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So, it was 5 years ago, almost to the day (it was July of 2010), and I was in the process of 
building a deck off the back of the house.  The holes had been dug, the posts had been cemented 
in, the beams had been put in place and the framing of the deck had been completed.  And I was 
just getting started on the decking, itself, when my progress came to a screeching halt.  It had 
rained the night before, so some of the dirt and fill in the post-holes had settled.  And, as I 
stepped the two feet down from the portion of deck on which I was working, the board onto 
which I stepped slid down into the post-hole beneath it, and my leg went with it.  And, then I 
heard the snap.  I immediately popped up and began to crawl across the joists to get back into 
the house, I opened the door, and I called up to Sharon, “Sharon, I think I just broke my ankle!”  
To which, Sharon quickly responded, “No, you didn’t!” 
 
But, I had!  Actually, I had broken my leg right at the point of the ankle, but nonetheless, it was 
broken.  Now, those of you who have had this experience already know what I learned very 
quickly when I stepped into that hole.  I knew, as soon as it happened, that there were going to 
be some challenges.  What I didn’t know, however, was the fact that those difficulties and 
challenges would touch, literally, nearly every single aspect of my life.  It was really somewhat 
remarkable, so for those of you who have not experienced it – I want to give you a brief glimpse 
into what life was like in the weeks that followed.   
 
There were, of course, those things that I knew, right away, would simply be off the table for a 
while… 

o The deck I was building when this happened – clearly I wasn’t going to be continuing it 
any time soon. 

o I called the manager of my softball team to let him know I was out for the season – that 
one was pretty clear. 

o I knew I wouldn’t be taking the trash out, mowing the lawn, painting the kitchen, 
sweeping the floors, trimming the hedges, replacing the hallway light fixtures, hanging 
new blinds, or any of 1,000 other things that were on the horizon of my to-do list.   

 
These were the things that were running through my mind before we even got into the car to go 
to the hospital that day. 
 
Then, there’s those things that I knew were going to be more challenging, but I’m not sure I 
realized how much. 

o The day after this happened Sharon and the kids had already made arrangements to 
meet an old friend for lunch.  That was great – the calm didn’t bother me at all at that 
point.  But, then lunchtime rolled around.  Getting to the kitchen to make lunch wasn’t a 
big deal, and even making it wasn’t really a notable problem.  But, the process of 
packaging that lunch in a manner that I could get it back to the couch where I could 
elevate my leg and actually eat it – that was whole different story.  I had to pack my 
sandwiches and chips and everything else in Ziplocs and load them in a backpack so that 



I could carry them the fifteen feet from the kitchen island to the couch.  The simplest 
things became complicated in remarkable ways. 

 
Then, of course, there’s that endless list of things I never even thought of. 

o Ever tried to change the diaper of an 18 month-old boy when you can’t walk?  They’re 
just old enough to think it’s hilarious to run away and hide when you pull out a new 
diaper, and just too young to realize it’s not game when you tell them to come.  At one 
point, in the midst of this, I sat on the floor for 25 minutes until Jay finally walked close 
enough to me that I could grab him and change his diaper. 

o And, I can’t neglect to mention the process of shopping.  Think about it – you go into a 
store just to pick up a couple of things (for me, the most notable one was the screws and 
nails I needed to purchase to allow a few friends to continue to finish off the flooring on 
our deck).  You can’t push a cart.  You can’t carry a basket.  In my case, you most 
certainly can’t clinch 15 pounds worth of nails and screws between your teeth and carry 
them to the front.  So there I was, in the middle of Home Depot, stuffing these boxes of 
screws and nails into a backpack so that I could carry them through the store – all the 
while praying to God that no one would think I was trying to steal them. 

 
Now, what’s my point in all of this?  Beyond sharing a few humorous stories of my own human 
fragility – the point is this…There are literally thousands of parts in the human body.  There are 
somewhere in the range of 700-800 muscles and 206 bones.  Thousands of parts – hundreds of 
muscles – over 200 bones – and I broke one!  One bone, one break, one location.  And, 
everything I tried to do was hindered.  With very little exception – everything I needed to do was 
harder.  From opening a door, to getting ready in the morning, to the wedding I needed to 
officiate the next weekend, to picking up a gallon of milk on the way home from work – almost 
everything I did in life was more difficult, and some things were simply altogether impossible.  
All because I lost the proper function of one of the thousands of the parts in my body. 
 

“12The body is a unit,” says Paul.  “Though it is made up of many parts; and 
though all its parts are many, they form one body. So it is with Christ. 13For we 
were all baptized by one Spirit into one body—whether Jews or Greeks, slave or 
free—and we were all given the one Spirit to drink.  14Now the body is not made 
up of one part but of many… 26If one part suffers, every part suffers with it; if one 
part is honored, every part rejoices with it.” 

 
More than anything I could or would want to share with you, in these earliest weeks of our time 
together, it is that we cannot be the faithful, meaningful, effective, worship-inspiring and life-
giving body of Christ that we are called to be, without you! 
 
Those of you who were here, last week, may recall that I have been centering these early couple 
of messages on the call of Isaiah in the sixth chapter of Isaiah’s prophecy.  This passage from 
Isaiah, I argue, is the epitome of the Christian condition – it is the very outline of the faithful life 
of a child of God.  It starts with the discovery of faith – the understanding of God’s love in our 
lives.  Like Isaiah discovering the grace of God in the cleansing coal that touches his lips, we 
started our conversations, back in April, with the foundational conviction that the grace of God, 
and our resulting relationship with God, had to be at the core of everything we would do and be.  
The Christian life starts with an understanding and embracing of the love of God at the core of 
all that we are.     
 
Then, last week, we were reminded that the discovery of the grace and love of God – the 
affirmation of our faith and relationship with God as the core of our existence – is inherently 



followed by the call of God.  As soon as Isaiah experiences that graceful forgiveness in his life, he 
immediately hears the voice of God proclaiming, “Whom shall I send, and who will go for us?”  
When we open ourselves to God’s love and grace, and we seek to bring God more intimately into 
our lives, God responds, in part, by calling us into ministry.  And, I suggested, last week, that 
this sense of calling is something we’ve forgotten in the life of the 21st century mainline church.  
Much like Isaiah hearing the call upon receiving the grace of God in his life, I suggested that we 
have to get back to listening for the call of God in our lives, that we too might know where we are 
being sent. 
 
But then the real challenge begins.  “Here I am!”  Isaiah proclaims.  “Send me!”  The faithful life 
is instigated and inspired as we, as individuals, and as a church, see and embrace the grace and 
love of God in our lives.  The faithful journey is incited when we, like Isaiah, recognize our 
unworthiness and relish in the boundless grace we receive through the gift of God’s grace.  That 
faithful life is then compelled as our understanding of the grace of God is met, head to head, 
with the call of God.  The faithful life is driven by the compelling understanding that God has 
things for us to do, parts for us to play, and places for us to be – that we need to hear and 
understand in our lives.  But then, inspired by the grace and compelled by the call, the faithful 
life flourishes in the response.   
 
Think about it about this way.  Most of you know this passage.  You know the song that we are 
about to sing.  You know this story.  The grace inspires you, the call challenges you, but the truth 
is that the part that grabs you – the piece of this story gives you that boost of energy when 
reading the Scripture or singing the song is those five words – “Here I am, send me!”  We are 
drawn in by the grace and love, we are compelled by the call, but the flourishing of the Christian 
life comes in the response.  It is true for each and every one of us as individuals, and it is true for 
us as a church.   
 
We are drawn together, in this place, because we know of the grace and love of God in our lives, 
and because we want to bring God, ever more deeply, into the center of our lives as individuals, 
and as a community of faith.  Then, we are compelled, as members of this church, by the call 
God has for us.  To preaching, teaching, administrating, serving, singing, cleaning, fixing, 
programming, designing, helping, leading, praying, giving, cooking, washing, calling, writing, 
ringing, directing, supporting, the list goes on and on of the endless ministries to which God can, 
and will, call us in and outside of this church.  But, the flourishing of our faithfulness, and the 
flourishing of the body of Christ that we know as the North Shore Congregational Church – that 
comes in the following.  That comes in hearing the call and embracing Isaiah’s response. 
 
I shared those tales of my forlorn brokenness at the beginning of this message because that 
experience gave me an entirely new appreciation for Paul’s image of the body of Christ.  It can be 
so easy to look around and see all of the pieces, all of the players, all of the parts involved in the 
body and figure that, in the end, one missing piece simply isn’t that big of a deal.  That one piece 
for me, however, that one of hundreds of parts that wasn’t functioning for me – made every 
single thing I sought to do more difficult.  And, it made some things altogether impossible.  So, I 
go back to where we started – if we want to become the faithful, meaningful, effective, worship-
inspiring and life-giving body of Christ that we are called to be – it will not happen without you.   
 
Fourteen days into this ministry there is so much I don’t yet know or understand about the 
ministries and dreams of this church.  I do, however, know that Isaiah’s example of faith is the 
only path we have to pursuing those dreams. 

 I know that we are gathered together because we have some grasp and understanding of 
the grace and love of God, and we want to know it more fully. 



 I know that as we embrace that grace in our lives God will meet our efforts with a call to 
ministry. 

 And I know that the true flourishing of our faithfulness as individuals, and as the body of 
Christ, will rely on our willingness to respond to that call with the same words that grab 
us in Isaiah’s story – “Here I am, send me!” 

 
Here I am Lord 
Words: Daniel L Schutte 

 

I, the Lord of sea and sky,  
I have heard My people cry.  
All who dwell in dark and sin,  
My hand will save.  
 

I who made the stars of night,  
I will make their darkness bright.  
Who will bear My light to them?  
Whom shall I send?  
 

Here I am Lord, Is it I Lord?  
I have heard You calling in the night.  
I will go Lord, if You lead me.  
I will hold Your people in my heart.  
 

I, the Lord of snow and rain,  
I have born my peoples pain.  
I have wept for love of them, They turn away.  
I will break their hearts of stone,  
Give them hearts for love alone.  
I will speak My word to them,  
Whom shall I send?  
 

Here I am Lord, Is it I Lord?  
I have heard You calling in the night.  
I will go Lord, if You lead me.  
I will hold Your people in my heart.  
 

I, the Lord of wind and flame,  
I will tend the poor and lame.  
I will set a feast for them,  
My hand will save  
Finest bread I will provide,  
Till their hearts be satisfied.  
I will give My life to them,  
Whom shall I send?  
 

Here I am Lord, Is it I Lord?  
I have heard You calling in the night.  
I will go Lord, if You lead me.  
I will hold Your people in my heart. 
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