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Sermon Grandparents Day/Promotion Sunday
Scripture Reading: 2 Timothy 1:1-14

Paul, an apostle of Christ Jesus by the will of God, for the sake of the promise of life that is in Christ Jesus, To Timothy, my beloved child: Grace, mercy, and peace from God the Father and Christ Jesus our Lord. 

I am grateful to God — whom I worship with a clear conscience, as my ancestors did — when I remember you constantly in my prayers night and day.  Recalling your tears, I long to see you so that I may be filled with joy. I am reminded of your sincere faith, a faith that lived first in your grandmother Lois and your mother Eunice and now, I am sure, lives in you. For this reason I remind you to rekindle the gift of God that is within you through the laying on of my hands; for God did not give us a spirit of cowardice, but rather a spirit of power and of love and of self-discipline. 

Do not be ashamed, then, of the testimony about our Lord or of me his prisoner, but join with me in suffering for the gospel, relying on the power of God, who saved us and called us with a holy calling, not according to our works but according to his own purpose and grace. This grace was given to us in Christ Jesus before the ages began, but it has now been revealed through the appearing of our Savior Christ Jesus, who abolished death and brought life and immortality to light through the gospel. For this gospel I was appointed a herald and an apostle and a teacher, and for this reason I suffer as I do. But I am not ashamed, for I know the one in whom I have put my trust, and I am sure that he is able to guard until that day what I have entrusted to him.  Hold to the standard of sound teaching that you have heard from me, in the faith and love that are in Christ Jesus. Guard the good treasure entrusted to you, with the help of the Holy Spirit living in us. 

If you knew that today was Grandparents’ Day before you came today you are one of the enlightened ones! It certainly doesn’t get promoted in today’s media or advertizing!

The week before Mother’s Day, radio announcers give out reminders to not forget to do something special for our moms. Suggestions are plentiful and taking her “out to eat” is always #1 on the list.

Father’s Day is a big day too.  Most dads say they don’t want anything but we can’t help but notice how glad they are to be appreciated.  

Grandparent’s Day, just hasn’t had time to catch on yet, it seems.

It’s only been official for 32 years, which isn’t long, historically speaking.

It exists is because of a tenderhearted housewife named Marian McQuade, whose primary motivation was to champion the cause of the lonely elderly who live in nursing homes. It was her hope to persuade grandchildren to tap into all the wisdom and heritage their grandparents could provide. 
To this, many would add, that they’re just good to have around—with or without words of wisdom!  

An eight-year-old described grandparents beautifully when she said,

“Grandparents are people who don’t have children of their own, so they like other people’s boys and girls. Grandparents don’t have anything to do except be there. If they take us for walks, they slow down past pretty leaves and caterpillars. They never say ‘Hurry up.’ Usually they are plump but not too plump to tie shoes. They wear glasses, and sometimes they can take their teeth out. They can answer questions like why dogs hate cats and why God isn’t married. When they read to us, they don’t skip words or mind if it is the same story again. Everybody should try to have a grandma and grandpa because grandparents are the only grownups who always have time.”

Well, I am sure that each of us would have our own different way of describing our grandparents.

Some of you may have had grandparents who always had candy strategically placed in open dishes around the house so you could continually binge on sweets!

Some of you may have had a grandparent whose hug was so big that it almost swallowed you up!

Others had grandparents that they hardly ever saw.

Or those they never got to know.
And this is why Grandparents’ Day means different things to different people. 
Today’s text is part of a letter that the apostle Paul wrote to young Timothy, who was serving as minister to the church at Ephesus.
His words give us an inside view of how the important role grandparents play in a child’s life.

Let’s take a closer look… 

Paul begins the body of his letter 
with words of blessing 

and expressions of gratitude to God

for Timothy, 

whom he evidently has known 

for some time.

Paul does some reminiscing

 remembering a time when he and Timothy had been together.

There had been an occasion on which Timothy had shed some tears


and being with him 

had brought Paul much joy.

And as Paul was reminiscing, 

he was reminded of Timothy’s sincere faith

--which Paul had observed
in the members of that family

for at least three generations.

It was a faith that had shown up first in Timothy’s grandmother Lois,

then in his mother Eunice,

and now, 

it was living in Timothy himself.

This was very encouraging to Paul 

for knowing that it is faith that keeps the church alive,

Timothy’s faithfulness gave him much hope 

about the future of the church.

And hope is exactly what Paul seemed to need 
as he penned this letter 
--for soon, he would surely be facing death 
at the command of the sadistic persecutor, Nero. 
We can hear the intensity of emotion 

as we read Paul’s words. 

He had fulfilled his duties and responsibilities, 
and now, 

he must pass those same duties and responsibilities 
on to the next person.
That person was Timothy. 

Further down in the letter, 

Paul would even use the metaphor of race,

saying to Timothy,

 “I have fought the good fight, I have finished the race, I have kept the faith.” 
We know from his words that Paul was convinced 

that Timothy was the one to reach out and take hold of that torch.

Timothy had the faith of his grandmother and mother,
and Paul was confident that he could and would 
“run straight”  

the race of Christ. 
“I am persuaded that this same faith now lives in you,”

So, this was back then. What lessons might this passage have for us now

--we who have gathered here today 

to learn and to worship God




on this day we call Grandparents Sunday. 

Well, I believe that the Scripture 

has some very important truths to teach us 
about that mystery 

we call faith.

The first thing Paul wants us to know is that it is alive.

His words reveal
that faith lives
--and that breathes in and through us, 
inspires us, 
and makes it possible 

for us to have the kind of life 

that really is life

--life that is worth living!  

So, what does this kind of living faith look like 

--in practical terms?

The story is told of the child who came out of class his first day of Sunday School. His parents are curious about how things went, so on the drive home they began by asking him what the teacher’s name was:

“I don’t know.  I don’t remember her name,” the child responded.
“Well, do you remember anything about her?” his parents asked him.
“Well, I think she is Jesus’ grandmother.” the boy said. 
“Why would you think that?” his parents asked.
“Because all she did was hold up His picture and brag on him.”

What a better place this world would be if every person on earth had this kind of love 

for Jesus Christ and this kind of living, breathing faith!
All selfishness would be wiped from the face of the earth,


and genuine love would take its place.

It can begin right here with us today.
So…how exactly does a person 
get 

this awesome, living, 

breathing, growing 
mysterious thing called faith?

Well, 

It so happens….

that Paul tells us this too
--right here in this letter, 

saying,

Faith…

 is passed on to others
through the laying on of hands.

[expound on the laying on of hands: in worship, in everyday life—

It doesn’t have to happen in church, though.

The passing on of faith can happen anywhere, anytime.

Richard Foster says, “I like to lay my hands on my children lightly as they are asleep and imagine the light of Christ healing any trauma from the day and filling them with peace.”
A beautiful example of how faith is caught rather than taught.

Seeing through the eyes of a child,

the author of the following poem reminds all of us
that the most important work 

any of us can do

is 

live the faith:  
I’d rather a see sermon than hear one, any day.
I’d rather one should walk with me than merely show the way.
The eye is a better pupil, more willing than the ear.
Fine counsel is confusing, but example is always clear.
And the best of all the preachers are the ones who live their creeds,
For to see a good put into action is what everybody needs.

How true this is!

And this brings us to 
the most encouraging part of Paul’s letter

--that faith can be rekindled.

It’s never too late


if a person has even a tiny flicker of faith,

The story is told of a member of a certain church, who previously had been attending services regularly, stopped going.  After a few weeks, the pastor decided to visit him:

 It was a chilly evening. The pastor found the man at home alone, sitting before a blazing fire.  Guessing the reason for his pastor's visit, the man welcomed him, led him to a comfortable chair near the fireplace and waited. The pastor made himself at home but said nothing.  In the grave silence, he contemplated the dance of the flames around the burning logs.  After some minutes, the pastor took the fire tongs, carefully picked up a brightly burning ember and placed it to one side of the hearth all alone then he sat back in his chair, still silent. The host watched all this in quiet contemplation.  As the one lone ember's flame flickered and diminished, there was a momentary glow and then its fire was no more.  Soon it was cold and dead.Not a word had been spoken since the initial greeting.  The pastor glanced at his watch and realized it was time to leave.  He slowly stood up, picked up the cold, dead ember and placed it back in the middle of the fire. Immediately it began to glow, once more with the light and warmth of the burning coals around it. As the pastor reached the door to leave, his host said with a tear running down his cheek, 'Thank you so much for your visit and especially for the firey sermon. I will be back in church next Sunday'.

Oh how we need one another 

to help fan that flame!
And the best part of all is this:

When our faith is fanned into flame again,

God fills us with even more courage 
than we’ve ever had before 

and we are given the power 
to love others 

with amazing boldness! 

“So,” says Paul,

Hold to the standard of sound teaching that you have heard from me, in the faith and love that are in Christ Jesus. Guard the good treasure entrusted to you, with the help of the Holy Spirit living in us.” 

These are the words of wisdom that God has given to us this day. 

Let us take them to heart

--to the deepest level of our being,

and then we will realize how closely we are connected 

--much more closely than we had ever imagined!

The following poem sums it all up for us:

An old man on the long highway,
Came in the evening cold and gray,
To a chasm that was deep and wide.
Through which there flowed a swelling tide.

The old man crossed in the twilight dim.
The torrents had no fears for him.
But, he turned when safe on the other side,
And built a bridge to span the tide.

"Old man," cried a fellow traveler near,
"You are wasting time in building here.
Your journey will end with the light of day.
And never again will you pass this way.

You've crossed the chasm deep and wide,
Why build a bridge now at eventide?"
The builder lifted his old gray head,
"My friend, I need no bridge," he said;

"But on the path I've walked today,

Comes a youth whose feet must pass this way.
The chasm that was nothing at all to me,
To that young man, may a pitfall be.

He too, must cross in the twilight dim.
My friend, I am building this bridge for him."

Happy Grandparents Day to us all—young and old, alike!
For we know in whom we have believed!

And we are persuaded to keep the faith alive

-and to pass it on

from generation to generation.  Amen.  

And now, 

let us respond to today’s message 

in the singing of the hymn that bears this name,

I Know Whom I Have Believed

(page 714 of the hymnal)

