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In the Name of God: Father, Son, and Holy Spirit. Amen. 
 
Last week, Luke the Evangelist started to paint a picture of what it looked like for Jesus to return to Nazareth, his 
hometown. This may have been a time of great anticipation for Jesus -- returning to the place where he grew up, seeing 
people he hadn't seen perhaps in some time, and coming with a new message and ministry: he was no longer "just" the 
carpenter's son. If any of this was cause for concern or even nervousness, we'll never know, but it sure didn't sound like 
it. Instead we are told that Jesus, more or less, goes through his normal routine just like he did everywhere else -- go to 
the synagogue to worship, meet the people in a town or countryside, tell them the good news, and keep on going. We 
hear that it is his "custom" to worship in the synagogue especially on the sabbath day, but this was probably only one of 
many of his customs and routines, of standard practices in his life that he wouldn't miss, of opportunities to pray, teach, 
and break bread with folks across Galilee on any given part of his day-to-day ministry. 
 
Today, though, we hear the rest of Luke's account of Jesus' visit to Nazareth, and by the sound of it, it probably didn't 
go the way Jesus would have hoped. It turns out, for many in the crowds, he very well may have been still just the 
carpenter's boy -- "Isn't this Joseph's son?", they ask incredulously. Perhaps we can't blame them for their reaction -- 
Jesus had just claimed that in his reading of Isaiah's prophecy of God's very own anointed bearer of hope and liberation, 
the scriptures had been fulfilled. This didn't set well with the locals. You can almost hear them in the background of 
Luke's story gossiping and laughing at him -- "Oh I remember him when he was only this tall." I'm afraid that's 
something that can stay with us for a long time -- that someone always knew us when -- when we were small, or childlike, 
or immature. And for Jesus on this specific day, that's not even the half of it -- the synagogue is also getting impatient 
with him at this point, like a crowd at a concert waiting for the band to finally play that one song they really came to 
hear. Listen to their insistence: "Do here also in your hometown the things that we have heard you did at Capernaum." 
Clearly this little excursion to Nazareth wasn't going to plan, but that doesn't stop Jesus. Instead he tells them a series of 
truths about prophets and about God to a people who really didn't want to hear it, especially not from the guy they 
knew as a little kid running around Nazareth in Mary and Joseph's front yard. 
 
And to complete this nightmare of a visit, Jesus tells this group of Jewish people how great their God will be not to them 
but to the dreaded Gentiles, telling them of other times in the history of their people when God indeed showed 
partiality to Gentiles instead of Israelites. This was the straw that broke the camel's back. The crowd becomes enraged, 
so much so that they go to hurl Jesus off the cliff outside the town -- because for a crowd so decided on violence, so 
blinded by hatred, even the truth of God from the Son of God himself didn't seem to matter. 
 
What a day. What a disappointment. What a betrayal. I'm only assuming that's how Jesus felt because that's probably 
how I'd feel were I to go back to my hometown with great excitement and energy and enthusiasm for the good news 
only to have my life threatened by people who I grew up caring about. The day couldn't have been more of a deviation 
from the routine, but interestingly, Luke ends this story almost nonchalantly, that though the crazed crowd was ready to 
kill him, Jesus instead simply passes through the midst of them and went on his way. Like trying to hold water in your 
hands -- the harder they tried to hold onto him, the harder they tried to make him do what they wanted or to be they 
wanted him to be, the simpler it was for him to slip through their grasp. 
 
This scene from Nazareth is an interesting example of something that happened to Jesus quite regularly -- that the world 
wanted to control who he was or define what he would do. In our lives, too, it turns out that it can be very easy to allow 
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others to tell our stories for us. In his visit to Nazareth, that seems to be happening all over the place to Jesus. He is the 
eternally begotten Son of God, but to these folks who knew him as a child but somehow missed the miracle of the 
Christmas story, he was just the little kid from the neighborhood because that's the only thing they wanted him to be. 
He came to tell them the truth of God and to preach the good news that they might have life and have it abundantly, but 
they only came to see the fancy miracles they've heard so much about. 
 
Even after all that happened, though, there is probably one thing on this day that still went exactly according to routine 
-- that Jesus wouldn't be put to shame, that he wouldn't allow what others thought of him to change his own 
self-knowledge of who he was. Part of Jesus' prayer routine that he would have grown up learning -- that he would have 
learned in Nazareth as a child -- was praying the Psalter. Jewish men in first century Galilee would have known their 
psalms very well, even memorizing most or all of them. It certainly wouldn't be out of the realm of possibility that Jesus 
leaned on these ancient and holy words during his most difficult days, recalling them from countless times of hearing 
them and praying them when he needed them the most. The psalms are many things -- a source of comfort, an outlet for 
lamentation, a place in which authors poured out their hearts and souls in acknowledging often how bad things were 
and then remembering and giving thanks for how good God is: the God who is a strong rock, a castle to keep us safe, our 
hope and confidence even since we were young. Knowing the psalms is one way a young Jesus would have learned about 
God and come to know his Father in heaven -- and in the midst of a people who wanted to tear him apart, to cast all 
kinds of shame upon him for who he was, it could have been this seventy-first psalm that allowed Jesus to remain calm, 
to stay focused, and to leave unscathed: "In you, O Lord, have a I taken refuge; let me never be ashamed." 
 
I hope we can all remember that, even on your worst days, when nothing is going well and you may even feel guilty or 
ashamed of who you are, who you really are is precious in God's sight; who you really are is not up to anyone else, but to 
God and to you; who you really are is God's very beloved more so than you are anything else that others may want you 
to be. Those words from Jesus' baptism must have been echoing through his ears so many times during days like his visit 
to Nazareth -- "You are my Son, the Beloved" -- and in combination with his routine of the psalms, there is no doubt that 
Jesus knew who he was and whose he was. And through him, as part of his body here on earth, he invites you to the same 
assurance, the same refuge in God, the same way of life that is being beloved of God, the same words he would have 
known that can belong to you, too. 
 
Deliver me, my God. 
For you are my hope, my confidence since I was young. 
I have been sustained by you ever since I was born. 
My praise shall be always of you. 
 
Amen. 

 


