
“God Is With Us” 
 
Of all the stories where God calls someone to lead God’s 
people, Moses’ story is one of the most magnificent, the most 
daunting and the most liberating calls stories of the Bible. It is 
certainly one of the stand out stories of the Hebrew Scriptures. 
The whole of the Exodus story is about a God of liberation that 
frees an enslaved and oppressed people. God chooses an 
ordinary Moses for an extraordinary task. God chooses those 
who are oppressed over those who have power.  
It is a foundational story for our Jewish friends, it is a story that 
provided hope to black slaves in this country and speaks to 
liberation theologians and good people fighting oppression still.  
 

But instead of trying to focus on the immensity of the whole of 

the Exodus story, I want to center in on that moment; when we 

see something we didn’t expect to see, off in the distance. And, 

getting closer, we realize this thing we are seeing, is real, is 

true, it is maybe even God. For Moses it was a burning bush. 

 

Of all the images that reminded me of the God of the Hebrew 

Scriptures when I was a kid, it was the burning bush. The bush 

alight in flame, but was not consumed. The voice, the speaking, 

out of seemingly nowhere, to Moses. God revealing God’s 

name, a most holy name, to this man. I wish I had known then 

that Moses had had a speech impediment. He would’ve 

seemed more human to me as a kid and less like the Moses 



holding those ten commandments with his long beard, like 

some Hollywood movie character… say a Charlton Heston… 

Moses would have seemed less like a man on a pedestal and 

more a regular person like the rest of us. Because I think that 

was originally the point, he was special, and chosen, but he was 

still a man, like the rest of us. 

I really appreciate what happens though, when Moses 

approaches that burning bush. I appreciate how the voice says 

“take off your sandals, this is holy ground.” Marking this place, 

where Moses was standing, as holy. 

 Have you ever taken off your sandals on a summer day and just 

let your feet feel the earth? We don’t do this as much as I 

imagine people used to do, and certainly we have a lot of 

months in the winter where I know I  just couldn’t bear the idea 

of being barefoot in the grass.  

Yet, when we take off our shoes, and place our feet on the 

dewy grass or sandy beach, we are literally becoming grounded 

with the earth. Think electricity. This has actually been studied. 

We are literally getting recharged by the earth’s energy, the 

earth is the ground and it is grounding for us. Holy ground 

indeed!  

Ok, that may sound a little woo-woo, but taking our shoes off 

and standing on the ground, the real earth, not cement, is good 

for us. There are people that do this, rain or shine, to get their 

time in with their bare feet. It is actually called earthing. And I 

think it is a holy act. 



I tried it last summer, being intentional about standing in the 

grass in my bare feet at least a few mornings a week. What it 

did for me, was afford me some time to stand quietly, observe 

my surroundings, hear the birds in the trees, the rumble of an 

airplane, the wind on the leaves of the bushes. Something 

ordinary turned holy as I turned my attention toward it. It was a 

good way to pause and appreciate my surroundings. It was like 

a positive, holy, time out. 

I had the good fortune to see Rob Bell, a former mega church 

pastor, turned surfer and writer and “maker of things” the 

other Friday night at the Neptune Theater in Seattle. Susan was 

there too. Rob Bell is now a progressive thinker and Biblical 

commentator. He begs the listener, the reader to take a second 

or even third look at a Holy Scripture we might just be taking 

for granted. 

Rob preaches these days by doing a show. As in a stand up 

routine. And I think he talked for like 2 hours. I will not be doing 

that today, do not worry. But he said something striking, 

something that has stayed with me, about this idea of the holy 

and standing on holy ground.  

It is not revolutionary, but I think it is something we forget. 

Wherever we are can be holy ground. Because, wherever you 

are, God is. God is always with us. In his act, Rob shared the 

Hebrew word for Holy with us. The word is Kadosh. And in his 

act, he would say it three times, Kadosh, Kadosh Kadosh, 

drawing a circle around himself. Where we stand, is holy. 



There is no escaping God’s presence, the essence of the Divine 

is throughout all creation. We as humans might make 

something profane, but even in the most terrible of moments, 

God still can be present with us, and the Holy is still there. God 

is always with us. 

This doesn’t take away the awful things we do to each other, it 

doesn’t negate the Holocaust or the bombings in Syria, or take 

away cancer and the carcinogens we have created. But it says 

to me, each day, we have the opportunity to turn toward the 

Holy, we can make the choice to see it, to seek it out, and 

appreciate it. Because there is a little bit of God reflected in 

each and every one of us, all the people of this planet. And 

because there is divine inspiration in each and every part of 

creation, it is our job to notice it. Each moment there is a new 

potential to encounter a burning bush, to hear the voice of God 

in a friend’s voice, to take off our sandals and stand on holy 

ground. 

Believe or not, this church has been a bit of a burning bush for 

me. About two years ago, I started to seriously discern whether 

or not I should stay at Highline Medical Center as a chaplain. 

The landscape of health care had changed so much, the Ethical 

and Religious Directives of the Catholic Church just did not 

match my own personal ethics in the provision of care and so 

on and so forth. But in the midst of it all, I expected to stay in 

my lane as a chaplain.  



And then in April 2017 I was asked to preach here one Sunday 

when interim minister Eric was away and I let you all know that 

I was leaving Highline. And not too long after that, Nancy 

contacted me for coffee. I was so surprised with her question, 

to see if I was willing to be a contracted pastor, here. 

In the background, unbeknownst to Nancy, or the church 

council or anyone but God, I had started to entertain the idea 

of serving a church. I had admitted to God, I was open to it. This 

is no small thing, for most of my career in ministry I had 

decided I would stay in my lane, as a chaplain. 

 And then, just months later, there is this burning bush on the 

horizon, and I am beckoned towards it, and I have to stop and 

see what it, this burning bush is all about. 

Moses hears a voice “take off your sandals, this is holy ground.” 

The God of Abraham draws him in and shares this vision of 

liberation for the Hebrew people. And what does Moses do? He 

says “Who am I that I should go to Pharaoh and bring the 

children of Israel out of Egypt?” In other words Moses says, I 

am just a regular person, perhaps you have the wrong guy? 

And God replies: “But I will be with you.”  

Sometimes we are called and though we would like to deny the 

call, we can’t deny God. One of my clergy colleagues says 

“that’s when God is sitting on you.” 

For many years I held onto the belief that I could serve God and 

be in ministry, like working as a refugee rights advocate or as a 



chaplain, but a preacher? That would be someone else. I met 

students in seminary who were excited to preach—I was a little 

in awe that they would voluntarily get up and speak their truth 

in chapel—for the sheer practice and enjoyment of it all.  

When chaplaincy finally became the door to which I entered 

ordained ministry, I realized that through the act of ordination 

itself I had to leave the door at least slightly ajar to a future 

potential that had not yet been realized. A future preaching and 

maybe even pastor potential.  I am the first to say that I had 

accepted this charge reluctantly. 

It has been many years between here and there. I want to take 

a moment to thank Lon Rycraft for seeing something in me that 

I didn’t see myself in 2015. He had called me up at the hospital 

and asked if we could talk—he was interested to know if I 

would cover communion Sundays while he was on sabbatical. 

Who me? 

I said “yes” anyway, and Lon was very reassuring. It was like he 

was saying “God is with you.” 

Sometimes when God starts to nudge you, you have to pay 

attention. Sometimes God speaks through the church. Even 

today. Can you believe it? I have to say I do. 

When I learned that Lon was retiring, and this would’ve now 

been late 2016, it was then that I wondered to myself, could I 

ever be a pastor? For the first time the question formally 

entered my mind. I just sat with it, all the while discerning what 



my call to ministry might become as I negotiated the changing 

waters in chaplaincy. And yet, I still expected myself to stay in 

my lane as a hospital chaplain.  

And this is where we pick up the thread of my own call 

narrative to Normandy Park UCC. Not so many months later, I 

decided to resign my position at the hospital and shortly 

thereafter Nancy called me to meet for coffee. I was waiting for 

a second interview at Mt. St. Vincent in West Seattle at the 

time, but wasn’t sure my heart was in it. By divine inspiration, 

when offered to be your contracted pastor for six months, I said 

yes. And some of you might remember that I walked around 

those first few months talking about the Holy Spirit and divine 

intervention. I perhaps have been more surprised than you 

have been about the way things have unfolded. 

Nearly every other month since then I have been asked to 

return to health care by some kind soul. Nearly every other 

month I have said no, realizing that God is calling me to open 

the door wider and wider still to serve in a new capacity. The 

call has been clear and steady, to partner with you all in church 

ministry here at Normandy Park UCC, if you would have me 

continue to be in partnership with you.  

And that is what this Sunday is all about, a final step in the 

discernment process from which the search committee has 

brought forth their recommendation. You, dear people of God, 

have been a burning bush for me. This place, dear people of 

God, is holy ground and we have an opportunity to continue 



this work together in a new and dynamic way-- of seeking 

justice, going deeper in spiritual formation, ever following the 

foot steps of Jesus and discerning how we are called to serve in 

the name of the God of Abraham, in the name of the one who 

says “I will be with you.” Amen. 

 


