
 It’s rather odd to bring up anything summer-related when it’s thirty-

some degrees outside, but where I worked at Lutheran Memorial Camp, just 

north of Columbus, for a few summers, there was this winding road that 

brought you in through the woods, right off the highway; as if the original 

architects designed it exactly that way to convince you that you were about to 

enter a sacred space, as if all these twists and curves were put in not only to 

throw off your geographical compass, but the way you see the entire world 

around you, to separate you from the mindset of how life should be ordered 

and operate from day-to-day.  

The blue-print of that very road must have been specifically created for 

young people, to, eventually, throw them off from their cultural game, coming 

from the standard operating procedure of separating into these different 

groups in school: those who played sports and those who couldn’t tell you 

how many points a touchdown was worth; those who loved to sing their hearts 

out on a musical stage and those who looked down on such classmates for 

doing so; those who were part of families who could afford the latest 

technological anything and those whose families could barely afford the 

electric bill to power anything at all. For one week, quite honestly, we would 



try our absolute darndest to throw them off their game: to encourage them to 

see the world from God’s perspective, even their own life from the divine 

vantage point, and, perhaps, see each other quite differently than they ever had 

before.  

 Except, one cabin I led was filled with all boys from one junior high 

school, all of them played sports, all of them had the latest technological 

anything, and there was one, from a different school altogether, who did not. 

That one, also, actually wanted to be there that week; the rest of them were 

only there because their die-hard church camp alumni pastor forced them to 

fulfill that dreaded Confirmation requirement. No matter how hard I tried, no 

matter how many group-building activities we did on the obstacle course, no 

matter how many times I paired that different one up with the rest of them; I 

could not miraculously erase what they knew as their life reality. 

 Until, one night, I, along with another camp counselor, took our 

respective cabins out on a night hike, onto a path they had not yet traversed 

that week; and they had to depend on each other to find the way out. They 

were all unleashed into a position of vulnerability, into a place where, what 

they thought defined them, turned out not to matter so much right there and 



then. It was in that darkness, that fear, that the different little child, in a sense, 

led the rest of them; because he had this heightened sense of awareness, this 

unnormal level of patience, not to mention actually caring for those who were 

different than him. They trudged through unfamiliar terrain over random roots 

of trees and piles of rocks to finally come upon this open field with the stars 

gazing down upon them, giving them a semblance of victory; all the while the 

path had just brought the “different” together into one basic humanity that 

turned out to depend on each other, and still managed to survive.  

 Now, Isaiah, paints a picture of a different path, the Holy Way, it is so 

called. We, supposedly, more mature adults in comparison to Confirmation 

campers may not base our inclusion on such a “holy way” over gadgets or 

extra-curricular activities in school; but, instead, on our behavior, some kind 

of spiritual cleanliness that can ultimately be determined by how often the 

person comes to worship (obviously, it needs to be much more frequent than a 

week from this Tuesday night). Some of us hard-core Lutheran Confirmation 

alumni will say you must be baptized, and you are guaranteed spiritual 

cleanliness no matter what you do the rest of your life. All of these different 

requirements to fulfill, or you cannot experience the second Advent, and walk 



not just on God’s Holy Way, but our Holy Way. And we wonder why so 

many people only worship on a late night in December or maybe a Sunday 

morning in the spring, as if such judgment and guilt that we unleash on our 

sisters and brothers in Christ, does not reveal a rather unclean picture of the, 

supposedly, more mature of us Christians.  

 It’s quite possible that was the blue-print envisioned by Isaiah long ago, 

but I like to think when a little child came along to lead immature junior 

highers and adults, alike, he, in a sense, ripped it all to shreds. And with each 

moment of walking our human terrain of despair and suffering and divisions 

galore, he charted up a completely different path that would throw us all off 

our human game: a path that cannot be based on how well we did getting 

there, as if not all of us have our not-so-clean past and imperfect moral 

behavior record or not living up to our baptismal calling as disciples of Jesus 

Christ for the sake of the world. After all, we are dealing with someone with a 

rather heightened sense of awareness about our humanity. We are dealing with 

someone who has this outrageous level of patience with us. We are even 

transformed by some holy One who loves us more in spite of all that makes us 

different from God-incarnate Him.  



I like to think that on this path designed by Jesus Christ, we get to 

trample down all the dirt and grime and filthy baggage that has piled up within 

our very soul. I like to think this little child is going to lead us over absolutely 

everything that we were thoroughly convinced was going to keep us or anyone 

else out. I like to think when this little child came along with that first Advent, 

the holy drawing board started completely anew, and God was never going to 

allow us to determine how grace and compassion and incomprehensible love 

was about to be drawn up, not just on some Holy Way in some eternally-

distant future, but right here, right now, on this sacred journey that we already 

have with Jesus Christ, our Emmanuel, still with us now and will be 

forevermore. And for that Greatest News of all, we most certainly give thanks 

to God, indeed! Amen!  


