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Isaiah 5:1-7 
Psalm 80:1-2, 8-19 
Hebrews 11:29-12:2 
Luke 12:49-56 

 One night a man had a dream.  In his dream he saw his church.  It was a nice 

church.  The building was a nice one to worship in.  The people of the church tried to 

be friendly with each other; they tried to take care of each other.  The pastor of the 

church tried to preach good sermons, and tried to be available for the people.  Every 

Sunday they worshipped together, they shared the sacraments together, and they went 

home… feeling good. 

 The man’s dream continued.  He saw the people of his church during the week.  

He saw them watching the news on T.V., or reading the paper, or listing to the radio, 

or reading from the internet, and he saw them hearing about horrendous things: 

bombings in far away places, political corruption in national and provincial capitals, 

governments which arrested and tortured and raped and killed their own people for 

daring to voice their discontent.  Everywhere he looked, he saw people being crushed 

under the weight of oppression and poverty.  He saw the rich restructuring the 

economy so they could be richer, and he saw the poor being blamed for being poor.  

He saw babies being caged to make a point, young people prematurely old, and old 

people who never had a childhood, and many who never made it to being old.  

Hundreds, thousands, millions went to their graves poor, hungry, lonely, forgotten. 

 In his dream, the people of the church didn’t know what to do.  He heard them 

say they were concerned, he felt their desire to help.  But he also heard them telling 



themselves, “It’s so far away.  We’re so small.  We’re too old or too young or too 

inexperienced or too busy or too consumed with our own ‘stuff’ to get involved with 

something like that.  We don’t know what the causes are, and we don’t have any 

solutions to offer.  It’s so big, and we don’t know how to help.” 

 So they didn’t. 

 But he saw other people in his dream who also wanted to help.  And he saw 

these people taking time to listen to the stories of the poor and the dying.  He then saw 

them talking with family and friends, writing letters, and marching in marches.  He 

saw them writing books and producing movies to try to help others understand.  He 

saw that they were not always as polite as they might have been.  They were 

sometimes abrasive, sometimes rude, and they were frequently angry.  And many of 

them were scorned, and put down, and avoided.  And some of them were arrested, and 

some of them were tortured, and some of them were killed, and some of them were 

crushed under the weight of oppression and poverty, and went to their graves poor, 

hungry, lonely, forgotten. 

 The dreamer rolled over in his bed, and in his dream he again saw the church.  

He saw the nice building to worship in.  He saw the people trying to take care of each 

other, he saw the pastor trying to be available for them.  He saw them worshipping 

together, and celebrate the sacraments together, and go home feeling good again. 

 And then he saw the poor. 

 And then he saw the church. 

 And then he saw the marchers. 



 And then he saw the church. 

 And then he saw the starving. 

 And then he saw the church. 

 And then he saw the cages. 

 And then he saw the church. 

 And he saw these things over and over… and over again. 

 … 

 And then the dream changed. 

 It was another Sunday.  The church had again gathered for worship.  But in the 

middle of the service, the world ended.  He saw a great light come from heaven.  He 

heard angels sing, and then he saw God’s very self come to earth.  He saw everyone in 

the church looking at the light in stunned amazement.  And then he heard God call out 

a single word: “Rise!” 

 He watched as everyone in the church stood to greet God.  But then he saw a 

miracle.  An awful miracle.  A wondrous miracle.  An incredible miracle.  A 

disturbing, earth-shattering miracle.  A miracle that shook his soul,  A miracle that 

haunted him for the rest of his life. 

 For up through the floorboards of that church building he saw the bones and 

rotting corpses of hundreds and thousands and millions of nameless people come: 

poor people, hungry people, lonely people, forgotten people, abrasive people, rude 

people, angry people, as if the foundations of that church had been built upon their 

graves.  He saw their bodies being given life again, their bones being given flesh 



again, their lungs being given breath again.  The dead were alive, and were embraced 

by their God. 

 The man saw the people of the church turn and look, for the first time, into the 

eyes of those nameless millions.  For the first time, they looked, not at numbers or 

statistics and news stories, but at people.  Some of the church members even tried to 

speak, but the words they had used to excuse themselves now sounded hollow, and 

lifeless, and incredibly cruel.  “You were so far away.  We were so small.  We were too 

old or too young or too inexperienced or too busy or too consumed with our own 

‘stuff’ to get involved… in something like… you….” 

 The dreamer saw that they could not look for long into the eyes of those 

nameless millions - not only because of the pain in those eyes, but also because of the 

pity… that was in those millions of eyes.  …  It was just too much to bear. 

 Then God spoke another word.  “Come!”  And the dead were there no longer. 

 … 

 When the dead had gone, and the light had dimmed, the church was quiet, and 

still, and no one moved.  Until the dreamer head a sound, which quickly became a 

roar.  The building had begun to collapse, for with the removal of the bodies and the 

bones of those nameless millions, the foundations of that very nice church had indeed 

been taken away.  The walls crumbled to dust, the roof toppled and fell.  The people 

cried out one last time.  The dreamer breathed heavily as the dust settled, and the 

wailing faded away. 

 But when the silence had again returned, he heard a still, small voice. 



 “My beloved had a vineyard on a very fertile hill.  He dug it and cleared it 

of stones, and planted it with choice vines; he built a watchtower in the midst of 

it, and hewed out a wine vat in it; he expected it to yield grapes, but it yielded 

wild, sour, inedible grapes. 

 And now, my people, what more was there to do for my vineyard that I have 

not done in it?  Why did it yield wild, inedible grapes? 

 And now I will tell you what I will do to my vineyard.  I will remove its 

hedge, and it shall be devoured; I will break down its wall, and it shall be 

trampled.  For the vineyard of the LORD of hosts is the house of Israel, and the 

people of Judah are his pleasant planting; he expected justice, but saw 

bloodshed; he desired righteousness, but heard instead the cry of millions going 

to their graves poor, hungry, lonely, forgotten.” 

 The dreamer was crushed.  He wanted to stop seeing, stop hearing, stop 

dreaming. 

 But the voice persisted. 

 “When you see a cloud rising in the west, you immediately say, 'It is going 

to rain'; and so it happens.  And when you see the south wind blowing, you say, 

'There will be scorching heat'; and it happens.  You hypocrites!  You know how to 

interpret the appearance of earth and sky, but why do you not know how to 

interpret the present time?” 



 There was a time of silence.  …  And then the dreamer heard voices from under 

the rubble, speaking words of repentance and prayer.  The church had found its true 

voice. 

 “Turn again, O God of hosts; look down from heaven, and see; have regard 

for this vine, the stock that your right hand planted.  Give us life, and we will call 

on your name.  Restore us, O LORD God of hosts; let your face shine, that we 

may be saved.” 

 With that, the man awoke.  With surprise, and relief, he realized that his church 

still stood.  His world still existed.  The dream was over.  … 

 But the still, small voice continued. 

 And… continues. 

 “Therefore, since we are surrounded by so great a cloud of witnesses: poor 

witnesses, hungry witnesses, lonely witnesses, abrasive witnesses, rude witnesses, 

angry witnesses, let us also lay aside every weight and the sin of intentional 

blindness that clings so closely, and let us run with perseverance the race toward 

justice that is set before us…, looking… to Jesus.” 

 Amen.


