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*Title Slide 
If you are someone who enjoys watching TV, this time of year can be 
quite emotional. It is the time of the season finale, and in some cases, 
the series finale. This is not a sermon about Game of Thrones. My 
favorite television show of all time ended this season. Big Bang Theory 
was on for twelve years and I enjoyed every one of the 279 episodes. 
The storyline followed a group of super smart scientists and their 
friends and love interests. The smartest of these somewhat charmingly 
nerdy individuals was Sheldon Cooper. For Sheldon, science explained 
everything, and if it couldn’t be explained scientifically, it wasn’t worth 
explaining. His way of solving all problems, even the problems 
encountered in love relationships, was to look to science. Here is my 
favorite example of that.  
 
*Big Bang Theory video 
https://youtu.be/ZgRViUJ3J4E 
 
Before watching Big Bang Theory, I hadn’t heard of Schrödinger’s Cat. 
But after seeing this episode, it occurred to me that this is how, in some 
ways, I have coped with situations in which I was anxious about the 
outcome. For example, when I was in high school and the results of my 
ACT test came in the mail, I didn’t open the envelope for several days. 
You see, as long as the envelope remained unopened, I was both a 
genius and not. A year later, when I started applying to colleges, I 
employed the same tactic. When an envelope from a college I was 
really interested in arrived, before opening it, I would enjoy a few days 
of the possibility that I was both admitted with a full academic 
scholarship and rejected entirely.  

https://youtu.be/ZgRViUJ3J4E


 
These unopened envelopes were symbols of hope for me. Like 
Schrödinger’s cat experiment, what was inside was, as far as I was 
concerned, life or death, and as long as they remained unopened, I had 
hope. As I’ve read more about Schrödinger’s experiment, I’ve learned 
that pop culture has misused the intent of his thought experiment a 
little bit, but I think it’s a good starting point for a discussion about 
hope and our text today from Paul’s letter to Christ followers in Rome. 
This part of Paul’s letter is a mess of theological words and constructs 
that are a good example of why people say the Bible is hard to 
understand. It is also a good example of why I do not enjoy preaching 
on Paul’s letters. I think, in so many ways, he makes God way too hard.  
 
It occurred to me this week, in the midst of reading scholar after 
scholar offering their explanations of Paul’s theology, that if I was 
walking into worship on the Sunday of a long holiday weekend, I would 
be more interested in finding hope for today and tomorrow than 
unraveling what Paul was trying to say to the Roman church 2000 years 
ago.  
 
And I guess the truth is, today I’m more interested in that too. I know 
what my week has been like and I know some of what your week was 
about.  
Troops are being sent to the Middle East. 
Our neighbors’ houses are flooded.  
There were storm fatalities just last night in El Reno. 
Getting to work or home or school has been a test of patience and 
persistence. 
We are a little bit edgy because our phones keep telling us there is 
another tornado watch or warning.  
School is out and we are very aware that, for some students, school is 
their safe place. 
People we love are sick and dying.  



Relationships are ending and beginning and its hard. 
 
You have come today, not for a theological masterpiece, but for hope. 
And you haven’t come for an illusion of hope, like a dead and alive cat 
in a box or an unopened envelope declaring good news and bad. You 
have come for hope you can believe in, hope that we are not just going 
to muddle through, but that things will really be okay.  
*In today’s text Paul tells the readers of the letter that everything will 
be okay because, through Jesus, all people were given the vast treasury 
of God’s grace. Through the Christ event, his death and resurrection, all 
people were justified, made right with God. And all will be well. 
However, in a surprise to no one, Paul and I see things differently. I 
would say that everything will be okay because the ways of God are 
radically different from the ways of the world, and ultimately, God’s 
ways will prevail.  
 
I don’t use the phrase God’s grace very much because I don’t like how I 
have heard the phrase used, “There but for the grace of God, go I.” This 
is another way of saying, God cares way more about what happens to 
me than what happens to that person. Ironically, that way of talking 
about God’s grace misses the whole point. Grace is for everyone. I don’t 
have more of it than you and you don’t have more of it than the family 
experiencing homelessness or your neighbor with chronic pain, or the 
politician you disagree with. The point is, we cannot do anything to 
earn or un-earn the grace of God. It is given to all of us, even when we 
behave badly. God extends grace to all people, not because we are 
good (although I believe, ultimately human beings are good), but 
because God is good.  
 
And that, I believe, is the thing on which our hope hinges…that God is 
good. And God is at work in the world. There is something going on in 
the world that is bigger than all of us, bigger than our problems, bigger 
than the news that scares us, bigger than any of the things that leave us 



emotionally and physically exhausted at the end of the day. And when 
we are paying attention, we are able to participate in that something 
bigger. It is participation in making God’s ways of goodness known in 
the world. And when we do that, we bring hope, not only to our weary 
selves, but to other people.  
 
*But what I have experienced is that sometimes holding on to hope is a 
lot like nailing Jello to the wall. It’s there and then it kind of wiggles 
away. I think that must be one of the reasons God created us to be in 
relationship, to remind each other that hope is alive in this world and it 
is up to us to make it visible.  
I mentioned earlier that the choir went to see Treva Friday morning and 
sang “Amazing Grace” for her. There was a lot of hugging and laughing 
and tears. Yesterday, Treva’s daughter, Cindy, shared this with me, 
“This morning mom said, ‘Now this is the way to die! It’s so lovely that 
I’m getting to see all my friends, have little visits, and being cared for 
while just feeling loved.’”  
*That, friends, is God’s grace. That is hope. Hope…not in a cure or a 
new diagnosis, but in the miracle of love. Let us love one another well. 
 
I will end this morning with a poem I read when I need to be reminded 
that hope does not come from a box or an envelope, but from God. It’s 
called “Hope Against Hope. It was written by author and artist Jan 
Richardson and is based on Romans 4:18. In that verse, Paul was talking 
about the faith of Abraham and he wrote, “Hoping against hope, he 
believed…” 
 
Hope nonetheless. 
Hope despite. 
Hope regardless. 
Hope still. 
Hope where we had ceased to hope. 
Hope amid what threatens hope. 



Hope with those who feed our hope. 
Hope beyond what we had hoped. 
Hope that draws us past our limits. 
Hope that defies expectations. 
Hope that questions what we have known. 
Hope that makes a way where there is none. 
Hope that takes us past our fear. 
Hope that calls us into life. 
Hope that holds us beyond death. 
Hope that blesses those to come. 
—Jan Richardson 
 
May God’s grace remind you this week that you are loved and that you 
are the recipient and the bearer of HOPE. Amen. 
 
 


