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Back in 1992, one of history’s greatest films came bursting onto the scene. Dana Carvey and Mike 
Myers portrayed a pair of mom’s basement dwelling, public access broadcasting music aficionados in Wayne’s 
World. After a blistering Alice Cooper show, Wayne and Garth find their way backstage, gawking at rock 
royalty. Just as they feel they’ve worn out their welcome and after they’ve run out of small talk conversation 
starters, Alice Cooper invites them to stay awhile, and they drop to their knees, calling out, “We’re not worthy! 
We’re not worthy!” Now, I don’t know how many sermons have been preached with Wayne’s World as the 
topic, but I’m guessing I’m in pretty slim company on this one. This is the fun thing about being a preacher, 
though. Our story is so vast, our scriptures so rich, our churches so varied, we preachers can make just about 
anything come back to Jesus. So bear with me. I don’t know if anyone else has this experience, but for me 
Wayne’s World is one of those movies that’s just so quotable, I can’t get it to leave my brain. Lines come out of 
my mouth before I even know I’ve said them. There’re others that have had the same effect on me, but for some 
reason, Wayne’s World seems to land the most often. 

And this reading from Jeremiah does the same, believe it or not. Jeremiah’s response to God, his excuse 
for not being able to serve as he’s called, resonates so deeply. “Truly I do not know how to speak, for I’m just a 
boy.” Or, as it always seems to come into my own head, “I’m not worthy.” That’s all it is, just an excuse. 
Maybe there’s some real self-doubt there, a fear that I really couldn’t do what God asks of me because I’m just 
not ready yet. What could I possibly have to say? What do I really know of the world, of you, of God? “But I’m 
just a boy,” becomes an excuse, a reason not to follow, a reason not to trust. It’s just another reason not to go 
with God. But God anoints, God sends Jeremiah out, sends me out, sends all of us out, knowing that we don’t 
have the words, or like Moses, couldn’t even say them if we did. But he chooses each of us, sends each of us, an 
ignorant boy or one wise with years.  

Now, over in Luke, a leader of the synagogue’s cornered Jesus for healing on the Sabbath, a most 
heinous offense. Sure, it’s easy enough for us to look at that and shake our heads, pick out the synagogue 
leader’s obvious mistake and tear him down for choosing some set of rules over a suffering human being, but is 
it really such a stretch? Are we really so much better than him? I know I’ve blown by more than one sufferer 
sitting on the curb because I was late, I’d had it up to here with grifters for the day, or I just couldn’t be 
bothered to break my stride. Just Tuesday, I almost ran into a guy at an intersection; I had a green light, and he 
was crossing in the crosswalk as if he had the go ahead. I almost hit him. There wasn’t any malice, but I was so 
focused on following the rules that I nearly missed the person literally standing directly in front of me. These 
rules, these are our way of moving in the world while keeping chaos in check.  

For the synagogue leader, he knew the rules, knew just what to do and when. He had a system for 
moving in the world, and he relied on that system to help him serve God the best way he knew how.  But that 
day, that day his system got in the way, prevented him from acting for God, prevented him from even seeing 
God. That system became just another excuse. “As long as I follow the rules to a T, I’ll cover my bases and be 
right with God.” But that system hems him in, and his rules can’t stand up to reality. Because, in reality, God 
doesn’t follow the rules. God shows up on the Sabbath and begs us to get to work. God breaks through the 
social construct and sends an uneducated child out with the word of God on his lips. 

Jeremiah’s mouth becomes anointed, and Jesus heals on the sabbath. It’s in those places we feel most 
hemmed in that God begs us to serve, even when we can’t figure out how we’re worthy, can’t figure out what 
we could possibly do, who we could possibly go to, what we could possibly have to say. But it’s not about us; 
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it’s not about being clever or getting it just right. It’s about serving God when and where God calls us. God, 
whose voice to me sometimes sounds suspiciously like my friend Steve’s, who calls me to preach on hard 
things. God, whose eyes sometimes look a whole lot like my dog Cotton’s, calls me to slow down. God, whose 
heart sometimes loves a whole lot like my wife Becca’s, calls me to open up and weep when the world gets too 
heavy. It’s self-doubt that keeps me moving, keeps dust from gathering on my sandals. And it’s fear of stepping 
beyond the line of protocol that keeps me from taking risks more often than I’d like to admit. The opening tune 
for Netflix’s Orange is the New Black nails this conundrum. “Taking steps is easy, standing still is hard.”  

Our own movement keeps us from being able to act as we should, like stamping our feet, hands over 
ears, screaming at God, “I can’t hear you, I can’t hear you!” And even if I could, I know I couldn’t do what you 
ask. Because I’m not worthy. I’m just a boy. 

We’re back to making excuses, coming up with reasons not to trust, reasons not to serve, reasons not to 
send ourselves out. But here’s the thing. Our excuses have just enough truth to them to sound really convincing. 
When it comes to us and God, truth is, we aren’t worthy. Sure, we could stop there, paralyzed and stagnant. Or, 
we could accept that this amazing God has chosen each and every one of us, regardless of whether we’ve earned 
it or not, God has chosen each of us to represent what God’s about. And, like Jeremiah, when we finally quit 
making excuses and listen to God, God’s there, patiently telling us to go. “I have put my words in your mouth. 
Trust me, and go.” Ultimately, that’s all we can do. When God calls, or looks back into our eyes, or opens our 
hearts, that’s all we can do. Because when God calls, there are no rules, no systems, no excuses that get us off 
the hook. We’re not worthy, but when God calls, we go.  

2 


