
Sermon:    The New Frontier or Transformers by Laura Hamby      

Check out the cover for today’s order of Worship ;-)  No secrets 
there. . . from the Flintstones to the Jetsons; the pony express to the 
internet, from Woody, to Buzz Lightyear. I know we all have our points 
of reference, and if we were all seated cozily in the Sanctuary at 
Trinity this morning, I’d ask you to share some of yours.  When it come 
to the passage of time, I often think of my grandmother, Mom’s mom, 
Mamaw.  I would listen to her tell stories of going to the park with her 
dad when she was a little girl.  On one such occasion the man that was 
demonstrating the wringer washing machine, was telling stories of a 
horseless carriage… and that’s just what Mamaw thought they were.  
Stories.  I started kindergarten at Soquel Elementary School in 1960 
and one of the first stories in our Weekly Reader was that Man would 
land on the moon before 1970. I still remember that summer evening 
in 1969 when we moved the kitchen table into the living room to 
follow the moon landing. And Mamaw saw that, too. 

The other picture on the cover of our bulletin– smack in the center – 
under a signpost reading Yesterday / NOW / Tomorrow-- is Trinity 
Presbyterian Church.  We are an Easter people, as John Paul II 
reminded us back in the ‘80’s.  “We are an Easter People and 
Alleluia is our song!” We are not looking for a shallow joy but rather 
a joy that comes from faith, that grows through unselfish love, that 
respects the “fundamental duty of love of neighbor, without which it 
would be unbecoming to speak of Joy.” We realize that joy is 
demanding; it demands unselfishness. . . 

We know and revere some of God’s more gallant Easter People.  We 
think of Peter and Paul in front of the Sanhedrin, refusing to obey the 
council’s orders and saying, “WE cannot keep from speaking about 
what we have seen and heard.”  No doubt we think of Martin Luther 
King and Rosa Parks, as they took a bold, public stand and suffered the 



consequences for doing so.  St. Peter, Rosa Parks, today’s medics on 
the frontlines of a deadly pandemic, caring for our families, neighbors, 
friends, and kindred spirits – and many others – they all stand tall with 
conviction, and pay a price for being an Easter People, exercising their 
fundamental duty of love. 

We could brainstorm and fill a whiteboard with names of people both 
Biblical and contemporary, famous and infamous, that took heed and 
followed the words of Paul in our Scripture this morning: 

With God helping you: Take your everyday, ordinary life—your 
sleeping, eating, going-to-work, and walking-around life—and place it 
before God as an offering.  

I know this is a familiar and favorite scripture, and I have always been 
moved and challenged by it, but I have to admit when I read Eugene 
Peterson’s translation, The Message, I am awakened once again to the 
call of this scripture. 

Our calling, yours and mine, is to stand for what is right.  We must 
remember, that along with the bold, God is also in the market for the 
meek to do what is right, to go about doing our business, making sure 
we do His business. 

In the more familiar text, we are being called not to conform, but to 
be transformed, by the renewing of our minds, that we might discern 
what is the will of God, what is good, and acceptable, and perfect.  
OR as we heard Rosie and Justin read from the Message: 

Don’t become so well-adjusted to your culture that you fit into it 
without even thinking. Instead, fix your attention on God. You’ll be 
changed from the inside out. Readily recognize what he wants from 
you, and quickly respond to it.  

Paul’s message is clear.  We are the church.  We gather our individual 
and unique gifts to serve our communities.  I am not a card-carrying 



member of Trinity any more than you are a card-carrying of member 
the Congregational Church of Soquel, but we all serve together.  Each 
part gets its meaning from the body as a whole, not the other way 
around. The body we’re talking about is Christ’s body of chosen 
people. Each of us finds our meaning and function as a part of his 
body. 

We are an Easter People! The Church of Christ Jesus is built on our 
confession of Jesus as the Christ, Son of the living God! 

There’s the old story of the 3rd grade boy who went to school boasting 
of his grandparents 5Oth wedding anniversary.  His teacher, quite 
impressed, said, “Your grandparents are certainly lucky!” 

To which the boy, immediate exclaimed, OH NO! Grandma told me it 
wasn’t luck.  It took A LOT of hard work! 

We, any way you want to stack up, WE, have our work before us.  Long 
before this pandemic, the church found itself looking off at the new 
frontier as we began seeking desperately to find our place in the 21st 
Century and families in our pews. 

NOW, right now, we find ourselves in a world full of illness, dodging an 
elusive enemy, grieving over those who have died and mourning with 
those who are left to carry on in the face of their loss. The suffering 
doesn’t stop there, it extends to mental health and financial loss.  It is 
predicted that by Wednesday of this week, more people in the United 
States will have died from the coronavirus than were killed in the 12 
years of the Viet Nam war. 

DATELINE SANTA CRUZ 2020:  COME ALL CHRISTIANS, BE 
COMMITTED!  

Truth in advertising, I stole that line from the title of a hymn.  I found 
it to be somewhat amusing. Come All Christians, Be Committed!  But 
on second look, it is a cry! A Plea!  A reminder that we are continually 



called to be “an Easter People and Alleluia is our song!”  – 
committed to our initial confession of faith upon which the church is 
built.  Commitment is not a matter of being Lucky, it is a lot of hard 
work. 

And not only are we called to be committed, we are called to be 
transformed!-- God helping us: Taking our everyday, ordinary life—our 
sleeping, eating, going-to-work, and walking-around life—and place it 
before God as an offering. Embracing what God does for us is the best 
thing we can do for him. 

That was our call yesterday.  That is our call now.  That will be our 
call Tomorrow.  The Flintstones, the Jetsons, the pony express, the 
internet (which is sure doing its part these days), and our friends 
Woody and Buzz, all remind us that time marches on.  Most of us 
listening here own a horseless carriage. Even my old pal, Ben Striker, 
knew the importance of looking beyond the now to the tomorrow.  

There are two other figures on the cover of the bulletin.  They are 
action figures.  Jesus action figures. One, looks like the Jesus of the 
Bible.  The Jesus of our Sunday school days.  The other, a more 
contemporary rendering of Jesus, an action figure for our times. He is 
not wearing a mask or gloves, but he does look as though he’s 
standing, ready to shade his eyes as he looks out over the new 
frontier--prepared to act, to serve, to love -  

Friends, Trinity, stands at the heart of the New Frontier as we know it 
–  those are our hands, our feet, our hearts at the corner of Melrose & 
Poplar, embracing that what God does for us is the best thing we can 
do for Him.  Amen.


