
May 10 Worship Transcript
Welcome and Prayer: Carol Duerksen

Good morning, Tabor family, and welcome to our world of virtual worship together. This 
is Mother’s Day, and as I think about my mother, one of my strongest memories of her 
and a creative activity that we did together was coloring. We colored together, but 
mostly on certain occasions. And those certain occasions were thunderstorms. I hated 
thunderstorms. They terrified me and put me in a panic. So Mom would pull out the 
coloring books and we would do some serious and very deliberate coloring. And when 
the thunder crashed loudly and the lightning struck nearby, she would assure me that 
everything would be okay. And we would color some more. 

These days we are in a storm of this pandemic, and I think that what we are doing is 
coloring together. We may not be sitting side by side like my mom and I did, but we are 
coloring together in the storm, reassuring each other that things are going to be okay.  
Life is unpredictable, but God is faithful. This morning we will hear the story of Abraham 
and Sarah, who did what they heard God telling them to do, who trusted God to be with 
them even when they didn’t have the baby they wanted so badly. God was indeed with 
them, and Sarah gave birth to a baby boy. God is indeed with us, faithful, reassuring, 
sitting beside us in the storm. We invite God to be with us now….come, now is the time 
to worship.     

Scripture Reading: Genesis 18:9-15; 21:1-7 (NRSV) - Carrie Friesen

Gen. 18:9  They said to him, “Where is your wife Sarah?” And he said, “There, in the 
tent.” 10 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. 11 Now 
Abraham and Sarah were old, advanced in age; it had ceased to be with Sarah after the 
manner of women. 12 So Sarah laughed to herself, saying, “After I have grown old, and 
my husband is old, shall I have pleasure?” 13 The LORD said to Abraham, “Why did 
Sarah laugh, and say, ‘Shall I indeed bear a child, now that I am old?’ 14 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.” 15 But Sarah denied, saying, “I did not laugh”; for she was afraid. He 
said, “Oh yes, you did laugh.”

Gen. 21:1  The LORD dealt with Sarah as he had said, and the LORD did for Sarah as 
he had promised. 2 Sarah conceived and bore Abraham a son in his old age, at the time 
of which God had spoken to him. 3 Abraham gave the name Isaac to his son whom 
Sarah bore him. 4 And Abraham circumcised his son Isaac when he was eight days old, 
as God had commanded him. 5 Abraham was a hundred years old when his son Isaac 
was born to him. 6 Now Sarah said, “God has brought laughter for me; everyone who 
hears will laugh with me.” 7 And she said, “Who would ever have said to Abraham that 
Sarah would nurse children? Yet I have borne him a son in his old age.”

The Word of God for the People of God 
Thanks Be to God! 



Sermon: Pastor Katherine Goerzen

One of the very first things (indeed, one of the only things) that we learn about Sarah is 
that she was barren. We learn this almost one entire chapter before any mention of a 
promise of a child. And the first reference to Abraham and Sarah’s offspring, as far as I 
can tell, came after Abraham had turned 75 years old, after they had moved to the land 
of Canaan. 

Yet I would imagine that Sarah realized that she and Abraham couldn’t conceive a child 
years before that. After they were first married, I imagine that she was quite excited to 
think about bringing a child into the world, nursing him, caring for him, and everything 
else that went with being a mother. After all, in her day, the most important thing that a 
woman could do was bear children. At the end of the first few months, after realizing 
that she was not yet pregnant, perhaps she reassured herself, “It’s okay, we’ll try 
again.” Yet month after month, she would get her hopes up, only to have them dashed 
again, and again, and again, until the grief consumed her.  

It would have been bad enough had it just been her and Abraham. Yet the grief was 
compounded when the whispers started following her everywhere she went. Despite 
her husband’s wealth and social status, it felt as if no one respected her. She could see 
the judgment in their eyes. 

It probably got to the point that she just didn’t want to go out anymore. It was hard to 
bear the whispers, the comments, the judgmental looks, or the pain of seeing other 
pregnant or nursing women. The ease and success of their pregnancies mocked her 
barren womb.  

All this she endued month after month, year after year, until her grief was as certain as 
the sunrise and her despair as familiar as an old friend. She resigned herself to the 
realization that this was now her life. Though she took no pleasure in what had 
happened, she had grown accustomed to her barrenness and settled herself into a 
daily routine defined by her apathy and her lack of hope for the future. 

Now throughout the years, every once in a while, she would notice that Abraham would 
hint at a hope and a purpose that he felt. Or she would catch him watching sand fall 
from his fingertips or looking up at the night sky filled with stars, but she chalked these 
up to the foolishness and fancy of an old man. 



Then came the day when the three visitors showed up.  Abraham was usually a 
gracious and kind host, but Sarah noticed him take extra care and effort with these 
three. Once he finally sat down to talk and eat with them, something drew her to listen 
in on their conversation and so she hid behind the tent entrance where she could more 
easily hear what they were saying. She was shocked when she heard them say her 
name (she couldn’t remember Abraham even mentioning her at all to them). But it was 
what they said next that nearly knocked her off her feet and took her breath away, “I will 
surely return to you in due season, and your wife Sarah shall have a son.” 

What? A son? Her deepest desire which had been denied her all of these years? Why 
would they even mention it now? Where was this promise years ago? She didn’t even 
want to entertain the thought of allowing herself to hope that it might be true, not when 
her age and her body and the process of menopause had made such things physically 
impossible. 

She rolled her eyes and laughed to herself, yet her laughter was “not out of cocky 
arrogance but because a life of long disappointment had taught her not to clutch at 
straws.” An ancient and decrepit couple did not have children. A barren womb could not 
bring forth life. She had been reminded of these glaring realities every single day. Given 
everything she knew, everything she had experienced, she could not even imagine the 
possibility of such pleasure. Given everything that had happened to her, her shocked 
laughter was a completely understandable and human response. 

Yet her laughter prompted the divine visitor to ask, “Is anything too wonderful for the 
Lord?” And once again the promise was given, “At the set time I will return to you, in 
due season, and Sarah shall have a son.” 

Her immediate response was one of doubt, denial, and fear. Yet one wonders what 
questions were running through her mind: Could she bring herself to trust in a future 
that seemed so uncertain? So impossible? Could she allow herself to believe that 
“nothing is impossible for the Lord” given her past grief and experience? 

We do not know her thoughts or her response after the visitors left. Perhaps a seed of 
hope was finally planted within her heart. Perhaps she finally began to allow herself to 
believe that “nothing is impossible for God,” despite whatever human wisdom might 
dictate. Perhaps, that night, she joined Abraham as he gazed at the beauty and the 
abundance of the stars that filled the night sky.

Or perhaps she remained in her fear, grief, and doubt, because, though it wasn’t what 
she wanted, at least this way of living was familiar. Perhaps she told herself that some 
things even God can’t do, because her experience had taught her that there are some 
things just don’t happen. 



We don’t know if she was ready to accept God’s promise or not. 

Yet, as the Bible has proclaimed to us time and again, God is able to do what he has 
promised, whether we are ready or not. God is able to fulfill promises and act for good 
in history, even in improbable and unbelievable circumstances. 

And suddenly, “inexplicably, this yearned-for, unexpected, desperately wanted baby 
[was] born, not of normal human circumstance, but of the power and fidelity of God. 
This birth [was] an event defying explanation, resisting reason,” going against all 
previous knowledge or experience. Yet, certain as the sunrise, that which seemed 
humanly impossible had finally happened. 

 “Sarah had brought her nervous laughter to God's promise, [but] in the end the tables 
were turned” when Sarah said: “God has brought laughter for me; everyone who hears 
will laugh with me. Who would ever have said to Abraham that Sarah would nurse 
children? Yet I have borne him a son in his old age.”

Grief was turned to wonder; despair to gratitude; hopelessness to praise; and anguish 
to laughter. God’s promise had finally been fulfilled.

We find ourselves, as Abraham and Sarah did for so long, in a time between when the 
promise is given and the promise is fulfilled. And in our waiting, we still find ourselves 
stuck in moments of grief, or pain, or hopelessness. We settle into new “normals,” even 
if it wasn’t what we wanted, and we resign ourselves to accept things for how they are 
because so often it seems more familiar, easier, even safer to do so. We don’t always 
allow ourselves to dare to dream that another reality is possible. It is so difficult to hope 
that things will not always stay as they are now, especially when when things feel 
overwhelming, frightening, or painful. 

We’ve seen the way the world works. We know that not all people will be healed from 
illness and that many will succumb to death before the time when it would seem fair. 
We know not every couple who longs desperately for children will get an opportunity to 
be parents (In fact, I imagine that stories in the Bible where barren women, like Sarah, 
finally conceive and bear a child open old wounds for those who have struggled with 
infertility and no child ever comes). We know that terrible things happen to some 
people, some families, some areas of the world, while others tend to escape from most 
disasters, though we can’t begin to fathom why. We know the promises of God, and yet, 
sometimes it can be difficult to hope and hold on to these because of our life 
experiences and our grief. 



Sarah wasn’t spared from her grief. In fact, she endured a lifetime of it. There was no 
simple, painless route that led to a son. The promise of a child didn’t come to her when she 
first learned that she was barren, but came to her, finally, in her old age. It was only near the 
end of her life that she finally was given the gift of “Laughter” after much so sorrow. 

And though God’s presence and promise was made known most dramatically in the 
birth of Isaac, I am convinced that God was no less present with Sarah and Abraham 
through the entirety of their barrenness. God was there for each shed tear, each hurtful 
comment, each heartfelt prayer. Sometimes God’s presence was more obvious than 
others, but that doesn’t mean that God was any less present in moments of darkness 
and grief. “Nothing is lost on the breath of God,” but “God holds the world forever,” even 
in our moments of deepest despair.

God continues to reach out to us, offering us opportunities to deepen our faith and 
strengthen our hope as we find ourselves waiting for all of God’s promises to be fully 
realized and fulfilled. 

We can either allow our grief and hopelessness to overwhelm us to the point that we 
cannot even dare to hope that God could bring about a transformation, because it 
seems so impossible. 

Or, we can remind ourselves, even in times of pain and despair, that God’s promise 
endures and that God is faithful. Our God is the One who brings new life, even in 
situations where there is nothing on which to base any hope. Our God is the One who 
brings new life and restoration, who has won the victory over the powers of death, and 
who creates new birth from that which once was barren. 

After all, “is anything too wonderful for the Lord?”

Faith Sharing: Eunice Nickel

Good morning Tabor Church family, and Happy Mother’s Day!  Jordan is joining me this 
morning because today is the day we were expecting to bring him to church for child 
dedication. Obviously, because of the pandemic that we are currently experiencing, we 
had to change those plans.  Since child dedication was such a special time for our 
family when each of the girls were babies, it’s disappointing that we aren’t celebrating 
that at church today.  However, we trust that someday we will be able to be back to 
church and will be able to have that special time together. [exit Jordan]



Today Pastor Katherine is going to be talking about the unexpected.  As I look back on 
Jordan’s life, a lot of the things that we have experienced with him have been a little 
unexpected.  After both of our girls arrived well after their expected due dates, Jordan 
surprised us by arriving a week early!  So that was unexpected.  While that was a 
mostly good unexpected and we were blessed to have him become a part of our family, 
it was still a bit surprising.  

When both of the girls were born, they had jaundice as newborns and we had to take 
them back to the hospital for frequent weight checks and had to monitor that situation 
closely.  So, it wasn’t surprising when Jordan’s bloodwork came back showing he was 
jaundiced as a newborn too.  What was unexpected is that his bilirubin levels were a 
little higher than the girls’ had been.  We ended up having to do light therapy at home 
with him and make daily trips back to the hospital for heel pricks and bloodwork.  So 
that was something unexpected that happened during his first week of life.  Throughout 
that experience we were thankful that we were able to take care of him at home and 
that he did not have to be readmitted to the hospital.

Fast forward a few months to this winter where influenza, RSV, and frequent ear 
infections became a part of our reality.  While it is not totally surprising that the 
youngest child catches all of the bugs from his older sisters who bring germs home 
from school, that was not something we were planning on either. Through those 
experiences, we were once again thankful that we were able to care for him at home, 
did not have to go into the hospital, and everything turned out okay.

The obvious unexpected event that we are dealing with these days is the COVID-19 
pandemic that all of us are living through.  I feel like any of us could share our stories of 
living with the unexpected during this time.  And, I think we should take time to hear 
each other’s stories.  Here is our story. During this time, Kenton and I have continued to 
work.  For me that has meant teaching part time from home and helping the girls with 
their school work at home, all while caring for a baby who wasn’t well during first 3-4 
weeks our time stuck at home.  When you’re caring for a sick baby, you think about 
taking time off from work and giving him extra needed attention while his sisters are at 
school and calling grandmas and grandpas and other family to help out.  You often hear 
the phrase that it takes a village to raise a child, and we felt like because of the stay at 
home order and concern for the safety of our family, we lost part of our village and had 
a lot more to manage on our own.  So that was a struggle.

During times of unexpected events you fall back on what’s stable.  Even though we 
couldn’t call up family and friends to help with our children in the way we would’ve liked, 
they were able to provide us with some meals and we were able to rely on their prayers 
and support.



A special Bible verse for me that was actually shared with me several years ago when 
my parents and sister were hospitalized after a car accident is Romans 12:12.  Rejoice 
in hope, be patient in suffering, persevere in prayer.  I immediately committed this short 
verse to memory at that time and it has become very special to me.  It is one that 
always provides me with some comfort and stability during difficult times or times of 
suffering.  While our family hasn’t necessarily been suffering during this pandemic, 
having the 3 phrases in this verse to fall back on has been meaningful.  We are hopeful 
that we will be able to stay well and that we can someday return to spending time 
together with friends, with our extended family, and with our church family.  We are 
trying to be patient during this time as it can seem a little chaotic to try to manage 
everything and stay home all the time.  And, finally there have been a lot of prayers that 
we all stay well, that Jordan would fully recover and stay well as his RSV diagnosis was 
amidst all of this, and that our community, nation and world will recover from this.
So, Tabor Church family, I invite you to rejoice in hope, be patient in suffering, and 
persevere in prayer.

Faith Sharing: Carrie Smith

Many of you know that Marshall has been coming to work with me since my return from 
maternity leave.  Up until March 25, he got to hang out in my office in City Hall in Newton.  
Since March 25, he’s sat here with me for zoom meetings, phone calls and court hearings 
by virtual appearance, so it seemed fitting that he join me today from the corner of our 
living room that has turned into a makeshift office and classroom!
Today should have been the day that Mark and I brought Marshall to church to be 
dedicated into our congregation and into the church.  We still plan to do this in the future, 
but like so many other events, “should have” has become a common phrase for 
birthdays, graduations, vacations, recitals, and so many other life events.  This is certainly 
not what we expected when we looked ahead to baby dedication on Mother’s Day!

Marshall is six months old, and in his six months so far, has given me several 
unexpected experiences.  His birth started with a race to the hospital.  One more 
question at the E.R. doors and he would have been born in the hospital hallway!  I sure 
wasn’t expecting that.  I wasn’t expecting to deliver in the presence of two nurses 
because the doctor didn’t get there in time.  And I was not expecting to return to those 
same E.R. doors three months later.  Six kids and it’s the baby we take to the 
emergency room?!  Not the rowdy boys, or the climbing and energetic toddler.  Mark 
and I were not expecting that after a few tests in the E.R., we would spend five days in 
the hospital with Marshall, all while juggling the other 3 kids at home, and our own jobs.  
We were so grateful for lots of help from my parents and the amazing support of our 
church family and friends.  We are so thankful that Marshall made a full recovery and 
now is a healthy and robust squishy marshmallow child who has maintained his sweet 
smiles, laid-back personality and has captured all of our hearts.  



Like most, if not all of you, our lives have changed since Spring Break.  I cannot recall a 
time in my life where I ever wanted to be a teacher, and I never expected that I would 
be.  And I still don’t pretend to be, but I have to fumble my way through “teaching” 5th 
grade and 3rd grade, and re-learning some of those things I learned so many years 
ago!  I had my first baby 11.5 years ago, and four babies later and I had yet to 
experience being a stay-at-home mom.  But I had a taste of it, sort of, these past 6 
weeks.  Granted, I was attempting to work from home in the midst, but I am glad I got a 
glimpse of what it was like, and I enjoyed it much more than I ever thought I would!  

There have been hard days too.  Depression has reared its head on days when I wasn’t 
expecting it.  Anxiety has certainly appeared on a regular basis.  But God is faithful, and 
he has placed people in my life to keep me afloat.  Some of these people I know and 
love – my husband, my parents, my brother and sister-in-law, my coworkers.  Some 
people are strangers who make inspiring posts on social media, and posts that calm my 
spirit.  Mom friends and teacher friends that encourage each other to take a deep 
breath, love your kids, and do your best.  Even when we have been physically distant, 
in ways I find myself in more communication with many of these people than when we 
are not under the directive to remain apart.  I am grateful for relationships that have 
continued to grow.  

While this time has been quite a challenge, there have been blessings mixed into the 
chaos.  The time I have had with my kids was unexpected.  God has given me time to 
enjoy the beautiful spring weather.  Time to slow down, and have our evenings to 
ourselves as a family with nowhere to go (whether we wanted to or not!).  Time to walk 
together as a family, play together more.  Exploring a new path, or a ghost town.  Time 
to watch my children learn, firsthand; or to have them teach me multiplication tables 
and geometry!  More time to spend with Marshall before he started daycare.  Time to 
learn to work at home, to utilize technology to my benefit, allowing me to carry out mom 
duties and work duties simultaneously.  Rainy days, where, had I been at the office, I 
would think “I wish I was home to curl up with a cup of coffee.”  And taking the 
opportunity to do just that.  

Life is full of unexpected moments.  It seems like we’ve had our fair share lately.  I pray 
that I can continue to strive to be patient during times of chaos; to take a deep breath.  I 
am grateful for the unique opportunities that have been the result of this unexpected 
and unique time in life.   



Congregational Prayer & Blessing: Pastor Rosie Jantz

Gracious God, We give you thanks for the opportunity to connect with each other in 
new ways. We are grateful for each person gathered today, that our faith and trust in 
you is strengthened through our worship and common bond of discipleship. So, we 
come with all that we have and all that we are. 

We bring the deepest desires of our heart; our laments and our joys, trusting that you 
see, hear and know us better than we know ourselves; for it is in you that live and move 
and have our being. Thank you, Mothering God, for birthing us. Hear our prayers of 
gratitude. (pause)

Loving God, we come with fear, grief, sadness, anxious thoughts, and we release them 
into your care. In your mercy, Lord, carry them. Catch our tears with your tears and 
comfort us. Gather us in, Mothering Spirit, that we may take refuge in the shadow of 
your wings. O, Lord, hear our prayer. 

We offer to you all the tired bodies and minds who work endless hours on the front lines 
of this pandemic; for all the restless spirits who want to get back to doing what they love 
and were trained to do but are stuck and waiting to be called. O, Lord, hear our prayer. 
For mothers who are parenting and helping teach online along with working other jobs. 
We honor them today, and pray for strength and patience in their work and play.

For all parents, teachers, administrators, and leaders whose roles may have changed 
into working more hours or less. God of love, surround them with your goodness and 
peace as they make difficult decisions in the workplace, at home and in their lives. O 
Lord, hear our prayer.

Refresh our hearts, O God, to freely receive your unexpected gifts in these unexpected 
times. You are with us. Help us not to despair. Lead us to your light that shines even in 
the darkest places. Do not let the tragedies of this pandemic overwhelm us, rather, turn 
us instead toward your promises that you are always near, and that you will never leave 
us alone. Your love is sure and steady, unwavering and expansive beyond our 
comprehension. You, O God, are completely trustworthy, and for this we give you 
thanks.

Grant us your mind, O Christ, as church council meets to discern your will for Tabor. 
Allow your wisdom, patience and compassion to permeate our words and actions. Free 
us to think clearly and to seek the good of your kingdom on earth as it is in heaven. For 
yours is the kingdom, the power and the glory forever, Amen.



Blessing (adapted from Ephesians 3:16-19) 

May God grant that you be strengthened in your inner being with power through his 
Spirit, and that Christ may dwell in your hearts through faith, as you are being rooted 
and grounded in love. May you have the power to comprehend, with all the saints, what 
is the breadth and length and height and depth, and to know the love of Christ that 
surpasses knowledge, so that you may be filled with all the fullness of God. 
May your day be filled with goodness!


