
1 
 

 

God’s Mission is Blessing 

Genesis 12:1-3 & 2 Corinthians 9:6-15 

A sermon preached by E. Scott Winnette 

October 6, 2019 

 

“And all the people of the earth will be blessed through you.”  Great Holy made this 
potent “you are about blessing everybody” promise to Abram.  Big Holy’s blessing through 
Abram is a metaphor; Abram represents humanity.  Abram is a rerun, a redo name for Adam, a 
refresher name again pointing to God’s hope for humanity.  Abram and Adam are followed by 
yet another impressive reminder name, Jesus – a living remembrance of God’s generative, 
blessing for humanity and call to serve the world.    We appreciate while these names are male; 
the female is equally in the covenant.  Sarah, Eve, Sophia, Nicki, Barbara, Harriet, Margee.  
Females and the beloved female-aligning luminate the world with the Spirit-Tang of Creator 
God’s blessing.   

The word “bless” means in Hebrew to salute, congratulate, or kneel before.   Over and 
over and over again the Cosmic Beginning, Big-Bang-Holy salutes humanity’s potential.  As it 
means to “kneel before” the phrase takes on a new nuance, “And all the people of the earth 
will be honored, saluted, revered through you.”   

The salute blessing is the mission of God stemming from the very nature of God.  Rather 
than an occasional centennial reminder; see it like a circadian rhythm.  Every 24 hours receive 
the blessing anew.  If you are in an insomnia season, spend some of early morning wokeness 
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conjuring and dreaming abundance.  Contemplate how you will bless the whole world’s 
communion after dawn’s early light.  Start a butterfly effect of love echoing, rippling worldwide. 
 Ponder how we are part of the odd arithmetic or our Scripture.  A sack of dry fish and 
stale bread feed thousands, Jesus makes 180 gallons of wedding wine from water, a grateful 
father throws an expensive party after his son returns from a wasting time; a good Samaritan 
opens his purse to pay for the health care of a stranger.  In 2 Corinthians’ “plant bountifully and 
reap bountifully” arithmetic God’s amazing grace takes our generosity, creates buckets more, 
and returns to us an abiding, abundant gratitude.  The odd arithmetic adds the more we give, 
the more we will have and the more we will enjoy and the more we will be drawn to 
thanksgiving and the more we will give. 
 Jewish teenager Anne Frank, within her Holocaust hiding place kept a diary.  She wrote, 
“How wonderful it is that nobody need wait a single moment before starting to improve the 
world.”   We are called to improve the world blessing everyone, bowing before every creature.   
 Today at the Congregational Meeting we will explore the wish budget from Council.   
Considering the giving of the last two years’ level or even dipping lower than before, the wish 
budget isn’t busting bountiful with big dreams; some might say it’s conservative.  Yet, our 
budget abounds with huge piles of shekels, and it represents abundant minutes, hours, days of 
time and drips with the great fruitfulness of your talent.  Being asked for so much largesse may 
stress you.  Some feel tapped out already.  Yet, the 2 Corinthians passages urges us to fearless 
giving, to not feel parched, or squeezed dry – believe there is always another drop.   

When a carnival came to town, the strong man was one of the most popular attractions.  
One of his tricks was to squeeze an orange dry with his bare hand.  Then he would offer $1,000 
to anyone in the audience who could squeeze one more drop from that orange.  Having nothing 
to lose, people were always ready to accept the challenge to make an easy $1,000, but they 
always failed.   They would squeeze and squeeze, but their efforts were fruitless, drop-less.  
Then, an older gentleman stepped up to try his strength.   The watchers looked at one another 
and smiled slyly, knowing this scrawny little fellow didn't stand a chance.   The older man took 
the crushed orange and began to squeeze.   The music swelled; their eyes focused on the 
shriveled orange in his hands, and amazing – one glistening drop welled, welled, welled and fell, 
then another, and another, and four more drops of juice fell from that flattened orange.   All 
were amazed, but the older man shrugged his shoulders and humbly said, “Oh, it's no big deal, 
really. I'm the treasurer over at the Presbyterian Church, and I do this with our budget all the 
time." 
 The promise we hear today is of God’s faith, hope and enthusiasm in humanity.  God’s 
amazing grace comes, an advent to our troubled souls, and our spirits rise to dance with over-
the-brim abundant Big-God congratulations.  God salutes us and asks that we salute the world -
- to fearlessly bless with time, talent, treasure.  Bless by caring for each other; kneeling before 
the hungry and eating with them; visiting the sick and praying with them; teaching children 
they are loved by God; teaching corporate leaders to value their workers; calling politicians to 
protect God’s weakest children.  Bless by laughter, by sharing, by befriending, by teaching, by 
holding, by lifting each other up until we all realize our God, who created the universe, kneels 
before us in friendship empowering us to befriend the world too.     

Elizabeth Kubler Ross, famous for her stages of grief wrote, “It's only when we truly 
know and understand that we have a limited time on earth - and that we have no way of 
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knowing when our time is up, we will then begin to live each day to the fullest, as if it was the 
only one we had.”  Meditate on Paul’s enthusiastic dream, “the one who sows bountifully will 
also reap bountifully – God is able to provide you with every blessing in abundance, so that by 
always having enough of everything, you may share abundantly in every good work – You will 
be enriched in every way for your great generosity, which will produce thanksgiving to God 
through us.” 

God’s salutes us every day with an an invitation to a new life of faith, a new life of 
interdependency, with abandon twirling in God’s dancing circles of extravagant abundance.   

 
Pray with me. 
 
Holy Love make me an instrument of your peace 
Where there is hatred, 
Let me sow love; 
Where there is injury, pardon; 
Where there is error, truth; 
Where there is doubt, faith; 
Where there is despair, hope; 
Where there is darkness, light; 
And where there is sadness, Joy. 
 
O Divine Love grant that I may not so much seek to be consoled 
As to console; 
To be understood, as to understand; 
To be loved, as to love. 
For it is in giving that we receive…Amen. 


