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In the name of the Father, and of the † Son, and of the 
Holy Spirit. Amen. Homecomings are generally supposed 
to be happy events – a chance to walk around the old 
neighborhood and reflect on people and places that shaped 
us – a chance to catch up – an opportunity to see how eve-
ryone “turned out” – to see “what’s been going on.” 
Hometown heroes have been known to get the “red carpet 
treatment” and the key to the city – and people have had 
occasion to say things like: “We knew she was going to 
grow up to be someone special,” or “I taught him to shoot 
free throws when he was just this high.” But that’s not 
what happened when Jesus returned to Nazareth. He’d 
been busy healing the sick, casting out demons, raising the 
dead, and preaching the reign of God. His power over de-
mons, disease, and death was well-known – and undoubt-
edly the word concerning Him had also spread quickly to 
His own hometown. 

On His return as a “son of the congregation” He’d been 
invited to preach. We don’t know what He preached on 
that Sabbath day, but if it was like His other sermons, it 
may have been about how He was the fulfillment of Mo-
ses and the prophets – how the reign of God had broken 
into this age with His coming – and how His appearing 
signaled the world’s salvation. But the people of the con-
gregation apparently paid little attention. Instead, ques-
tions filled their minds and distracted their thoughts as 
they listened to Him preach. They wondered where He 
had received all those funny ideas, where He’d gotten all 
His wisdom, and how He did all those miracles. “Isn’t this 
the Carpenter?” they wondered. “Isn’t this Mary’s little 
Boy – the One who grew up here and played with our 
kids?” “Where does He get off acting like this?” 

The more questions they asked, the more offended they 
became. But what offended them wasn’t Jesus’ miracles 
or the words He spoke, it was His humanity. In so many 
ways He was just like them – ordinary and plain – not the 
sort who would claim to be God-come-to-earth, or the 
Messiah who had come to save the world – not the kind to 
gather a group of disciples and teach with unheard-of au-
thority. After, all Jesus put His robe on one sleeve at a 
time just like every one of them. Who did He think He 
was – God? The hometown crowd stumbled at the outra-
geousness of it all, and the synagogue was scandalized. 

And may I say that the synagogue is still stumbling to-
day? Jewish people in our time still refuse to believe that 
this humble Carpenter from Nazareth is the promised 
Messiah, God’s anointed Suffering Servant-Son. They 
stumble over His humanity, His humility, His suffering, 
His weakness, His death, His failure to restore Israel, and 
His seeming inability to establish a kingdom in this world. 

There are those who may say some nice things about Him, 
of course – that He was a great Teacher, a great Prophet, 
even a great Jew – but to call Him Messiah, the Christ, the 
Glory of Israel, or the Son of the living God is far too 
much to ask. Jesus was too human and weak to be called 
any of those things. 

But Jews aren’t the only ones who stumble over Jesus’ 
humanity. Although that humanity is openly celebrated at 
Christmas time as “the reason for the season” – and alt-
hough most people are even willing to sing about it in 
words such as: “Veiled in flesh the Godhead see; hail the 
incarnate Deity” – if you were to push the average shopper 
in the street at Christmas time concerning exactly who this 
Jesus really is, the answers you’d most likely receive 
would be: a myth, a legend, a teacher, a prophet, or a holy 
man. But to confess Him truly as God incarnate who en-
ters our world in human flesh to take up our suffering and 
sin – and gives up His life for the life of the world – that’s 
a way of thinking most people aren’t yet ready for. 

Even we Christians stumble over Jesus’ humanity – 
like when we ignore our Baptism – when we despise 
preaching and God’s Word and think we have better 
things to do on Sunday morning than to be in Church – 
when we reject confession and absolution – or when we 
refuse to take the Lord’s Supper – as if we could actually 
be Christians on our own without any of these things – or 
even without Christ Himself! You see, Jesus still comes to 
us today the same way He came to the people in the Naza-
reth synagogue. He comes to us humbly under the form of 
words, water, bread and wine. He comes to us hidden – 
hidden in His Word spoken, read and preached. He comes 
to us in rejectible ways – even as He once came to His 
own hometown – as a prophet and a preacher of the Word 
– and what could be more rejectible than a preacher? 

It’s pretty easy to blow off the preached Word. You 
can be honest about it. All you have to do is shut down 
your ears, tune out the sermon and the readings, and let 
your mind wander to the latest piece of juicy gossip, or 
what you’re going to be doing later today. You can ignore 
what I have to say as nothing more than a “matter of my 
own opinion.” And, you can critique the style of my 
preaching without having to be touched by the substance 
of what I say. Think how easy it is to tune out the 
preached Word – and yet remember also that this Word is 
the very means by which God creates and sustains faith – 
because, “faith comes by hearing.” 

It’s also remarkably easy to disregard your Baptism. 
After all, you deal with water every day. What could be so 
important about that little bit of water poured over you 
such a long time ago? Most of us aren’t even aware of the 



date of our Baptism – and I’m sad to say that precious few 
of us ever even celebrate that blessed day when we were 
washed and renewed in the Holy Spirit. It’s also quite easy 
to disregard the Lord’s Supper as something optional – 
something that’s “nice” to have every once in a while 
when you “feel the need.” After all, what is it but a bit of 
bread that barely resembles bread, and a sip of wine that 
barely tastes like wine? Yet the truth of the matter is that 
the Word of God tells these are holy things – the very 
body and blood of our Lord Jesus Christ, given and shed 
for the forgiveness of our sins – a Communion with Christ 
and with His Church in heaven and on earth. Still, I fear 
we expect something more – something greater perhaps – 
something more visibly miraculous. 

I’m afraid that the old saying is true: “familiarity 
breeds contempt.” Familiarity with Jesus in Nazareth bred 
contempt for His words. He was so familiar to the people 
that it was hard for them to believe what He was saying. 
“He came to His own, and they didn’t receive him.” For 
us, words, water, bread and wine are such a familiar, ordi-
nary, part of our day-to-day world, that it’s easy to miss 
what Jesus is saying and doing through them. We don’t 
expect God to deal with us in ordinary ways. We tend to 
look toward the unfamiliar, the new, the different, the ex-
citing. The unexpected crash of a jet airliner is likely to 
draw far more attention than Christ’s visit to us in the Sac-
rament of the Altar. We’re much more captivated by the 
idea of being investigated by intelligent life from another 
planet than we are receiving a visit from the Lord and 
Creator of heaven and earth in a simple meal of bread and 
wine. 

“A prophet is not dishonored,” Jesus said, “except in 
his own country, among his own people, and in his own 
house.” Hometowns may honor their war and sports he-
roes with parades and fireworks. It might be an advantage 
for the Kansas City Chiefs to play in their own home 
town, but that’s not the way it works in prophetic preach-
ing. There’s no such thing as a home field advantage when 
it comes to the proclamation of God’s Word. I can still 
remember when I visited my home congregation to preach 
there. Though many that day were wonderful, faithful, 
devoted people who had nothing but the best of intentions, 
it didn’t seem to matter how many vestments I piled on, or 
what sort of message I brought to them, because – after 
everything was said and done – they were still busy re-
minding me how long my hair used to be, and how unlike-
ly it was that God had called me to be a pastor. 

That’s the scandal of familiarity. The things we’re 
most familiar with we value least. That’s why we all need 
a reminder that God’s method of reaching down and 
touching us is always through the familiar and the ordi-
nary. The power of God lies hidden under the apparent 
weakness of the rejected prophet, the hassled Apostle, the 
sometimes scatterbrained, disorganized, forgetful pastor; 
the weak, divided Church; the Carpenter from Nazareth; 
the Baby in the manger; and the Man hanging dead on the 
cross. 

In this morning’s Gospel you might recall the report 
that Jesus could do no “mighty things” in Nazareth. Is it 
not incredible that this One who calmed the wind and 
waves, cast out demons, healed incurable diseases, and 
raised the dead to life, couldn’t – not wouldn’t, but 
couldn’t – do these things in Nazareth? But Nazareth 
didn’t need Jesus’ miracles. They had His Word, His 
preaching, and His presence. Yet they still obstinately re-
fused to believe! Dear friends, Jesus forces Himself on no 
one – and no one is required to believe in Him. Saving 
faith – that living trust in Jesus Christ to rescue sinners 
from eternal death and hell – doesn’t come about from the 
performing of miracles – but rather through hearing the 
Word of Christ. The miracles – when Jesus does them – 
are done only when and where He pleases. It isn’t a matter 
of us believing more so Jesus can do more. It’s trusting 
Him even when there aren’t any miracles – even when 
He’s despised, rejected, powerless and hanging dead on a 
cross. Faith born of miracles needs miracles to feed it and 
keep it going – but faith born of Christ through Word and 
Sacrament needs nothing to sustain it but Christ Himself. 

Our text indicates that there were a few in the syna-
gogue at Nazareth who believed – a handful who clung to 
Jesus’ words – who weren’t scandalized by His ordinary, 
everyday humanity. The fact is that wherever the Gospel 
is preached – and wherever Christ’s Sacraments are being 
given out – there will always be a few believers. And for 
those few He’ll continue reaching out with His hands to 
touch and heal them. Today Jesus’ hands are the Gospel. 
They’re familiar hands, but precious in their power. 
They’re the hands that played with His brothers and sisters 
– the calloused hands of the Carpenter that knew the blis-
ters of human work – that bled when cut by the blade of 
the saw – hands intimately familiar with the feel of wood 
and nail. 

Yet at the same time, they’re God’s hands reaching 
down to you – healing hands that bring wholeness with 
nothing but a touch. They touch the blind man’s eyes and 
he sees. The fingers of those hands are stuck into the ears 
of the deaf man, and he hears. They touch the tongue of 
the mute, and He speaks. They take the hand of Jairus’ 
little daughter, and she rises from the dead. Jesus’ hands, 
you see, bring release – release, freedom, peace and life. 
They’re the hands of the Savior – hands pierced for your 
healing by the nail and the wood of the cross – hands 
freshly risen from the grave, extended in blessing over the 
fearful of every age – hands that still bear the wounds of 
His sacrificial death – that join with the mouth of God as 
He speaks through His servants the words we all so des-
perately need to hear: “Your sins are forgiven. Now, go in 
peace.” May it always be so, for Jesus’ sake. Amen. 

And now that peace of God, which passes all under-
standing, will keep your hearts and minds in that one true 
faith in Christ Jesus, unto life everlasting. Amen. 


