
Sermon: A Place that Sees Daren Hofmann
Psalm 139:1-6, 13-18, John 1:43-51 1/14/18

Psalm 139:1-6, 13-18
O Lord, you have searched me and known me. You know when I sit down and when I 
rise up; you discern my thoughts from far away. You search out my path and my lying 
down, and are acquainted with all my ways. Even before a word is on my tongue, O 
Lord, you know it completely. You hem me in, behind and before, and lay your hand 
upon me. Such knowledge is too wonderful for me; it is so high that I cannot attain it. 
For it was you who formed my inward parts; you knit me together in my mother’s womb. 
I praise you, for I am fearfully and wonderfully made. Wonderful are your works; that I 
know very well. My frame was not hidden from you, when I was being made in secret, 
intricately woven in the depths of the earth. Your eyes beheld my unformed substance. 
In your book were written all the days that were formed for me, when none of them as 
yet existed. How weighty to me are your thoughts, O God! How vast is the sum of them! 
I try to count them - they are more than the sand; I come to the end - I am still with you.

John 1:43-51
The next day Jesus decided to go to Galilee. He found Philip and said to him, “Follow 
me.” Now Philip was from Bethsaida, the city of Andrew and Peter. Philip found 
Nathanael and said to him, “We have found him about whom Moses in the law and also 
the prophets wrote, Jesus son of Joseph from Nazareth.” Nathanael said to him, “Can 
anything good come out of Nazareth?” Philip said to him, “Come and see.” When Jesus 
saw Nathanael coming toward him, he said of him, “Here is truly an Israelite in whom 
there is no deceit!” Nathanael asked him, “Where did you get to know me?” Jesus 
answered, “I saw you under the fig tree before Philip called you.” Nathanael replied, 
“Rabbi, you are the Son of God! You are the King of Israel!” Jesus answered, “Do you 
believe because I told you that I saw you under the fig tree? You will see greater things 
than these.” And he said to him, “Very truly, I tell you, you will see heaven opened and 
the angels of God ascending and descending upon the Son of Man.”

Last Half of MLK, Jr. Speach

I say to you today, my friends, so even though we face the difficulties of today and tomorrow, I 
still have a dream. It is a dream deeply rooted in the American dream.

I have a dream that one day this nation will rise up and live out the true meaning of its creed: 
"We hold these truths to be self-evident; that all men are created equal."

I have a dream that one day on the red hills of Georgia the sons of former slaves and the sons of 
former slave owners will be able to sit down together at the table of brotherhood.



I have a dream that one day even the state of Mississippi, a state sweltering with the heat of 
injustice, sweltering with the heat of oppression, will be transformed into an oasis of freedom 
and justice.

I have a dream that my four little children will one day live in a nation where they will not be 
judged by the color of their skin but by the content of their character.

I have a dream today.

I have a dream that one day down in Alabama, with its vicious racists, with its governor having 
his lips dripping with the words of interposition and nullification, that one day right down in 
Alabama little black boys and black girls will be able to join hands with little white boys and 
white girls as sisters and brothers.

I have a dream today.

I have a dream that one day every valley shall be exhalted, every hill and mountain shall be made 
low, the rough places will be made plain, and the crooked places will be made straight, and the 
glory of the Lord shall be revealed, and all flesh shall see it together.

This is our hope. This is the faith that I will go back to the South with. With this faith we will be 
able to hew out of the mountain of despair a stone of hope. With this faith we will be able to 
transform the jangling discords of our nation into a beautiful symphony of brotherhood.

With this faith we will be able to work together, to pray together, to struggle together, to go to jail 
together, to stand up for freedom together, knowing that we will be free one day.

This will be the day when all of God's children will be able to sing with new meaning, "My 
country 'tis of thee, sweet land of liberty, of thee I sing. Land where my fathers died, land of the 
Pilgrims' pride, from every mountainside, let freedom ring."

And if America is to be a great nation, this must become true. So let freedom ring from the 
prodigious hilltops of New Hampshire. Let freedom ring from the mighty mountains of New 
York. Let freedom ring from the heightening Alleghenies of Pennsylvania.

Let freedom ring from the snow-capped Rockies of Colorado. Let freedom ring from the 
curvaceous slopes of California. But not only that; let freedom ring from the Stone Mountain of 
Georgia. Let freedom ring from Lookout Mountain of Tennessee.

Let freedom ring from every hill and molehill of Mississippi. From every mountainside, let 
freedom ring.

And when this happens, and when we allow freedom ring, when we let it ring from every village 
and every hamlet, from every state and every city, we will be able to speed up that day when all 
of God's children, black men and white men, Jews and gentiles, Protestants and Catholics, will 
be able to join hands and sing in the words of the old Negro spiritual, "Free at last! Free at last! 
Thank God Almighty, we are free at last!"



Sermon

Can anything good come from Nazareth? Nathanal’s question is one that seems odd to 
our ears to hear. What was it about Nazareth that would cause such a response? Was 
Nazareth a dangerous place or where the people who lived their poor and undesirable? 
Maybe Nathanal was simply speaking the truth, cruel as it may sound about Nazareth, 
at least from the perspective of that culture and that time. The truth is, people have 
been labeling the Nazareth’s of this world for well more than the two thousand years 
between Nathanal and this week. 

The Nazareth’s of our world have often been marked by the lack of resources within the 
community. Poor people, poor access to things of value or wealth. This economic and 
social stigma often leads to deeper problems; corruption in government, injustice and 
oppression for the people, violence and war which can lead to instability and 
displacement, lack of the everyday things that most of us take for granted - clean water, 
adequate shelter, consistent access to healthy food, consistent access to electricity or 
transportation. 

With these basic criteria we quick realize that we could label many places a modern day 
Nazareth: El Salvador, Haiti, many countries in Africa, Mexico. But just as easily one 
could label the underserved towns of Hendricks county or name the poorest 
neighborhoods in Brownsburg or Avon. No, people have always been naming the 
Nazareth’s of our world and asking, “Can anything good come out of Nazareth?”

Friends, I have had the privilege to go to many “Nazareth’s”. In 2016 I was honored and 
blessed to travel to Malawi, a country often considered to poorest country in Africa, a 
Nazareth if there ever was one. And there, the group I was with was tasked to work 
along side the people of a local village and help complete two mud-brick homes. It was 
there that I met “Blessing”. You see, Christians in Malawi receive a Christian name on 
the occasion of their baptism, and Blessing was his name.

Blessing was a young man, maybe 20 something, though it can be hard to tell because 
of the age that hard work and labor puts on a body. Anyhow, Blessing was a relative of 
one of the families who would be receiving the house we helped build and he was 
present to help build. He had no job and was not one of the skilled laborers who knew 
how to properly build the structure and so Blessing’s job was to dig the mud and mix the 
mud-mortar. So for hours at a time, Blessing would lift and swing a branch from a tree 
that had a crude, flat metal spade on the end of it. He cut the ground and dug through 
dirt and around stone - pits that were four feet deep and wide at least. When enough of 
the dusty-dirt was displaced, Blessing would add the water and mix the mortar, shovel 
the mortar up to the skilled workers on their scaffolds and quickly back to the pit. No one 
physically outworked Blessing, not Malowian, not American. And Blessing worked, as 
did most of the Malowian workers, with no shoes. 

Blessing’s love for his family and community called him to work as hard as he could. He 
did not let the fact that he was not paid nor skilled prevent him from doing all he could to 



help and make another’s life greater. Blessing was truly one example of many good 
things that came from Nazareth.

This weekend, we celebrate the dream of Martin Luther King, Jr. whose speech some 
50 years ago gave word and voice to a vision where all people would learn to live, work, 
and prosper together and that no people and I might add no place would be deemed 
lesser than another. It is a dream you and I continue to hope for and work for. And one 
way we might continue to further this dream is to use our voice and to speak our vision 
as well. And so, I have a dream. A dream simply for us as a people of faith that have 
been called to this time and this “Church in the Wildwood”. A dream that we might step 
back from the labels and red lines, the us verses them, them “right” people and the 
“wrong”. That we might be a people that welcomes all people, and who are willing to go 
and meet and love all neighbors. That we might be a people that might being to sing a 
new song, not one of unison where their is only one note, but a song filled with the 
diverse harmonies of many voices, blending the different gifts and backgrounds so as to 
create an even greater song - a harmony of voices that help create a beautiful song of 
love and welcome and hope. 

I have a dream that White Lick might be a place that sees, truly sees one another.  
Where the inquisitive Philip is called to come and see and the closed minded Nathanal 
discovers that it is from Nazareth that the Son of God appears. Thanks be to God for 
Blessing, and for Nazareth, and for our calling as a church to grow in our relationship 
with both. Amen


