
“Yesterday, Today and Tomorrow” 
Luke 14:1, 12-14; Hebrews 13:1-16; Jeremiah 2:4-13 

 
Jeremiah 2:4-13  
4Hear the word of the LORD, O house of Jacob, and all the families of the house of 
Israel. 5Thus says the LORD:  
 
7I brought you into a plentiful land to eat its fruits and its good things. But when 
you entered you defiled my land, and made my heritage an abomination. 8The 
priests did not say, “Where is the LORD?” Those who handle the law did not know 
me; the rulers transgressed against me; the prophets prophesied by Baal, and went 
after things that do not profit. 9Therefore once more I accuse you, says the LORD, 
and I accuse your children’s children.  
 
10Cross to the coasts of Cyprus and look, send to Kedar and examine with care; see 
if there has ever been such a thing. 11Has a nation changed its gods, even though 
they are no gods? But my people have changed their glory for something that does 
not profit. 12Be appalled, O heavens, at this; be shocked, be utterly desolate, says 
the LORD, 13for my people have committed two evils:  
 
they have forsaken me,  
 the fountain of living water,  
and dug out cisterns for themselves,  
 cracked cisterns that can hold no water.  
 
Hebrews 13:1-8, 15-16  
1Let mutual love continue.  
 
2Do not neglect to show hospitality to strangers, for by doing that some have 
entertained angels without knowing it.  
 
3Remember those who are in prison, as though you were in prison with them; those 
who are being tortured, as though you yourselves were being tortured.  
 
4Let marriage be held in honor by all,  
 and let the marriage bed be kept undefiled; 
  for God will judge fornicators and adulterers.  
5Keep your lives free from the love of money,  
 and be content with what you have;  
  for God has said, “I will never leave you or forsake you.”  



 
6So we can say with confidence,  
 “The Lord is my helper;  
 I will not be afraid.  
 What can anyone do to me?”  
 
7Remember your leaders, those who spoke the word of God to you; consider the 
outcome of their way of life, and imitate their faith.  
 
8Jesus Christ is the same yesterday and today and forever.  
 
15Through him, then, let us continually offer a sacrifice of praise to God, that is, the 
fruit of lips that confess his name. 
 
16Do not neglect to do good and to share what you have, for such sacrifices are 
pleasing to God. 
 
Luke 14:1, 12-14 
1On one occasion when Jesus was going to the house of a leader of the Pharisees to 
eat a meal on the sabbath, they were watching him closely.  
 
12He said to the one who had invited him, “When you give a luncheon or a dinner, 
do not invite your friends or your brothers or your relatives or rich neighbors, in 
case they may invite you in return, and you would be repaid. 13But when you give a 
banquet, invite the poor, the crippled, the lame, and the blind. 14And you will be 
blessed, because they cannot repay you, for you will be repaid at the resurrection 
of the righteous.” 
 

The Sermon 
 
In the movie of your life, who would you want to play you?  
 
(Bear in mind, depending on your age, you might like to have a few different 
people play you at different stages.)  
 
More importantly, if the movie of your life was going to be made, what form 
would it have? Would it be a drama? Or a comedy? Or a musical? Or a horror 
story, or science fiction? What would be the general form of the movie of the story 
of you?  
 



And within that form, what would be the main plot points?  
 
Of course, any scriptwriter will tell you that a story that can be told cinematically 
will need to have some central conflict at the heart of it. Sometimes the storyline is 
a conflict between people; sometimes it’s the conflict of one person against the 
world, or the elements, or their own circumstances; 
 
And sometimes it’s an inner conflict, inside a person who is fighting between a 
good impulse and a bad one, or to try to overcome something about themselves, or 
to achieve something that at the start of the movie seems impossible, and then 
bumping up against the supposed impossibility of that achievement becomes the 
central conflict of the story.  
 
Coaches sometimes say that your opponent is your potential; you play the best and 
hardest you can in order to try to win that contest even more than the one against 
the other team or the other player.  
 
OK, so, the scriptwriter is going to write the script for the movie of your life. What 
are they going to present as that central contest at the heart of the story that gives 
the story its outline and drives the plot—which can then be fit into a 30-second 
commercial for that movie? 
 
And if that movie has a central storyline, a common theme, and it reflects 
something about your life, will it show that there was a commonality in your past, 
your present, and your future? What will it portray about you that was and will be 
true yesterday, today, and tomorrow? 
 
Whatever it is, I would love to see that movie.  
 
In Northwestern France is a town called Bayeux, and in Bayeux Cathedral is an 
item of enormous historical importance called the Bayeux Tapestry. It’s actually an 
embroidery, not a woven tapestry, but it’s called a tapestry in recognition of its 
astounding proportions: about 20 inches tall by 230 feet long, and in fifty different 
scenes, it tells the story of the pivotal Battle of Hastings in 1066.  
 
Part of what makes it so astonishing, in addition to its monumental proportions, is 
that it was produced very soon after those epochal events over 900 years ago.  
 
So the epic sweep of the battle that singularly decided Britain’s future (wherein the 
dominant culture would be Norman, as opposed to Anglo-Saxon) is told in a form 



that is also epic in its proportions. As its conservator has said, “its survival almost 
intact over nine centuries is little short of miraculous… Its exceptional length, the 
harmony and freshness of its colors, its exquisite [craft], and the genius of its 
guiding spirit combine to make it endlessly fascinating.”i 
 
And no wonder. Any time we can see the majestic sweep of history, or the 
magisterial narrative of one human life—let’s say your human life—there will be 
endless depth and mystery and beauty:  
 
particularly when we can see that, within that epic sweep—of the narrative of the 
human story on earth and the narrative of your life—God’s interaction with us has 
been consistent. What God calls us to be and to do has been unswerving.  
 
In Sarah and Abraham’s time, God established the covenant which has been 
reiterated throughout the ages, culminating in Jesus himself, but which has 
remained intact: I will be your God, and you will be my people.  
 
That’s the promise God has made throughout your life too: I will be your God, and 
even when you turn away from me, I will never abandon you.  
 
In Jeremiah’s time, when God’s insistent love and persistent faithfulness had 
already been demonstrated over and over again when God’s people had repeatedly 
turned away, God said,  
 
“I brought you into a plentiful land, but when you entered you defiled it, and made 
my heritage an abomination.  
 
“Cross to the coasts of Cyprus and look, send to Kedar and examine with care; see 
if there has ever been such a thing,” said the Voice of God: “Has a nation changed 
its gods, even though they are no gods?  
 
“But my people have changed their glory for something that does not profit. Be 
appalled, O heavens, at this; be shocked, be utterly desolate, says the LORD, for my 
people have committed two evils:  
 
“They have forsaken me, the fountain of living water,  
 
“And they have dug out cisterns for themselves”—water storage facilities, as if you 
could horde for yourself the blessings that God gives you to share abundantly with 
the world.  



 
And the cisterns they build are cracked cisterns that can hold no water. 
 
God had given everything to God’s people, but we still could not humble ourselves 
enough to bask in God’s provisions. We thought, well, that’s nice, God, but we 
want to be sure we’re covered, so we’re going to take care of this ourselves.  
 
Half a millennium later, across the sweep of history, the Son of God was visiting a 
leader of the Pharisees for dinner, and he said to his host,  
 
“When you do this, don’t invite your friends or your relatives or your rich 
neighbors. But when you give a banquet, invite the poor, the crippled, the lame, 
and the blind. And you will be blessed, because they cannot repay you. Your 
reward will be at the resurrection of the righteous.” 
 
In our lives, and in the meta-narrative of God’s interaction with humankind, God’s 
call has been, is now, and will be the same yesterday, today and tomorrow.  
 
God’s call has always been that we should live into what we believe and know 
about God by humbling ourselves, honoring others, and giving what we can to 
improve the lives of people in greater need than we are.  
 
When the Letter to the Hebrews was written later in the First Century, it said:  
 
Let mutual love continue.  
 
Show hospitality to strangers—by doing that, some have entertained angels 
without even knowing it.  
 
Remember those who are in prison, as though you were in prison;  
 those who are being tortured, as though you were being tortured.  
 
Let marriages be held in honor and keep your lives free from the love of money—
in other words, live with purity and integrity—because God observes God’s 
relationship with you in purity and integrity. And remember: God said, “I will 
never leave you or forsake you.”  
 
The call has been consistent: do good; share what you have. Such sacrifices are 
pleasing to God. 
 



The history of God’s interaction with humankind is a vast tapestry in which God’s 
direction for what we can do, and God’s vision for what we can be, has been 
constant: It is the same yesterday, today, and tomorrow.  
 
In the 1980s, Vivian was a Volunteer in Mission for the PC(USA), teaching at a 
Bible College in Taiwan. Among the many admirable and honorable guests whom 
John McCall has brought to Montreat this past week were the current president of 
that Bible College—which is now being transformed into a retreat center—and his 
spouse, who is a tremendous and accomplished pastor in her own right.  
 
We were able to have some wonderful interactions in the early part of the week, 
and later, they presented a gift to Vivian. In the renovations that are part of the 
transition at the Bible College, major work was done on one of the buildings, and it 
happened to be a building where Vivian used to teach. Some of the wood from that 
building was going to be discarded, so an artisan took that wood and shaped from 
it a gorgeous cross.  
 
They presented that cross to Vivian at the dinner on Friday, and when they did, 
they said—courteously using their English—that, given that she had spent two 
years teaching in that building all those years ago, her voice was in the wood. They 
said it three times to make sure we understood what they were saying. Her voice 
was in the wood, which had been taken from the building, shaped into a cross, and 
was now being, in that sense, returned to her.  
 
What a fascinating idea.  
 
And it may lead one to reflect that yesterday, today, and tomorrow, God’s voice 
has consistently spoken into the wooden beams and structures of our lives.  
 
And even here, or maybe especially here in this reputedly thin place, where the 
membrane between the spiritual and physical realms is supposedly not as thick or 
heavy,   
 
it may do us some good to remember that it is not only God’s voice that is in the 
wood, and the stone, and the trees, and the mountains of Montreat.  
 
Maybe our voices are in there, too.  
 
If you could listen to the wood and hear your voice from yesterday, what would it 
say?  



 
And if someone would hear your voice in the wood tomorrow, what would they 
hear that you had said today?  
 
From time to time in the epic sweep of the Bible, God remembers the best of what 
we have done, and lovingly and voluntarily forgets our transgressions.  
 
But what if the wood remembers it all? What will our voices have said?  
 
A few days ago, a story came out about a mayor in a small town in Alabama. The 
mayor, a white woman, lost her re-election campaign to an African-American 
woman. And on the white mayor’s Facebook page, a friend or supporter had 
written, “What happened with the election?” 
 
And according to the Facebook page, the mayor responded, “I lost,” and then used 
the most appalling racial epithet to say who won.  
 
That seemed a bit suspicious to me—it sounded like someone could have hacked 
into that mayor’s Facebook account and posted that to try to make the mayor look 
like a terrible human being. So I read a little more about it and found out that, sure 
enough, that’s what the mayor said must have happened.  
 
“My Facebook has been messed up for several weeks and I haven’t been using it,” 
she said. “I think I’ve been hacked.” 
 
She went on to say that she had just had heart surgery, and hadn’t even been able 
to go out and campaign for the election. So, she said, “That—my Facebook— 
has been the least of my worries.”ii 
 
First of all, I think it’s important that she is absolutely entitled to the benefit of the 
doubt here.  
 
But if Facebook was the least of her worries, the last thing on her mind, I can’t 
help but wonder if the second-to-last thing on her mind might have been 
recognizing the opportunity she had been given to say,  
 
“I would never, ever use that disgusting word,  
and I would hope no white person I know  
would ever think there is a legitimate or acceptable time to use that word,  
which represents the worst of our broken humanity,  



and speaks to an appalling racism  
that may be more deeply rooted within us 
than any of us has appreciated or understood. 
And it is time for us to address that with a new seriousness.”  
 
Maybe the wood remembers what we have said, even when it was something we 
should not have said;  
 
and it is convicting in its silence when we have not said what needed to be said.  
 
Carrie Newcomer wrote:  
 

You  
Are holy  
And sacred  
And utterly unique.  
There are gifts you were born to give.  
Songs you were born to sing  
Stories you were born to tell.  
 
And if you do not give it,  
The world will simply lose it.  
It is yours alone to offer,  
No one can give it for you.  
 
And dearest,  
Listen, because this is important,  
 
This wounded world  
Needs all the songs we can pull from the air,  
Every story that helps us to remember.  
It needs every single gift,  
Large and small.  
 
And yes, Dearest,  
This grateful world does rejoice  
Every courageous time  
We are true to ourselves and to our gifts.  
 
And so it is,  



Dear heart, 
We embrace the song  
And the story  
And all our gifts  
Because the world has such great need  
And because the world exceedingly rejoices  
And because there is no sadder thing  
Than to leave this world  
Having never really shown up.iii 

 
I would buy a ticket right now to go see the movie of your life, be it farce or 
melodrama or fantasy or whatever.  
 
I would love to find out what the central thread of the storyline is in that movie.  
I don’t know what it would be about, exactly, but I am confident of this: That 
throughout your life, as throughout the course of human history,  
 
the message you will have been getting from your Creator, Sustainer, and Blessed 
Redeemer is the same yesterday, today, and forever: 
 
Invite the poor, the crippled, the lame, and the blind— 
don’t just welcome the ones who can offer you something in return,  
but invite, greet and welcome the ones who cannot repay you.  
 
Let mutual love continue;  
Do not neglect to do good and share what you have,  
for those are the sacrifices that are pleasing to God,  
who is constantly faithful,  
the fountain of living water.  
 
Keith Grogg 
Montreat Presbyterian Church 
Montreat, NC 
August 28, 2016 
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