
“He Expected Justice” 
Luke 12:51-56; Isaiah 5:1-7; Hebrews 11:29-34 

 
Hebrews 11:29-34 
29By faith the people passed through the Red Sea as if it were dry land,  
 but when the Egyptians attempted to do so they were drowned.  
 
30By faith the walls of Jericho fell after they had been encircled for seven days. 
 
31By faith Rahab the prostitute did not perish with those who were disobedient, 
 because she had received the spies in peace. 
 
32And what more should I say? For time would fail me  
 to tell of Gideon, Barak, Samson, Jephthah,  
  of David and Samuel and the prophets— 
 

 33who through faith  
  conquered kingdoms,  
   administered justice,  
    obtained promises,  
     shut the mouths of lions,  
      34quenched raging fire,  
       escaped the edge of the sword,  
        won strength out of weakness,  
         became mighty in war,  
          put foreign armies to flight.  
 
Anthem: “Softly and Tenderly” 
   
Isaiah 5:1-7 
1Let me sing for my beloved my love-song concerning his vineyard: 
 My beloved had a vineyard on a very fertile hill. 
2He 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 grapes. 
 
3And now, inhabitants of Jerusalem and people of Judah,  
 judge between me and my vineyard. 
4What more was there to do for my vineyard that I have not done in it? 
 When I expected it to yield grapes, why did it yield wild grapes? 



 
5And 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 down. 
6I will make it a waste; it shall not be pruned or hoed, 
 and it shall be overgrown with briers and thorns;  
 I will also command the clouds that they rain no rain upon it. 
 
7For 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;  
 righteousness, but heard a cry! 
 
Luke 12:51-56 
[1When the crowd gathered by the thousands, so that they trampled on one 
another, Jesus began to speak first to his disciples:]  
 
51Do you think that I have come to bring peace to the earth? No, I tell you, but 
rather division! 52From now on five in one household will be divided, three against 
two and two against three;  
 
53they will be divided: father against son and son against father, mother against 
daughter and daughter against mother, mother-in-law against her daughter-in-law 
and daughter-in-law against mother-in-law.”  
 
54He said to the crowds, “When you see a cloud rising in the west, you 
immediately say, ‘It is going to rain'; and so it happens. 55And when you see the 
south wind blowing, you say, ‘There will be scorching heat’; and it happens. 
 
56You hypocrites! [Peterson translates, “Frauds!”]  
 
You know how to interpret the appearance of earth and sky, but why do you not 
know how to interpret the present time?” 
 

The Sermon 
 
What was your reaction—you, disciple of Jesus—when he pulled all of you into 
the circle, with crowds pressing all around eagerly following, but at a safer 
distance than you disciples—what was your reaction when he pulled you all in and 
said, as if he urgently needed to clarify something: 



 
You didn’t think I came here to smooth out all divisions, did you?  
 
Did you think I came here to make sure that everybody, no matter what they stand 
for, is indistinguishable from one another—and it’s all OK, as long as they’re all 
at peace with each other? 
 
Because I didn’t come here to bring peace; I’m here to bring division. 
 
What did you think when he said that?  
 
I remember what I thought when I was a little kid and I came across this passage. 
 
Actually, it was Matthew’s version, and I had read where he had said, “Do not 
think that I have come to bring peace to the earth; I have not come to bring peace, 
but a sword. For I have come to set a man against his father, and a daughter 
against her mother, and a daughter-in-law against her mother-in-law; and one’s 
foes will be members of one’s own household.” 
 
And that week I was walking somewhere holding my grandmother’s hand, and I 
was thinking about this passage, and I thought, “No way, Jesus. If you came to 
bring a sword between me and this woman, then you and I are going to be 
enemies.”  
 
I didn’t say that out loud, because I was old enough to have figured out that 
blasphemy would probably get a slap from Grandma.  
 
But I had no intention of allowing anybody to bring a sword between my family 
and me—not even Jesus.  
 
When I got a little older, I figured, “Well, there’s got to be some explanation for 
this.” And there is.  
 
But there is no doubt that the gauntlet is laid down.  
 
At some point, we either do or do not take seriously the message of God’s 
universe-defining love—and what it demands of us—and how it separates us—
how it demands that we are distinguished from and not at peace with those who, 
for example, would hurt, or kill, or mistreat people, or would allow others to hurt 
or kill or mistreat people, in order to preserve their own place of privilege.  



 
And if we will not take that division seriously, then Jesus will agree with all the 
cultured despisers of our childlike, scientifically naive belief in God: that our 
“religion” is a hypocritical fraud.  
 
And the gauntlet is this: there should be—God expects there to be—a visible 
difference between the evidence your life will have left if you follow Christ, and 
what it looks like if you do not.  
 
And that gauntlet is specifically laid down in the context of a long history of 
God’s people failing, time and again, to live like people who have an intimate 
relationship with the unfathomably loving God who came to earth and offered a 
life of abundant love and generosity and kindness and hope and comfort, and who 
loved them enough to die for them; and still they have often lived as if nothing 
like that had ever happened.  
 
God gave the Covenant People everything. Every advantage. Every reason to treat 
all people with respect and dignity, and the ability to do so. It should have been an 
obvious outcome; justice was naturally to be expected. 
 
The beloved had a vineyard on a very fertile hill. 
He dug it and cleared it, and planted choice vines in it; 
he built a watchtower in it, and hewed out a wine vat; 
he expected it to yield fine, domesticated, full-bodied grapes,  
 but it yielded wild grapes. 
What more did they want him to do for that vineyard? 
He said, “When I expected it to yield grapes,  
 why did it yield wild grapes?” 
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 he saw bloodshed.  
 
In bullet-ridden bodies of black American men,  
he saw bloodshed.  
In the indiscriminate pursuit of war,  
he saw bloodshed.  
Everywhere someone is left to die  
 alone, without help, without compassion, without understanding, 
he saw bloodshed.  



In every child who starves in a world that could easily feed us all,  
he saw bloodshed.  
In homes where cowardly domestic violence hides behind curtains, 
he saw bloodshed.  
 
He saw bloodshed when he had every right and reason to expect justice. 
He expected righteousness, but heard a cry! 
 
And his expectation was met with disappointment.  
 
We were vague acquaintances in junior high and high school; 30 years later, I 
know more about her from Facebook than I ever knew from being around her. So I 
don’t know any more details about this than what I read in her short post this 
week, but I gather that she has a daughter named Lauren who is in 7th grade and is 
a cheerleader. She wrote:  
 
“Lauren cheered the jamboree tonight, and had a great time—until she saw two 
girls making fun of her. And she knows them.”  
 
Of course, she had expected that she could count on her friends.  
 
The mom went on, “Now I remember why I hated 7th grade, and why I always 
kept quiet. Seems like yesterday.” Those things can stick with us forever, when 
our expectations are met with disappointment.  
 
That’s God’s lament in Isaiah 5. God expected so much more from God’s people.  
 
The great classical guitarist, Christopher Parkening, had a conversion to 
Christianity as an adult, when he had already established himself as one of the best 
there ever was, and had all the money he knew what to do with. In his memoir, he 
says he was just getting into Christianity, and he was in the church-shopping 
phase, and he visited a church service where the sermon was called, “It Should 
Show on Your Face.”  
 
And he went in and the sermon was all about how It Should Show on Your Face. 
And the preacher kept saying, “It Should Show on Your Face.”  
 
And finally Parkening stormed out because he thought, “Who cares about my 
face? What about my life?”i Why does all of this success and excellence, he asked 
himself, feel so empty?  



 
Jesus shocked us all when he went on what sounds almost like a little bit of a 
tirade; maybe I’m wrong, but: “Father against son and daughter against mother, 
and mother-in-law against her daughter-in-law and daughter-in-law against 
mother-in-law…”  
 
And they all went, “What is this guy talking about?”  
 
And he said, if you don’t understand this—that living in God’s light for God’s 
justice in God’s creation is so different that you might as well be from a different 
family—if in spite of a lifetime of claiming Christianity, there is no evidence in 
your biography to show that you cared for creation and one another the way God 
cares for creation and all God’s people (which is all people)—then your religion 
will have been a fraud. A hypocrisy.  
 
And if there are people around you, even the closest people to you in the world 
who are not on board with that, then there is a difference. There is a division.  
 
Eberhard Arnold wrote,  
 
 “What good are all its religious practices,  
 what good are all its church services,  
 what point is there in all its devout singing  
  if God’s will is not done  
  and hands remain steeped in blood?  
 What does people’s faith mean  
  if injustice is done to the poor  
   as casually as one drinks a glass of water?  
 What good is it to profess the divine  
  if not even a little finger is lifted  
   when countless children and poor people die?”ii 
 
We were made to be as fruitful as the full-bodied grapes from a beautifully-tended 
vineyard.  
 
It is not too hard of a thing for God to ask of us. People have done it before. God’s 
people—our people—have done it before.  
 
I have no doubt that you have seen it: people who stood up for what was right, 
people who stood in the way of wrong being done to someone else.  



 
We can do this. God’s people can do this.  
 
All those martyrs listed in the Letter to the Hebrews: By faith they became 
participants in the unfolding story of God’s universe-defining love for you and me 
and all God’s creation.  
 
It wasn’t their own genius that brought them their accomplishments; it wasn’t their 
strength, or their cleverness, or their forward-thinking or their traditionalism.  
 
They were different people than they would have been otherwise, had they not 
embraced the God who so fully and deeply and life-affirmingly embraced them.  
 
They made different decisions, and went different places, and stood for things—
and stood up for people—for whom they would not have bothered to stand up if 
their lives had not been transformed by their faith: their belief—in the face of 
much derision—that God’s will is sovereign, and that every single human is to be 
accorded the dignity of being made in the image of the Almighty God.  
 
We have one lifetime to give to God. This, as a friend and mentor once said to me, 
this is not a dress rehearsal. Now is the time.  
 
What a strange and beautiful phenomenon it is to have been brought into this 
world, to exist on this earth for a while, to be conscious of the presence of God, to 
think, and pray, and dream, and build relationships with people.  
 
We get one go-round.  
 
You have been placed here by a God who has a specific purpose for you, and as 
long as you have breath, God can and will and does work through you.  
 
 In our time, we are faced with grave injustices,  
  racial hatred and misunderstanding,  
   religious hatred and misunderstanding,  
    abuse of power at the expense of human lives,  
     sickening violence and cruelty, 
      poverty in the midst of plenty, 
       famine as a tool of war, 
        war as a tool of politics and economics,  
         and a thousand other injustices great and small.  



 
There is a lot to do in this world. But it is not too much. God has given the world 
what it needs in order to have a chance—to have some healing and some hope.  
 
The gift God has given to the world is you. And me. And the Church.  
 
And all people who would follow the ways and the teaching and the example of 
Jesus, the Son of God.  
 
We were made in the image of God,  
 and God expects justice.  
 
Let us join the communion of saints who did it before us,  
 and live into God’s greatest, finest and most beautiful expectations.  
 
Keith Grogg 
Montreat Presbyterian Church 
Montreat, NC 
August 14, 2016 
 
  
i Christopher Parkening, Grace Like a River. Carol Stream, IL: Tyndale House, 
2006; p. 149. 
iiFrom Eberhard Arnold, Against the Wind, quoted by Plough (info@plough.com) 
as their “Daily Dig” email, August 13, 2016. 


