 The alarm goes off long before you want it to.  The snooze 

button is not worth it, but it is tempting.  You have to get to work.  

Or you have to get to work at home.  Or you have learned that 

retirement is work.   

The crowd going to work does not eat a healthy breakfast.   

Half a bagel.  A granola bar in your pocket.  A donut from a street 

vendor.  A few people in this room have eaten a hot dog for 

breakfast. 

 You get to the train 30 seconds late. You assume that the 

train you just missed was yours.  You glance at the headlines on 

your phone.  You get more of your news from Stephen Colbert 

than Lester Holt.   

You get to the office and are greeted by a co-worker who is 

too cheerful.  You open your email and are reminded that you 

should not open your email first thing.  You still have emails you 

did not want to deal with yesterday, and now you have new emails 

with which you have no desire to deal.   

You are probably going to end up eating lunch at your desk 

again.  You are doing the same things you did yesterday and the 

day before that.  You are going to do the same things tomorrow 

and the day after that.  It is Groundhog Day.   

You plan to get home as soon as possible, put on your 

pajamas way too early, and watch House of Cards.  You will 

watch one more episode than you should of Frank and Claire 

destroying helpless people.   

Our life is predictable, which can be dull, but it is not all bad.  

We no longer spend time hoping someone important will see how 

great we are and make our lives perfect.  We are used to the way 

things are.  We know who the people we live with are, and how to 

keep them from driving us crazy.   

We have figured out the easiest way to get wherever we have 

to go.  We know which restaurants work for us.  We know which 

podcasts we listen to.  Familiar can be comfortable, like putting on 

your pajamas at 7:00.   

 We have figured out how committed we are going to be. 



We know the level at which we worship.  We pay about the same 

amount of attention most Sundays.    

We know who we are around children.  Maybe we are people 

who do not know names, but like calling children “Bud” and 

“Honey.”  

We know how we respond when homeless people ask for 

money.  We have decided that it is not an efficient way to help, so 

we have gotten used to walking by.   

We are people who get angry about politics, but do not do 

much.   

We know who we are at work.  We know most people’s 

name.  We are fairly friendly.   

 The idea that something life-changing could happen does not 

enter our minds.  If it did, we would laugh.  We are too old to fall 

in love, too tired to feel much in worship, and too reasonable to do 

anything unreasonable.  

 Life is predictable for Abraham and Sarah.  They are used to 

the way things are.  The oaks of Mamre is Oklahoma without the 

glamour.  It is hot. Heat is a good excuse to sit around doing 

nothing, so Abraham has a good excuse.  He is sitting at the door 

of the tent, trying to feel the wind and hide from the sun.    

 He is startled to see three men standing there.  The writer of 

Genesis says they are near and yet Abraham runs to meet them.   

Apparently if you are a hundred years old, running is a relative 

term that does not require distance or speed. 

 Abraham starts to apologize without having done anything 

wrong, better safe than sorry.  One approach to hospitality is to 

treat strangers better than you treat your family.  That is what 

Abraham does:  “Take a load off.  Take a seat in the shade.  Take 

a break.  We’ll get towels and water, so you can wash your hands.  

Shoot, wash your feet if you want.  I’ve got bagels leftover from 

breakfast.”  

Abraham makes it sound like his guests are doing him a 

favor by letting him do things for them.   

 They are willing to take what is offered:  “Well, if you insist.  

Knock yourself out.” 



 Abraham hurries to tell Sarah what he has promised: “Honey, 

make a cake.” 

 He tells a servant, “Fire up the barbecue.” 

Abraham is an Italian grandmother who says “Just stay for a 

little bite” and then brings out a 5000 calorie meal.  He serves 

curds as an appetizer.  Curds are, as you know, vinegar in milk left 

to coagulate until it is a solid.  Yum.  Abraham stands like an 

overeager waiter watching while they eat.   

 4,000 calories in, they ask, “Where’s Sarah?”  

Abraham is not sure how they know Sarah’s name or why 

they are asking for her, “She’s in the tent.”   

 You wonder if Sarah would rather be eating with them, or if 

she would rather be in the tent.  The women do the work, but they 

do not get seats at the table.  Entertainment being what it is by the 

oaks of Mamre, Sarah is hiding behind the tent flap listening, 

hoping for something interesting. 

That is what she gets when one of them says, “Next time we 

come through, Sarah’s going to have a son.” 

 Six chapters and several decades earlier, God promised Sarah 

a boy.  Sarah spent years pricing blue curtains and consulting with 

fertility specialists.  But that was a long time ago.  Sarah threw 

away the book of baby names.  She stopped staring at strollers.  

She decided that God’s promise of a son needed to be interpreted 

metaphorically.  (This is a hard story for people who want to have 

a child and cannot.) 

 Abraham and Sarah have been on Social Security for a while.  

Sarah has, as the writer euphemistically puts it, ceased to be “after 

the manner of women.” Menopause is a distant memory.  Sarah 

has had a long time to become cynical, exhausted by an unkept 

promise, and afraid to hope again.  Sarah thinks there are plenty of 

things too wonderful for God.   

 She laughs to herself and at her husband, “To begin with they 

don’t sell anything at Victoria’s Secret for my demographic.  My 

husband is even older and not one of Cialis’ success stories.  We 

won’t be making any babies.” 



 She laughs at the idea of a baby born in the geriatric ward 

paid for by Medicare.  (This Frederick Buechner’s line.) 

 God smiles, “Why are you laughing?  It’s going to happen.  

Some enchanted evening.  You need to order some onesies.   

Your boy is on the way.  You’ll name him Isaac, laughter.   

His name will remind you of this moment.” 

 Sarah’s embarrassed: “I was just kidding.  I didn’t laugh.” 

 God laughs, “Oh yes, you did.” 

 This surprising story is about how God shows up 

unexpectedly, how in the middle of a normal day God stirs our 

soul, opens our eyes, and sets our hearts on fire.   

 God suddenly appears to turn the darkness into light, change 

sorrow into dancing, and transform weeping into laughter.  We 

just have to be awake enough not to miss the laughing, dancing, 

and holy moments. 

 On the day of Drew Dudley’s college graduation, a girl he 

did not recognize said, “I need to talk to you about the moment I 

met you.  On the day before I was to move into the dorm I was in 

the hotel room with my mom and dad.  I was scared and 

convinced that I couldn’t do this, that I wasn’t ready for college. 

I burst into tears.   

“My mom and dad were amazing.  They were like, ‘Look, 

we know you’re scared, but let’s just go tomorrow.  Let’s go to 

the first day and if at any point you feel you can’t do this, that’s 

fine, just tell us, we’ll take you home. We love you no matter 

what.’   

“So I went the next day and was standing in line at 

registration.  I looked around and I just knew I couldn’t do it.   

I knew I wasn’t ready.  I knew I had to quit.  I turned to my mom 

and dad to tell them that we needed to go home.   

“Drew, at just that moment you came out of the student 

union building wearing the stupidest hat I’ve ever seen.  You were 

handing lollipops to people in line and talking about a charity for 

cystic fibrosis research.   

“You got to me, and you stopped.  Then you looked at the 

guy next to me, and you smiled, and you reached into your bucket, 



pulled out a lollipop, held it out to him, and said, ‘You need to 

give a lollipop to the beautiful woman standing next to you.’   

“I’ve never seen anyone get so embarrassed so fast.  He 

turned beet-red and wouldn’t even look at me. He just kind of held 

the lollipop out.  I felt so bad for this guy so I took the lollipop.   

“As soon as I did you got this stern look on your face.  You 

looked at my mom and dad and said, ‘Look at that.  First day 

away from home and already she’s taking candy from a 

stranger!’”  Everybody lost it.   

“In that moment when everyone was laughing, I knew I 

shouldn’t quit.  I haven’t spoken to you once in the four years 

since that day, but I wanted to tell you that you’ve been an 

incredibly important person in my life.  And we only talked for 

thirty seconds.  I’m engaged to that guy in line.  We’d like you to 

come to the wedding.”   

He laughs.  She laughs.  God laughs.    

If you listen carefully, you can hear God laughing.  God 

surprises everyone who is paying attention.  We have moments 

when someone says or does something that makes our lives better, 

moments when God wakes us.   

 You are having a normal day when out of nowhere God 

surprises you.  You look across the breakfast table and see 

someone you love and remember why you love them.  You look 

around the subway and suddenly see God’s children shining like 

the sun. You buy a zip-loc bag of mango, and it is so good that 

you are glad to be alive just to get to taste it.  

 You have a moment when you become a person who has 

conversations with homeless people.  You ask, “Have you lived in 

New York all of your life?” 

 You are in a dull meeting when you have an uninvited 

thought and say, “I have an idea that could make a real 

difference.” 

 You ask a co-worker how their children are doing, and listen 

carefully for the answer.   



You hear that Alicia Keys song about “the concrete jungle 

that dreams are made of” and you are singing along, and it makes 

you “feel brand new, big lights will inspire you.”  

 You are on the floor playing with your child. You are not 

sure how you got to the floor, but you are glad you are there. 

 Friends visit from out of state and they want you to take them 

to the Statue of Liberty.  You are thinking about the ferry schedule 

when you see the poem, “give me your tired, your poor, your 

huddled masses yearning to breathe free” and in that moment you 

love what your country is at her best. 

 You read the news and decide it is not enough just to think 

right, you have to resist.  You join a group to fight for what you 

believe. 

 You are reading an uninspiring novel when you realize what 

you need to write.   

You are in worship, and you feel God with you, for just a 

moment.  It passes so quickly, you wonder if it is real.  It is.   

This is Mary Oliver:   

When it’s over, I want to say all my life  

I was a bride married to amazement.  

I was the bridegroom, taking the world into my arms.  

When it’s over, I don’t want to wonder  

if I have made of my life something particular, and real.   

I don’t want to find myself sighing and frightened,  

or full of argument.   

I don’t want to end up simply having visited this world.  

(Mary Oliver, When Death Comes) 

 Right now, in this moment, God is inviting you to an 

amazing life.   

 

Sermon © Rev. Brett Younger  

                                         

 

 

75 Hicks Street 

Brooklyn, NY 11201 

718.624.4743 

www.plymouthchurch.org 

http://www.plymouthchurch.org/

