
 
 

  
Sermon for Sunday, September 29, 2019 
 

“Living God’s Hope” 
 

A few weeks ago, someone I follow on Facebook posted a picture—the focal point was a bright 
magenta flower which had managed to bloom in the seam between the wall of a building and the 
asphalt below. They captioned the picture saying “May my hope always be as tenacious as this 
flower…”  
 
That image and those words have stuck with me over the past few weeks, popping up every few 
days here and there.  
 
So when I read the Hebrew scripture text for today—I couldn’t help but think of that little 
tenacious flower… 
 
Because, while we have to face the fact that today’s story is just plain odd——-there’s also a 
reason why it’s included in our lectionary cycle—because like that little flower—this story is a 
reminder of the hope that God offers, even when it comes from a difficult place.  
 
Today’s story begins by giving us some context—King Zedekiah has been on the throne of 
Judah for 10 years, and the King of Babylon, Nebuchadnezzar had been on his throne for 18 
years. This is important, because the King of Babylon had already besieged Jerusalem once, 10 
years ago—and many people had been carried off into exile already—but now Jerusalem was 
under siege again. 
 
But it wasn’t only the city that was surrounded—so was Jeremiah…Jeremiah was a prophet—
and a prophet’s job in the Hebrew Scriptures, wasn’t to tell or predict the future—but to speak 
the truth to the people of Israel—especially when the people had begun to wander away from 
their relationship with God—it was then, that a prophet would rise up and call the people back 
into relationship with God.  
 
It wasn’t the easiest job…and for Jeremiah it was made even harder because there were other 
prophets around, who like him said they were sent by God with a message—only their messages 
were a little easier to listen to—they had declared that captivity in Babylon wouldn’t last very 
long –maybe just a few years… 
 
But then…there was Jeremiah…who had the unpleasant job of declaring that the destruction of 
Jerusalem was eminent, and that those in exile were going to be there, not only for a few years 
but for a few generations—in fact, in chapter 29, Jeremiah told the people in exile that they 
should plant crops, build homes, and continue to grow their families—because they would be 
there for about 70 years… 
 
But Jeremiah’s predictions didn’t stop there—Not only was the exile eminent, but according to 
Jeremiah, those in Jerusalem should lay down their arms, and surrender to the 
Babylonians…Those words flew in the face of the king’s orders—which had landed Jeremiah in 
the king’s jail… 
So now city and prophet were now surrounded… 
 



 
 

But while he was there…King Zedekiah went to Jeremiah with a question— “Why are you 
saying the Babylonians are going to win and I’m going to be imprisoned until God deals with 
me? 
 
In true prophet form, instead of answering his question--Jeremiah launches off into a story about 
how he bought some land from his cousin Hanamel.  
 
Apparently Jeremiah had a vision, where his cousin came asking him to buy some land which 
belonged to their family, which was located in Anathoth. Then, the dream came true—his cousin 
came to him with an offer to buy the land—and it was then that Jeremiah knew that God was up 
to something.  
 
So he decided to go ahead with the purchase, but instead of doing it quietly and keeping the 
transaction between himself and Hanamel-Jeremiah chose to make it public. In fact, we are given 
a very detailed description of how this transaction went down.  
 
Jeremiah recounts, how he signed the deed and got witnesses and weighed out the money.  
 
He gave the deed to Baruch, in the presence of Hanamel, in the presence of the witnesses who 
signed the deed of purchase, and in the presence of all the Judeans who were sitting in the court 
of the guard.  
 
There’s so much detail it’s easy to glaze over and skip to the end… 
 
but there are very few, if any stories, with in scripture that are there just for fun…all of these 
details have something to tell us…as well as the king who’s listening… 
 
Now--I have to confess, I don’t know a ton about real-estate—just enough to get me in 
trouble…I know that housing and land has value—that where a house is located matters—is it 
close to shopping and businesses? Is it located in a good school district? How big is the land the 
house is on? There are a whole series of questions to ask that go in to appraising the worth of a 
home and the land it’s on…. 
 
Well…What would the price be for a piece of land that is surrounded and about to be concurred 
by its enemies?  
 
My guess is, most real-estate agents would say that it wasn’t the best time for Jeremiah to buy 
that piece of land… 
 
And yet, with the city of Jerusalem surrounded by the strongest army of their day, and even 
while being confined by the King of Judah—Jeremiah listened to the vision he had and chose to 
purchase the land from Hanamel—because through that purchase God was sending one more 
message—a message that God didn’t only want Jeremiah and Hanamel to hear—but one that was 
intended for the witnesses that day and even the king to not only hear but to pass on to the people 
they knew—because this message contained a promise—that even though exile was really 
coming, and was really going to happen—God wasn’t done with them yet… 
 
So, in the presence of his cousin Hanamel, in the presence of the witnesses who signed the deed 
of purchase, and in the presence of all the Judeans who were sitting in the court of the guard—



 
 

Jeremiah charged Baruch saying “Take these deeds, and put them in an earthenware jar, in order 
that they may last for a long time. For thus says the Lord; Houses and fields and vineyards shall 
again be bought in this land.”  
 
Imagine how wild and downright ludicrous those words sounded to people who were listening...  
 
And yet…maybe they also sparked a small flame of hope… 
 
Hope that while they had really wanted Jeremiah to be wrong in the past, maybe he was right 
now… 
 
Hope that while the reality of Babylonian captivity and exile were real, God wasn’t forsaking 
them but God was going with them.  
 
Hope that God wasn’t done and that this was just a beginning of something new… 
 
Like that small magenta flower, peaking between asphalt and concrete…God provided a very 
public, prophetic act that pointed to the hope of God’s redemption for Israel.  
 
In his book, Tatoos on the Heart, Father Greg Boyle tells stories he’s collected over several 
decades of living and ministering with gang members in LA. Beginning his work in the 80’s 
Father Boyle has watched the community change and grow—in wake of the 1992 riots, when it 
felt as though the world was burning—he was approached by a Hollywood agent, who wanted to 
do something to make a difference in the community.  
 
The agent had all kinds of ideas like giving gang members video cameras so they could film the 
reality of their lives and then make documentaries. But instead, Father Boyle had another idea—
he believed that what gang members needed, more than video cameras, were jobs—opportunities 
which they had never had before and that might help them see another way of living and of being 
in the world… 
 
So, there was an old bakery for sale across the street from the church where he served. What if 
they bought that bakery and created “The Homeboy Bakery?”  
 
The agent went for is…Father Bolye writes this about what happened next:  
 

“it was here that gang members from all the forty-plus gangs in the Hollenbeck Police 
Division (some ten thousand members) began to arrive, looking for a way out of the gang 
life. Perhaps gang members had always longed for this, but for the absence of a place to 
go, the desire had festered…” p. 7  
 

As time went on, Homeboy Industries has grown to include not only Homeboy Bakery, but 
Homegirl Café and Homeboy Silkscreen. To this day, people from forty-five different zip codes 
in LA, where there are more than eight hundred gangs within those zip codes, now come seeking 
not only employment, but tattoo removal, mental health counseling, case management, and legal 
services.  
 



 
 

As Father Boyle reflects on his work, he adds “For more than twenty years, it (homeboy 
industries) has asked this city (LA), ‘what if we were to invest in gang members, rather than just 
seek to incarcerate our way out of this problem.”  
 
Father Boyle is the first to admit that not all the stories he carries have happy endings…And yet, 
reading his words, there are echoes of Jeremiah—a prophet speaking a challenging message that 
also offers hope to those who have been long in exile and needing to be reminded that they aren’t 
forgotten—God is up to something… 
 
The radical form of hope God calls us to, shows up in different forms, we see it in flowers 
springing up from unexpected and barren places—we encounter it in a priest who takes a risk to 
buy a bakery and provide an opportunity for those who have been forgotten by society to find a 
new start and discover their worth.  
 
We even hear it echo through an ancient story about the purchase of land a long long long time 
ago… 
 
As people of faith, this is what we are called to—to live God’s hope in our daily lives. To look 
for ways of proclaiming the good news that God isn’t done with us or this world yet… 
 
And I admit—it’s easy to feel overwhelmed by the enormity of everything that’s happening 
around us and the nonstop news coverage that follows.  
 
But this is where hope steps in…even if we feel as though we are like the people sitting in 
Jerusalem, surrounded by forces out of our control—it’s then that Jeremiah’s strange message of 
hope breaks in—God isn’t done with you yet…there is still hope.  
 
And if we can venture to imagine—on our good days—what would it look like to point to God’s 
hope?  
 
We may not be ready to buy a bakery—but in a world where words are often used to tear down 
and demean, how can our words build and encourage?  
 
When there is an effort to exclude and push some people further out on the margins of society—
how can we point to hope by being a place of welcome?  
 
Living God’s hope comes in different shapes and sizes—and it is my prayer that we may see it in 
flowers breaking through barriers of concrete and asphalt, and that we may live our lives 
individually and as a community of faith in such a way that we point to the hope found in God in 
all that we say and in all that we do. 
In the name of the Father and of the Son and of the Holy Spirit, amen.  
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