them, God would take His Good News elsewhere – to people in the east and west, the north and south, and they would be gathered into His Kingdom. “No prophet,” Jesus sadly warned, “is accepted in his own hometown.” 


That had been true of Elijah in his day, and Elisha in his.  God sent them to help His people.  But the Israelites rejected them. So, God sent His prophets to those outside of Israel who believed that their words were from God.  And those outsiders were saved.


Oh, that infuriated the Nazarenes.  How dare He speak like that to them. But they were just words of warning lest His hometown people should reject Him, the Savior.  And they did.  In fact, they tried to kill Him.  But Jesus’ time for that had not yet come.  He would die to save us.  But He would die at an hour of His and the Father’s choosing, when His appointed mission had been brought to a glorious end for all who would believe.


“He came to His own, but His own did not receive Him.  But to all who receive Him to those who believe in His name, He gave the right to become children of God.  Children, born not of blood, or of the desire of the flesh, or of a husband’s will, but born of God…Through His fullness we receive grace upon grace” (1:11f).  


With Jesus, We Look for More than a hometown boy.  We Look for the One who speaks to our hearts as God’s Son, sent to save us.  His person and work are now uncovered.  God grant us the Holy Spirit to believe in Him who now proclaims to us the eternal year of the Lord’s favor; for Jesus’ sake.  Amen.

Third Sunday after the Epiphany                            January 23, 2022
Text:  Luke 4:16-30       CW-21 3 Year Series C                  22:2298
Theme:  With Jesus, Look for More.

Do you sound like one of your parents? Apparently, I do.  Some of you may remember that this past summer Liz and I attended my 50th high school class reunion. Some of the guys there I went to school with for 12 years in our training to be pastors.  And a few, just a few 16 years. All of them had my father as a teacher somewhere along the line.


My classmates had asked me to lead an opening devotion in the college chapel. Later that evening, as we were reminiscing about our years together, one of them looked at me smiling and said, “You know, you sound just like your father.” Just like your father.  Do you sound like one of your parents? I guess that I do.  

Perhaps that shouldn’t surprise me.  Often when a child gets older, the way they walk, the way they talk, the way they conduct themselves tend to reveal whose child they are.  People say, “He’s just like his dad,” or, “She’s just like her mom.” Often, you can tell whose child a person is by how they look, by how they carry themselves, by what they say and do.


If that’s true, how did the people of Nazareth miss who Jesus was?  If they had listened, if they had looked more closely, they would have known that He was special. They would have seen that He was more than Joseph’s son.  But they missed it, even though He spoke in ways and words that only God does.  With Jesus, people must Look for More than what they think they see.

I.  More than a hometown boy...


One day He came into the meeting hall in the town where He grew up.  To the people of Nazareth, He was the carpenter’s boy.  As He entered, no one turned their head to stare. They were in the synagogue, like church to you.  It would not be proper to stare for they were gathered in a service to worship God.  But out of the corners of their eyes, they probably followed His every move - the hometown boy had returned.


If you have lived in a small town, you know what I mean.  This was small town stuff.  For almost 30 years Nazareth had watched Him grow up.  As kids they played with Him in the streets.  They wandered over fields and hills at His side.  They sat beside Him day after day in this very hall, because the synagogue was not only church, it was also Jewish school.

When He had finished His Jewish education, like all the other hometown boys, He followed in the footsteps of Joseph, the one they presumed was His father.  He learned the trade of carpentry from him.  For some 20 years or more He had built their tables and chairs, repaired their fences, laid the roof beams on their houses, and more.  Oh, yes, they knew Jesus well – they thought.

But He had been gone for a time, south, to Jerusalem, the big city and its temple. Stories about their hometown boy filtered back to them. He dared to chase the money changers and animal traders out of the temple, chastising them for turning “His Father’s House” into a common marketplace. He healed seriously sick people – lepers, paralytics, demon-possessed individuals. There was even a story of Him raising back to life a little girl who had died.  They heard accounts of Him spending time with the dirty Samaritans and entering the houses of unclean people, like tax collectors, to eat dinner with them.  And they heard about His teaching, marvelous words about God’s kingdom, things they never heard from their own rabbis. What were they to think of their hometown boy who ventured into the world but now had come home?

It seemed quite natural to see Him sitting among them on the Sabbath Day as He used to do.  Since He was now recognized as a teacher, would the synagogue leader give Him the honor of speaking?  Maybe they would get to see a miracle like they heard He often did around the city of Capernaum, just to the north.

II.  He speaks to hearts…

The service began – not totally unlike our own worship services.  In fact, our worship services are somewhat based upon the synagogues style.  There were songs sung from the psalms, prayers offered, and Scripture lessons read – one from the Book of the Law of Moses, and one from the Prophets.  A recognized teacher would be asked to read and then expound upon the lessons, somewhat like a sermon.


On a raised platform in the front of the room stood an ornately carved wooden chest with openings where the sacred scrolls of the Old Testament were kept.  The leader took one of the scrolls of the Prophet Isaiah, unwrapped it carefully, and handed it to Jesus.  An expectant hush fell upon the congregation.  Jesus stood and rolled the two wooden sticks on which the parchment was wrapped. Searching, searching.  He rolled all the way to Isaiah 61 and read: “The Spirit of the Lord is on me, because He anointed me to preach good news to the poor.  He has sent me to proclaim freedom to the captives and recovery of sight to the blind, to set free those who are oppressed, and to proclaim the year of the Lord’s favor.”

Ah, they were familiar words. They reminded the Jews of their time of captivity in Babylon, 500 years before this, and how God had promised and delivered them from their dungeons and time of oppression, bringing them back to the homeland God had promised to Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob.  But more, they were words that spoke of the coming Messiah.  They knew them by heart.  And to those hearts Jesus began His sermon by saying: “Today, this Scripture is fulfilled in your hearing.” (hrxato de legein)

His words spoke to their hearts, their souls. He spoke to what bothered them the most, their ruined relationship with God in sin.  They were prisoners to sin.  Held captive by something greater than the Roman empire of their day.  Captive to Satan who so easily tempted them to disobey God, then beat them up with guilt and laughter when they fell.  Too often they felt blind to the things of God, as though they had been thrown into a dark hole where they couldn’t see. They understood how their forefather David felt when he cried, “Out of the depths I cry to You, O Lord. Lord, hear my voice” (Ps.130). Their rabbis never helped them out of such anguish of soul that sin caused them.  But Jesus, that day, spoke words of God’s forgiveness to their hearts.  He speaks the same to you.  And when He was done speaking, they felt loved by God again.  Was He that Savior for whom they longed?

III. …As God’s Son sent to save us.

But suddenly it dawned on them.  Jesus was claiming to be the long-awaited Savior - this hometown boy whom they knew so well! “Who does He think He is?” they thought to themselves. “He is only the carpenter, Joseph’s son!  Prove that you are whom you say!  Like a doctor should prove his ability to heal a sick person by first being healthy himself, you do the same!  Prove that you are whom you say you are, and we’ll believe you!”

Jesus knew their thoughts.  They were His own people. He had come to bring them such Good News first, but they were rejecting it.  If they turned away from God’s Son, whom God sent to save 
