
Nov. 15, 2015 -- (Pentecost 25, Mar) 

Sermon Text – Hosea 11:1-9 

 

- When Israel was a child, I loved him, and out of Egypt I called my son.  The more I 

called them, the more they went from me; they kept sacrificing to the Baals, and 

offering incense to idols.  Yet it was I who taught Ephraim to walk, I took them up in my 

arms; but they did not know that I healed them.  I led them with cords of human kind-

ness, with bands of love. I was to them like those who lift infants to their cheeks. I bent 

down to them and fed them…My heart recoils within me; my compassion grows warm 

and tender.  I will not execute my fierce anger; I will not again destroy Ephraim; for I am 

God and no mortal, the Holy One in your midst, and I will not come in wrath. - 

 

 

[Hosea enters. He is carrying a large doll tucked in his arm like a baby.] 

 

 Good morning.  My name is Hosea.  Let me tell you a little about myself.  I am a 

prophet.  I worked in the northern kingdom of Israel.  I proclaimed God’s judgment 

upon the unfaithfulness of the people, who had declared their loyalty to God after my 

earlier colleague, Elijah, had defeated the priests of Baal in that audacious contest 

you heard about last week, saying, “The Lord indeed is God; the Lord indeed is God;” 

but nonetheless, soon forgot all about God’s power and went back to their old ways – 

worshipping other gods, making sacrifices, bringing offerings and engaging in all 

sorts of wild and crazy activities, in order to put their faith in things other than the true 

God of Abraham, Isaac and Jacob.  Like many other prophets, the Lord asked me to 

act out my message.  He told me to marry a spouse that I knew would be unfaithful.  I 

found just such a woman in Gomer, my wife.  I knew from the beginning that she 

didn’t love me and she wouldn’t remain faithful; but, I had enough money to attract 

her initially and keep her satisfied for at least a little while.  We had three children.  

We gave them symbolic names.  We called them Jezreel, Lo-ruhamah and Lo-ammi, 

that’s “God Scatters,” “Not Pitied,” and “Not My People,” for God had said that the 

days were coming when the kingdom of Israel would come to an end, when God 

would no longer forgive the sins of the people and when God no longer be their God. 

 

 That’s why I brought this baby with me this morning.  She has a name too, 

although we can’t seem to remember what it is.  For as long as I can remember, she 

has been referred to simply as “the Ugly Baby.”  I dressed her up a little this morning, 

so that she wouldn’t look quite so bad, but let me take off her hood, so that you can 

see her a little better.  Don’t be afraid.  She isn’t that horrible, and she’s not at all 

dangerous.  [He removes her hood revealing the baby’s bald head and plain/ugly 

features.]  There.  You see what I mean?  [He shows her to several people, giving 

them a close look.]  Those of you in the back will just have to believe me.  She’s not 

very pretty.  Oh, I know, there are people who think that every baby is cute in their 
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own way; but, believe me, I’ve seen cute babies.  This is not one of them.  The rumor 

is that she may once have had hair and that might have helped, but I don’t 

remember that.  The fact is that, if we are being honest, (and why wouldn’t we be), 

this baby is just quite simply an ugly baby.  So, that’s what we call her.  Like my own 

children, born into the nation of Israel long ago, her prospects are not very bright.  

She is likely not to be cared for, or pitied, or even to be recognized as one of God’s 

people.  I’m sorry.  Those are harsh words, I know, but sometimes a prophet has to tell 

the truth, even if it hurts!  The thing is, I know for a fact, that, of all the babies in the 

closet, and at times there have been many, this one has received the most love, and 

the greatest care, and the majority of the attention, and nearly all the play time from 

one daughter and two granddaughters and no doubt the third to come, when she get 

old enough to play with dolls.  It’s a miracle, I think, because it certainly isn’t her 

looks, and it’s not her refinements.  She doesn’t talk.  She doesn’t cry.  She doesn’t 

even blink her eyes.  She just is.  And she is ugly. 

 

 Well, things got ugly for me too.  Gomer eventually left me, as I knew she 

would.  She went off looking for other men who could provide her with more things 

and more fun and more excitement.  That isn’t easy – to be rejected like that, to be 

treated like that, to be abandoned like that.  There I was with three kids and no one to 

help me care for them.  I was lonely.  I was sad.  I was upset and angry.  It broke my 

heart.  I wanted to march right out, find Gomer and bring her back.  I wanted to 

punish her for hurting me and my children.  I wanted to make her take responsibility 

and force her to live up to her obligations.  But she was ungrateful and willful and 

stubborn.  She wanted nothing to do with me.  And what I came to understand is that 

is exactly how God felt about God’s people.  That’s what I realize God was trying to 

tell me through my life with Gomer.  Like me, God had given everything for the sake 

of God’s people.  God had freed them.  God had led them.  God had brought them 

to the new land.  God had provided them with everything they needed.  God had 

established them as a nation.  God had made them great.  But, they had repaid 

God’s care and concern with repeated unfaithfulness.  Again and again, despite 

God’s faithfulness, they had gone after other gods.  That had sacrificed to the Baals.  

They had kissed the golden calves.  They had brought their offerings to the pagan 

temples.  And they had participated in the rituals of pagan practices.  They had 

returned God’s faithfulness with nothing but their own faithlessness.   

 

 And God’s heart was grieved.  God was angry.  God was upset.  God wanted 

to punish those rebellious people, the same way that today God wants to punish us 

when we insist on clinging to other gods – like wealth, and power, and beauty, and  

comfort, and security and material possessions – all those things that draw us away 
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from God when we put too much faith in them.  And God was ready to bring down 

the hammer on them.  God was ready to wipe them out.  They would be scattered.  

They would be shown no pity.  They would no longer be God’s people.  But then, God 

remembered God’s love.  God remembered that when they were like children, God 

loved them.  God taught them to walk.  God held them in God’s arms.  God lifted 

them up to kiss their cheeks.  God bent down to care for their needs.  God fed them 

when they were in need.  And because God is God, God chose not to destroy them, 

but to love them, despite all their ugliness, just the way that daughters and grand-

daughters choose to love this baby, despite all her ugliness.  The thing is that with 

them it’s not about the baby.  It’s about the heart of the girls!  And with God it’s not 

about us.  It’s about the heart of God because that is the way God is.  That is what 

God is all about.  “God is love,” the New Testament authors would eventually write.  

They had seen it in action – in Jesus’ own care for little children, in his service to the 

poor and the outcast, the ailing and the sinful, and in his giving of his life on the cross.  

God’s inclination may be to punish, and God has every right to feel that way; but, 

God’s resolve is always to save, to gather, to show mercy, and to claim those who 

are his children, because that is who God is.  God is love.  And we can be thankful for 

that. 

       Amen. 


