
Sermon – Saturday, January 8, 2022     Deacon Martha Farone 
                                                               Dream 
 
Last week’s gospel concluded with the words, “And having been warned in a dream not to 
return to Herod, they left for their own country by another road.” 
 
We’ve experienced Advent and celebrated Christmas, perhaps humming or singing the song I’m 
Dreaming of a White Christmas; maybe smiled as we read or recited ’Twas the night before 
Christmas and had our own visions  of sugar plums dancing in our heads…perhaps some of us 
have made, and have so far managed to keep or are struggling to keep alive, resolutions, 
promises, dreams of something new, different, fresh; epiphanies that  change our outlook, our 
actions, our work, our ministries, our labors of love-or more simply, encourage and empower us 
to strive to cultivate and maintain a lifestyle in keeping with creating Beloved Community in the 
here and now. 
 
Today we celebrate the Baptism of our Lord.  Jesus is plunged into the River Jordan (I don’t 
really know this-perhaps it was just a shallow muddy, stream at the time)-but imagine Jesus, 
splashing, shaking his head, the spray flying off in all directions, face skyward and his eye on a 
sacred place, as he prayed, emerging from the water. Can you feel, in your own innards, a 
thumping heartbeat, a humble trembling, a weak-kneed acknowledgement, an overwhelming 
gratitude, an irresistible desire and will to accept the name, Beloved… 
 
Isaiah 43:1 reminds us of God, our Creator, calling by name and making His, our ancestors, our 
relatives, our Communion of Saints.  You and I are no less beloved and claimed.  WE, though 
individuals, are called to act as a whole as The Body of Christ-the Church in the world.  Our 
individual and collective promise that we make at every baptism, calls us among other things to 
“seek and serve Christ in all persons, loving your neighbor as yourself”, “strive for justice and 
peace among all people, and respect the dignity of every human being” and to “cherish the 
wondrous works of God, to protect the beauty and integrity of all creation.”  
 
I was Spirit nudged to look at a source for inspiration for today’s homily.  Something I found 
references Wesley Frensdorff, a bishop of Nevada in the early 1970s.  He also served as 
assisting bishop of Arizona and interim bishop of Navajoland.    He was one of the visionaries of 
a movement called, “total ministry”, a strategy for living out our Baptismal Covenant in 
community.    His ideas of total ministry push the limits of how we carry out our baptismal 
promise in the world, and how we “do” church.  No surprise that his ministry was not without 
conflict! 
 
Prior to his untimely death in 1988, Frensdorff wrote a poem called “The Dream”.  It begins:  
“Let us dream of a church in which all members know surely and simply God’s great love.”   
Another facet of this research included a statement used by Martin Luther in the sixteenth 
century: “Can a rock that has been in the sunlight all day not fail to give off warmth and heat at 
night?”   
 



Once you and I have allowed ourselves to live in the sunlight of God’s love-perhaps for some as 
difficult as finding a sunny spot in January in WNY!-yet an always present gift and reality-and to 
soak in the sunlight of God’s compassion, ridding ourselves of all those things that aren’t of God 
within us, things that are hurtful and that use up space within us, we’ll be ready and able to 
radiate God’s love. 
 
Then, might we dream of a church that emits God’s love?  What Frensdorff dreamed of was 
such a church.  One that is unafraid of change.  Able to let go of the familiar, comfortable 
oftentimes stifling routines that stunt growth and inclusivity.  Are we willing to envision a bold 
church that exists beyond its walls; one that fearlessly speaks out against the unjust structures 
of society?  When I thought about this, I pondered today’s psalm in which the Lord breaks the 
cedars of Lebanon and I wondered, could it be a call to you and me to speak against the “strong 
pillars” who today control and overshadow the “saplings”- the weak and powerless who 
struggle to access the sunlight of God’s love, mercy, compassion?   Maybe, maybe, we can, we 
will advocate for systemic changes that will make it possible for all of humankind and 
inhabitants of this planet, to receive what is rightfully theirs. Then, they will skip like a calf and a 
young wild ox, free from the burdens that unfairly fetter them.   
 
I believe we must be dreamers, visionaries.  Free like the windswept snow from the roofs of the 
buildings around us-waves that ebb and flow with the breath of God, tethered to the seasons as 
are the creatures and flora and fauna that inhabit and with whom we share this planet. To fully 
understand and participate in the Creator’s dream, we need to be a bold church that exists 
beyond its walls, one that doesn’t always choose the safe route.  Risk taking, speaking out, with 
members on-fire with the Holy Spirit and so convicted by their own conversion experience, 
can’t help but step out to share with everyone-those “like us” and people who are very 
different. 
 
My prayer is to always dream of and work toward establishing more truly a church that is 
serious about God’s love(and with a sense of humor, not so serious about itself?!); the kind of 
church that Jesus and Frensdorff dreamed it could be.  A community that acknowledges we’ve 
much to learn, yet with hearts that are forgiving, merciful, compassionate, and just, we radiate 
and extend the love of our Creator.  
 
In closing, I’d like to share a reflection that I received on New Year’s Day: 
The old year is worn and tired. 
Time now to kiss it goodbye. 
Take with you its wisdom-the authority and the power of all you have learned.  
Remember the past year with love, but let go of despair. 
Live the year that lies ahead with fresh energy and hope. 
Be strong, have courage. 
It is time for something new. 
 
Amen. 
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