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20-Sep-2020 
The Two-Sentence Sermon 

 
 
Today’s sermon is really just two sentences.  1.  “From the storm, God speaks.”  2.  “I want the miracle.” 
 
That’s it.  I’m going to submit it to the Guinness Book of World Records as the shortest sermon ever.  Nine 
words. 
 
But these might benefit from a little… unpacking. 
 
“From the storm, God speaks.”  The Israelites are tired of being hungry.  They complain to their leaders; 
they complain about their leaders.  Their leaders complain about them.  “Don’t complain to us—complain 
to God!” 
 
2020 is a year of hunger.  We are social creatures, like prairie dogs, like ants, like gorillas: we want to be 
together.  But we have to keep our distance.  We are working creatures.  We want to labor and add value 
and put bread on the table.  But people are laid off.  Businesses are closed.  We are people who need some 
predictability, some comfort.  But hurricanes come; temperatures climb; wildfires rage; Supreme Court 
justices die.   
 
We’re tired of being hungry.  So let’s complain to God.  And our prayer of complaint is the same as the 
Israelites: “We want a miracle.  Show us the miracle.” 
 
And out of the storm, God spoke.  God said to Moses, “I have heard the complaining.”  And God sent the 
quail and the manna. 
 
The Psalmist writes, “God remembered his holy word….”  The word he had spoken to our father, Abraham.  
The word of covenant.  God remembered the vow he had spoken.  So he opened the rock, and the water 
flowed.  “I want the miracle.  We want the miracle.” 
 
Jesus tells a parable of the owner of a vineyard, who hires workers at nine o’clock, at noon, at three o’clock 
and at five o’clock.  All worked hard.  At six o’clock, the owner gave each worker one denarius, which was 
the wage for a day’s labor.  Each worker.  The ones who had worked for nine hours complained.  Of course.  
Because—per hour--they received one-ninth of the wage of the late-comers. 
 
So, Jesus, why do you tell these parables?  This is why people don’t like the Bible.  These are unfair wages.  
It’s probably illegal.  You’re a class action suit ready to happen! 
 
And we complain.  Why is it that 10% of Americans own 70% of the net worth?  Why are our leaders—you 
know—the way they are?  We are creatures that need leadership but collaboration in this country seems to 
have devolved into 99.44% pure bickering.  For example, why do we train the police to “stop the threat” 
when each person has their own definition of a threat? 
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“Out of the storm, God speaks.”  The owner tells those who were complaining, “I choose to give to this last 
the same as I give to you.  Am I not allowed to do what I choose with what belongs to me?  Or are you 
envious because I am generous?” 
 
Grace is not fair.  Grace is generous.  I want the miracle.  Pray it with me.  We want the miracle.  We want 
the miracle of grace.  We want the miracle of generosity. 
 
In Philippians we read one of the most famous verses Paul ever wrote: “To me, living is Christ and dying is 
gain.” 
 
Come on, Paul, this is why people don’t like you!  You write things that are either super difficult to 
understand or—like this one—not so difficult to understand but super difficult to live out! 
 
We don’t like dying!  We don’t like Covid.  We’re inches away from 200,000 deaths.  We don’t like the fear 
and we don’t like the death.  How can dying be gain?  Paul puts it this way: to depart and be closer to 
Christ—to be in a resurrected body near His resurrected body enjoying eternal life—that is better than to 
be here, in a body of flesh where it can feel like a storm separates us from Christ.  Paul is in a storm.  He is 
in prison, probably in Rome.  Paul is worried that the church in Philippi—a church he founded—will be 
facing further persecution.  Paul is anxious because in Philippi—as in many of the churches—false teachers 
were arriving who were teaching that you had to be circumcised to be part of the covenant people.  And 
finally, some people in the Philippian church—surprise, surprise!—were having a very difficult time getting 
along with each other. 
 
It’s a storm of imprisonment.  A storm of persecution.  A storm of bad theology.  And a storm of good 
Christians who just don’t like each other. 
 
For the first part of his adult life, Paul’s beliefs and his mission were clear: Gentiles were being allowed into 
the community without making them be circumcised, which was going to destroy Judaism if it wasn’t 
stopped.  In addition, the crazy Christian talk about the resurrection of Jesus was going to disturb and 
confuse and trouble people if it wasn’t stopped.  And it was Paul’s duty to stop it.   
 
Out of the storm, God speaks.  On the road to Damascus, when a light from heaven flashed around him, he 
heard a voice: “I am Jesus, whom you are persecuting.”  In a second Paul knew that the crazy Christian talk 
about the resurrection of Jesus was not crazy.  That Judaism was not going to be destroyed even though 
Gentiles were being let in without being circumcised.  That he was the crazy one not to believe. 
 
So he believed.  It was a miracle.  And soon Jesus was not just a teacher—he was the lesson taught, the 
lesson you wanted to learn by heart.  Jesus was not just the compass, not just the way, but the destination 
itself.  And Jesus was not just the reason for the season, he was the season.  All the seasons.  And he was 
reason itself. 
 
I want the miracle.  Pray it with me: we want the miracle. 
 
Jesus feeds the five thousand with five barley loaves and two small fish.  We love this story.  This story tells 
us that grace is generous. 
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Then the next day, Jesus and the disciples are on the other side of the Sea of Tiberias.  “Rabbi!” the people 
said, acting all surprised that they had found him.  “When did you get here?  Jesus answers, “Look.  I know 
what you’re here because of.  And I know what you’re not here because of.  You’re here because you ate 
the loaves and had your fill” (Jn 6:25-26). 
 
Grace is not fair.  Grace is generous.  Jesus is good to all his people and the rain falls on the just and the 
unjust.  But Jesus is no dummy.  He knows that many of us come to him to be full.  I am full of the good 
things he gives me.  A good job.  A nice house in a quiet neighborhood.  A reliable car.  A terrific wife.  
Wonderful kids.  Good health.  Safety.  I am full of the good things that Jesus gives me. 
 
So Jesus says to the people on the shore of Lake Tiberius that “You’re here because you ate the loaves and 
had your fill.”  And he says, “but it’s not because you saw the miracle.  You came back for more food.  You 
didn’t come back because you wanted a miracle.” 
 
I want a miracle.  Let’s choose the miracle.  I’m 62 years old and I’m a little tired of the little feeling of 
fullness.  Too much food and too much wine.  Makes me feel sleepy.  Too much safety and too much 
reliability make me feel complacent.  With enough food anyone can feel full.  That’s why it’s a little feeling.  
“You are looking for me,” Jesus told the crowd, “not because you saw the signs.”  Not because of awe.  Not 
because of astonishment.  Not even because of terror.  Those are the emotions of miracles.  Those are big 
feelings. 
 
I want a miracle.  Pray it with me.  We want a miracle. 
 
And what is the miracle?  The miracle is that from the storm, God speaks.  On Mount Sinai, when God gave 
Moses the law, God spoke from thunder and lightning and smoke.  At the end of the book of Job, when God 
has had enough of the jibber-jabber from Job and his three friends, God spoke out of the storm.  On the 
Mount of Transfiguration, God speaks from the cloud.  When Jesus calls out “Father, glorify your name!” 
God speaks from heaven that he will glorify it, and the crowd heard it and said it had thundered.  With 
Elijah God sent a great and powerful wind; God sent an earthquake; God sent a fire but it was only after 
those things that God spoke, and he spoke in a gentle whisper.  Not thunder.  You know, to shake things up 
a bit. 
 
The miracle is, from the storm, God speaks.  Or put another way, God speaks from the storm.  In the storm 
the voice of God is always audible.  God may speak through a painting; God may speak through a sunset; 
God may speak through a coincidence or television show or a posting on Facebook.  I don’t know.  But one 
thing I do know.  God speaks from the storm.   
 
“Oh, yeah,” sang Etta James, “Life is bad.  Gloom and misery everywhere.  Stormy weather, stormy 
weather.  And I just can get my poor self together.  Oh, I'm weary all of the time.” 
 
Miracles are kind-of old-timey, aren’t they?  Things that disobey the laws of empirical science get sent to 
their room without any supper!  Given the rationale mind of humans, there’s always a good explanation for 
things without a good explanation.  But “the most incredible thing about miracles,” wrote G.K. Chesterton, 
who lived through the darkness of World War I, “is that they sometimes happen.” 
 
And what is the miracle?  Is the miracle that we all avoid Covid 19?  I want that miracle.  Is it that God 
doesn’t wipe us out when we complain to him?  That he actually encourages us to complain to him?  I want 
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that miracle.  That the hurricanes would diminish?  That we would not live in fear of wildfires?  That wealth 
might be spread more equitably?  I want those miracles.  That the coming election might be a contest 
where we put aside our cynicism and pray for all our candidates and all our leaders that collaboration, 
common sense and a little humility might characterize the elections?  I want that miracle.  That police 
officers would be taught a response a little more sophisticated than just “stop the threat?”  I want that 
miracle. 
 
And if the ages of miracles really is gone and the only miracle left is to say “To me, living is Christ and dying 
is gain”—I want that miracle.  I want the miracle of Jesus being the sacrament, and not just the one who 
instituted the sacrament.  I want the miracle of Jesus being the life, and not just showing us and teaching us 
the life.  I want to work for food that endures to eternal life, whether the time I have left to work is only 
one hour, or two hours, or nine hours.  I want the bread which the Son of Man will give me.  I want the 
abundant life.  I want that miracle. 


