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Sept. 15, 2013 – (17th Sunday after Pentecost, C) 

Sermon Text – Genesis 21:1-3; 22:1-14 
 

- After these things God tested Abraham. He said to him, "Abraham!" And he said, "Here I 

am."  He said, "Take your son, your only son Isaac, whom you love, and go to the land of 

Moriah, and offer him there as a burnt offering on one of the mountains that I shall show 

you.”…And Abraham looked up and saw a ram, caught in a thicket by its horns. Abra-

ham went and took the ram and offered it up as a burnt offering instead of his son.  So 

Abraham called that place "The Lord will provide"; as it is said to this day, "On the mount 

of the Lord it shall be provided." - 

 

[Abraham walks out leaning on a stool, using it for a walker.  He finds a place at the front of 

the chancel and sits on the stool.] 

 

Whew!  It’s not so easy for an old man like me to get around.  They call me Abraham, 

the father of many, and I suppose I am; but, if there is one thing that gave me trouble 

in life, it was being a father.  You see, God had called me at a fairly young age to go 

to a new land.  And God had promised me then that my wife, Sarah, and I would be-

come the mother and the father of a great nation, and that we would be blessed, in 

order to be a blessing to others.  But, we were not blessed, at least, not when it came 

to being parents.  We didn’t have children.  No matter what we did or how hard we 

tried, …nothing, no babies, no sons to carry on the family name, not even a daughter 

to bounce on me knee.  And I ask you, “How are a couple of people supposed to 

become the parents of a great nation, if they have no children?”  It just isn’t going to 

happen!  We started to think that God had forgotten us.  Sarah and I even got so 

desperate that she suggested that I take her slave girl and try to have a baby with her.  

I thought, “Well, why not?”  Maybe that was the only way the promise was ever going 

to come true.  And time was running out.  I was becoming an old man.  So, I took 

Hagar and we had a son, Ishmael.  You’ve probably heard of him.  He became great 

too, the father of many peoples, but he wasn’t the child of the promise, not the way 

God had planned it anyway. 

 

[Abraham readjusts his stool, moving it to a new location and sitting on it again.] 

 

 One day, when I had reached the age of ninety-nine, I was sitting in the door of 

my tent when three men came walking down the road.  As the rules of desert hospital-

ity required, I invited them to rest for a while.  We gave them water and fixed them a 

nice meal and before they left, they told me that Sarah was pregnant.  What a hoot!  I 

was nearly a hundred, she nearly ninety, and now, after all those years, she’s going to 

have a baby?  Yep, that’s what they said.  Sarah laughed.  She laughed and she 

laughed.  She couldn’t believe it either.  But it was true.  Nine months later, she gave 
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birth to a son.  She called him Isaac, “laughter” because he gave her such joy.  We 

couldn’t have been happier.  God’s promise had come true.  God had not forgotten us 

after all!  What a joy it was to be parents!  What a wonderful gift was Isaac to us in our 

old, old age!   

 

 After some years had passed, I got the notion that God was talking to me again.  

Now, you have to understand that I was a man of faith.  I had listened when God had 

spoken to me before.  I had left my family and followed God’s call to the Promised 

Land.  We had waited all those years, but, we had been blessed with the birth of a 

child.  It seemed like God’s blessing was certainly in progress.  And then, God said to 

me, “Take your son, …and …offer him as a burnt offering…”  What??  Sacrifice Isaac as 

an offering??  Kill our child of the promise??  Some people think me to be coldhearted, 

that it was easy for me to decide to sacrifice my son.  But that wasn’t the case at all.  I 

was appalled at the idea.  I didn’t want to do it.  What parent could possibly think of 

such a thing?  What kind of God would demand so costly a sacrifice?  It would be the 

end of the promise, a breach of God’s covenant.  I pretended not to understand.  I 

said to God, “I have two sons.”  God said, “Your only son.”  I said, “They are each the 

only son of their mothers.”  God said, “The one whom you love.”  I said, “I love them 

both.”  And God said, “Isaac.”  And I knew what I had to do. 

 

[Abraham gets up again and moves the stool closer to the congregation.] 

 

 I gathered Isaac and a couple of servants, some wood for the fire, and a don-

key to carry it, and we set off for the mountains in the north.  We travelled a long time.  

Finally, I saw the place in the distance.  I unloaded the wood from the donkey, gave it 

to Isaac to carry and told the servants to wait for us in that place.  They wondered what 

was going on, but I couldn’t tell them any more than I could have told Sarah what I 

was doing.  She would’ve flat out killed me, and the servants would never have under-

stood.  “We’re going up on the mountain to worship,” I told them.  “We’ll be back.”  It 

seemed like a fib at the time, a harmless fib, but a fib nonetheless.  Isaac and I walked 

on.  He’s a smart boy.  He also wondered what we were doing.  He said to me, “We 

have the wood and the fire for the offering.  But where is the lamb?”  Oh, …talk about 

breaking your heart.  If I couldn’t tell Sarah and I couldn’t tell the servants, how could I 

tell Isaac?  All I could manage was “God will provide.”  One way or another, I knew 

that was true.  In my mind, I was certain that Isaac had been designated as the lamb.  

I could only hope for some other outcome.  We continued up the mountain. 

 

[Abraham moved the stool even closer to the people.] 
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 When we got to the top, we built an altar.  We piled the wood on top and laid it 

out, ready for the sacrifice.  But, there was no lamb.  There was no alternative.  There 

was nothing that would spare me from the terrible thing that I had come to do.  So, I 

grabbed Isaac.  I bound his hands and his feet.  I covered his eyes and I laid him atop 

the wood.  I drew my knife from my belt and raised it high above my son, fully pre-

pared to do the most awful thing that I could ever imagine…  And just at that moment, 

I froze.  I couldn’t bring my arm down upon the boy.  And a voice called to me from 

heaven, “Don’t do it.  Don’t hurt him.  I know that you fear God.  You are truly a man of 

faith.  You have not withheld your son from me, but have offered him up as a sacri-

fice.”  Never have I acted so quickly.  I put away the knife, untied my son, and em-

braced him with the biggest bear hug of all time.  What a sense of relief!  As I let it 

wash over me, I looked up and saw a ram caught in a thicket.  I said to Isaac, “There is 

the lamb.  I told you that God would provide.  God always provides.”  We did exactly 

as I had told my servants.  We worshiped on the mountain.  I named the place “The 

Lord will provide” in honor of what had happened there.  And we returned to the 

servants and journeyed back home to Sarah and the rest of our lives. 

 

 So, here is what I want you to remember and this is what I want you to learn from 

my story: “God does provide.  Know how you feel when you are being tested?  No 

matter what trials or difficulties you may face, God is always faithful.  And God will 

supply you with whatever you may need.  It may not be what you expect.  But it will be 

what you need because that is the way God works.”  My story is not an easy one.  It 

was not easy for me.  And it is not easy for most people to hear.  But it is important.  

People of faith have seen in it, a model for how God works in the world.  And when the 

time was right, God called upon himself to make the same exact sacrifice that God 

had asked of me.  Only, …God went through with it.  God “did not withhold his own 

son, but gave him up for us” out of love, so that we “should not perish, but have eternal 

life.”  That is God’s promise.  And you can take it from me, God is always faithful to 

God’s promises.  You can count on it.  “God will provide.” 

 

           Amen. 


