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Series: Out Roaming
Sermon: The Salvage Yard - Behold, I make all things New

Isaiah 43:16-19
Thus says the Lord,
    who makes a way in the sea,
    a path in the mighty waters,
17 who brings forth chariot and horse,
    army and warrior;
they lie down, they cannot rise,
    they are extinguished, quenched like a wick:
18 “Remember not the former things,
    nor consider the things of old.
19 Behold, I am doing a new thing;
    now it springs forth, do you not perceive it?
I will make a way in the wilderness
    and rivers in the desert.

Sermon

As a child, I loved walking around my grandfather’s farm.  There were several barns and outbuildings, and in a
few of them, were the vestiges of the ghosts of vehicles past.  A 1945 ford coupe in one lean-to, another barn
had a 1956 Buick special.  These cars, while they sound neat, certainly had seen their fair share of the road.  But
they weren’t car show quality.  Or had tires.  Or even ran.  They were junk cars, that just haven’t been discarded
yet.  Do you know anyone who has cars hanging around way too long that should have been gone a long time
ago?   But to a kid, oh these cars they were fun to climb around.

Have you ever visited a junkyard? It might be necessary to clarify what a “junkyard” is to the younger
generation. It is a place where cars and trucks are taken after they quit running or are damaged to the point of
being declared a total loss. Most communities have at least one. Nowadays they are often found in the poorer or
more remote sections of town with mandatory fences to hide them from view.  Oregon City had one downtown,
now where a car lot it, then you had Dale’s over by Wendy’s on Mollala.  Now you have to go to 10 O’Clock
Hill or to Portland to get a good sense of a vehicle graveyard.

I have often thought that there are some life lessons to be viewed from the common junkyard

God says through the Prophet Isaiah, and then is quoted again in Revelation 800 years later “Do not remember
the former things, nor consider the things of old.  See, I am doing a new thing! Now it springs up; do you not
perceive it? I am making a way in the desert and streams in the wasteland.”  Isaiah is helping the children of
Israel remember the Exodus story - we shared a bit of that last week with the Manna.  The Lord who makes a
path through the sea.  Who made Pharaoh’s army sink to the bottom, and off into the desert they went, to create
the future that was before them.  They could not live in the past, the past held slavery.  The future held freedom. 
What do you see when you view your life? Do you see possibilities or problems?  Do you see that you are a
slave to the past, or do you see the freedom of the future?



I don’t know about you, but the older I get, the more I understand my parents and my grandparents.  The last
time I went to the doc, she said, in her most helpful tone.  Ah, your 40's.  When your body begins to turn on you. 
I’m not decrepit just yet, but you wake up sore in the morning, and you’re not sure why.  An all nighter now
means I didn’t have to use the bathroom in the middle of the night.  When I was 10, how did you hurt yourself? 
Fell off my bike.  When you are 40, how did you hurt yourself?  Sneezed too hard.  Our bodies age.  And I’m
going to go kicking and screaming the whole way.  And we have this promise in heaven, new bodies, handicaps
are healed.  My father can walk again in heaven.  Great grandma has her memories back.  I am making all things
new - and that means you as well.  Ash to ash, dust to dust, or if you’re a car, rust to rust, but in the end, you are
shiny like a new penny.  Polished up.  Your former self.  There is not a junkyard for you.  But a place of glory. 

Let me ask you, are you tired of this pandemic?  Are you tired of our politics?  Are you tired of the pain of your
past, or the hurt in your families?  Take refuge in this word today.  Nothing lasts forever.  One day the pain will
be gone.  Administrations come and go.  One day we will gather again in large groups and speak without masks. 
These are dark times.  Isaiah was writing in some dark times as well.  The book is a collection of oracles,
prophecies, and reports; but the common theme is the message of salvation. There was, according to these
writings, no hope in anything that was made by people.  Isaiah was from Jerusalem, at the time when there were
two kingdoms, the north and the south, and he was in the South, Judah.   The northern kingdom of Israel had
been carried into captivity (722 B.C.), and the kingdom of Judah was in the middle of idolatry and evil.  The
Assyrians dominated the landscape, and Judah didn’t know her future.  Babylon was also expanding.  In view of
the fast-changing international scene, the people of Israel would be concerned about their lot in life—what
would become of the promises of God? How could the chosen people survive, let alone be their own people? 
They were looking for salvation.

Salvation.  It’s a funny word.  What does it mean to be saved?  I thought a lot thinking about my other grandpa
and his cars.   He spent most of his life fixing things, salvaging cars that needed work.  Auto body was one of
his passions.  From a simple dent to a major overhaul, he restored cars to their original condition.  I remember
watching him in his shop down turning a wreck into something drivable.  And unless it was a total loss, he
could bring it back to what it was supposed to be.  And as I thought about what salvation means, I couldn’t think
of a better way to explain it: Salvation is restoring something back to what it was supposed to be.  Just like
Grandpa Jim could bring back the luster and shine to a 67 Chevy, God can take the wrecks of our lives, the sin
and mar and dents that we have and reclaim us from the junk pile.

What’s my message today?  You are not junk.  Your body is not junk.  Your life is not junk.  Your history and
life’s journey is not junk.  God is in the redeeming business.  He can make ALL things new.  We read the
middle of Isaiah 43, let me jump back and read the first few lines of that chapter
But now, this is what the Lord says—
    he who created you, Jacob,
    he who formed you, Israel:
“Do not fear, for I have redeemed you;
    I have summoned you by name; you are mine.

If God can make this beautiful world, and all of creation thereof, I believe that He can take the junk of our lives,
the junk of this year, the junk of our relationships, the junk of our bodies and make all things new.  Thanks be to
God.  Amen!



Intro:
Oregon City United Methodist Church, friends and guests, good morning.  This is the day that the Lord has
made, let us rejoice and be glad in it.  We are out in the wiles of 99 E south of town, and we happened upon the
this place, where derelict cars of ages past and present find new life and new use.  And that’s a little bit of where
my soul is today.  Lord, take the wreckage of this year, or whatever it is that you face, and redeem it once again,
restore it to its former glory, or if anything, strip it down for parts and make something useful come out of this
year that seems to go on forever.  Maybe I’m taking the metaphor a little too far, but that is our sermon series
this month, out roaming.  Last week was at the bakery, this week at the junk yard.  Before we get to the singing,
however, let’s see some announcements!

Children’s Time
If you have a lot of nice clothes in your closet, you probably have some that require ironing. Ironing is kind of a
hassle. You have to set up the ironing board, and wait for the iron to heat up. You have to keep the iron moving
so you don't leave burn marks on your clothes, and you also have to be careful not to drop the thing. Ironing
boards are not the most stable piece of equipment in your house.  My brother once went to the hospital because
he tried to iron a pair of pants while he was still in them.  Not the smartest thing to do.

But if you think that's bad, think about it from your shirt's point of view. You're not the one being straightened
out by a scalding hot iron. That's a level of pain I'd rather not experience.

We make a mistake that requires us to admit a fault, or right or wrong. Maybe we have to endure some sort of
punishment or consequence for our actions. But when the hard times go away, we're not the same wrinkled
people that we were before. God is able to use that pain, straighten out our lives, and make us like new. That's a
hard thing to see and understand when we're hurting, but when the pain goes away, we look back and see that
God was in control the whole way.

We've all got lots of wrinkles and some will only come out with a little ironing. Let God have his way and he
will make something beautiful of your life.

Closing:
This Benediction seems appropriate for the junkyard theme, time to get back on the road of life.  Hear these
words:  

May God the Father
prepare your journey,
Jesus the Son
guide your footsteps,
The Spirit of Life
strengthen your body,
The Three in One
watch over you,
on every road
that you may follow.  Go in peace.

Offertory:
The worship team decorated the sanctuary for the season, the bounty spilling out for all.  May we use the bounty
of our lives, to feed a world starving for hope, faith, and love.  Thank you for your gifts to make our ministries
happen.  



Prayer:
Our prayer today I found in a book of Celtic prayers - I believe this is used as a bedtime prayer, but it is good for
all times of day.  Let us pray together...
This night and every night
seems infinite with questions,
and sleep as elusive
as answers.

Pain and longing are always present,
dulled only a little
by the distractions of day.
I am weary; I am weary.
I am confused.

Circle me, Lord.
Keep despair and disillusion without.
Bring a glimmer within.

Circle me, Lord;
keep nightmare without.
Bring moments of rest within.

Circle me, Lord;
keep bitterness without.
Bring an occasional sense
of Your presence within.

Organ Donor Sunday
We had a junkyard in the town I grew up in, owned by a family who had a kid in our school.  And we would go
to his house, and play among the 1,200 cars in the field.  When I got my first car, it was old enough to be one or
two steps away from being a permenant resident of that junkyard - but we kept it running - sometimes with the
parts we found in the junkyard.  Need a new thermostat?  Take one out of this monte carlo.  Needed a new
carborator, here’s one from a 78 Ford pick-em up truck.  They’re not using them anymore, lets use those parts to
keep another vehicle running.  In four years, we rebuilt that engine so it even doubled its gas miliage, from 9
miles a gallon to 18 miles a gallon.

Now, don’t hate me for the bad segue, but once a year in worship we promote Organ and tissue donation. 
Giving the gift of life when ours has ended.  Choosing to become an organ donor reflects one’s deepest beliefs
about the sanctity and importance of life. Some find it an easy decision; others are not so sure.  What does our
church say about it?  Well, we’re all for it.  Using our parts that we’re no longer using seems like a wonderful
gift to give.  Currently there is a much greater need of organs than organ donors.  The reality is that most people
in the U.S. support organ donation, with 95% of adults in favor of organ donation and transplantation. Even
though the vast majority supports organ donation, only a fraction of those are actually registered as organ
donors.

Please consider being an organ donor.


