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BROKEN & BLESSED 
Isaiah 6:1-8 

                                       

Isaiah 6:1-8 
  1In the year that King Uzziah died, I saw the Lord sitting on a throne, high and lofty; and the hem of 
his robe filled the temple. 2Seraphs were in attendance above him; each had six wings: with two they 
covered their faces, and with two they covered their feet, and with two they flew. 3And one called to 
another and said: ‘Holy, holy, holy is the Lord of hosts; the whole earth is full of his glory.’ 4The pivots* on 
the thresholds shook at the voices of those who called, and the house filled with smoke. 5And I said: ‘Woe is 
me! I am lost, for I am a man of unclean lips, and I live among a people of unclean lips; yet my eyes have 
seen the King, the Lord of hosts!’ 6 Then one of the seraphs flew to me, holding a live coal that had been 
taken from the altar with a pair of tongs. 7The seraph* touched my mouth with it and said: ‘Now that this 
has touched your lips, your guilt has departed and your sin is blotted out.’ 8Then I heard the voice of the 
Lord saying, ‘Whom shall I send, and who will go for us?’ And I said, ‘Here am I; send me!’  
                                             

In my early twenties, I had a friend who used to make fun of my whole family for acting old. 

I guess my siblings and I all embraced adulthood pretty quickly after college –  
So to this friend who was ski-bumming around we looked kind of –  
Overmature. (is that a word?) 
My brother chose to drive the same kind of car my granddad drove. 
I was all settled in my corporate career and wore suits to work. 
I can’t even remember what other details he laughed at 
(lucky me, I have outgrown said Overmaturity!). 
 
But it didn’t help when I became an ELDER in my church at age 25. 
It sounded ridiculous. 
Presbyterian outsiders think of ELDERS as, well, OLDER. 
Duh, right? 
A 25-year old elder.  
Ridiculous. 
 
But, what he didn’t know, 
was how lucky I was to be an Elder. 
The kinds of things I would learn, 
The people I would get to know. 
 
And I got to know some amazing people. 
You know how it is, there are people in the church that you recognize and maybe even know by name, 
But you don’t really KNOW them until you work and serve with them. 
Or share a bit of your spiritual journey together. 
 
For me one of those people was a (middle-aged) ELDER named Bill. 
Gray hair. Very tall. I sort of knew his wife. 
I’ll never forget the connection we made at our new officers training retreat. 
We were sitting next to each other at the closing worship, 
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About to sing “Here I Am, Lord” 
You know the hymn, we sing it here, usually when we carry our pledges forward: 
 
“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 have always loved that hymn) 
 
Bill leaned over and whispered to me, 
“I don’t know about you, but I always cry when I sing this song.” 
“Me too!” I said. 
And we laughed. 
And then we sang. 
And  
we  
cried. 
 
It’s a beautiful song  
and it’s hard not to think about your own personal commitments to God when you sing it. 
 
And it comes from today’s scripture! 
“Who will I send?” asks God. 
“Here am I”, Isaiah said. 
“Send me.” 
 
And so goes the story of the call of the prophet Isaiah. 
But. 
But. 
Let us remember. 
That is not the whole story. 
 
Take Isaiah’s eager “Here I am, Lord” out of context, 
And we miss so much. 
 
First – God is there, in all God’s glory. 
God is there.  
God straight up showed up for Isaiah. 
Awesome. 
 
Next – Isaiah freaks out. 
“Woe is me! I am lost.” 
God is there and Isaiah is scared and confused. 
 
Then – Isaiah explains his freak out. 
He can’t understand why God is there, with HIM: 
“for I am a man of unclean lips, and I live among a people of unclean lips.” 
Sinful. 
Full of guilt. 
No good. 
Totally unworthy of seeing God. 
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“Woe is me! I am lost, for I am a man of unclean lips; yet my eyes have seen the King, the Lord of hosts!” 
 
Please take note: 
Before the eager acceptance 
Before the “Here am I; send me!” 
Isaiah freaks out in guilt and self-declared unworthiness. 
 
Remember that we heard the call story of Jeremiah last week, 
How he was just a boy.  
How he felt inadequate to answer God’s call. 
Isaiah feels not only inadequate, but fully unworthy. 1 
Unclean. 
Sinful. 
Broken. 
 
And. 
God. 
Doesn’t. 
Even. 
Flinch.2 
 
Without hesitation, the seraph, God’s messenger, goes straight for it, 
takes the coal and touches Isaiah’s unclean lips. 
His guilt departs and his sin is blotted out. 
With a touch of coal. 
Boop! 
 
Blessed.  
 
We all are, you know. 
Broken. 
A little bit, somehow. 
Completely, sometimes. 
We’ve messed up – unclean. 
We’ve sinned. 
We carry guilt around and often let it get in the way of our own worthiness-  
It makes us feel unable to answer God’s call to us in our time. 
But God barely notices. 
With a touch – Boop -  
blots out our sin, 
And continues to ask us to go. 
 
John Calvin saw the touching of the lips with coal as sacramental,  
An act that mediated God’s grace  
(as Augustin would say, a “visible sign of an invisible grace”).3  
That touch was an act of grace. 
                                                            
1 James Calvin Davis in Feasting on the Word. Pg. 316. 
2 See http://www.hrc.org/scripture/week(old).asp 
 

3 Davis, James Calvin, pg. 316. 
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That act of grace empowered a prophet. 
 
The 2 sacraments of the Presbyterian faith are Baptism and the Lord’s Supper. 
Visible signs of an invisible grace. 
Does your baptism enable you to embrace your call the way the coal did for Isaiah? 
Does the Lord’s Supper nourish you to believe you are worthy of God’s grace? 
That even YOU might see the king, the lord of hosts?  
In all our brokenness,  
God’s grace REACHES OUT to empower us.  
Blessed. 
 
Isaiah says “Here am I, send me” and invokes for us that favorite hymn, “Here I Am, Lord.”  
 
But perhaps this story is more about God than about Isaiah. 
More about what God does than even Isaiah’s eager, inspiring response to God’s call. 
God reaches out to touch him exactly in the place where he feels unworthy. 
Without hesitation, God’s grace permeates our lives where we are ugliest, most broken. 
 
Writer Kathleen Norris describes God’s grace in this story: 
 
“One morning this past spring I noticed a young couple with an infant at an airport departure gate. The baby 
was staring intently at other people, and as soon as he recognized a human face, no matter whose it was, no 
matter if it was young or old, pretty or ugly, bored or happy or worried-looking he would respond with absolute 
delight. It was beautiful to see. Our drab departure gate had become the gate of heaven. And as I watched that 
baby play with any adult who would allow it, I felt awestruck, …because I realized this is how God looks at us, 
staring into our faces in order to be delighted, to see the creature he made and called good, along with the rest of 
creation. And, as Psalm 139 puts it, darkness is as nothing to God, who can look right through whatever evil 
we’ve done in our lives to the creature made in the divine image.”4 
 
My friend, Bill, I learned later, was struggling in that blessed crying and singing moment, 
With a difficult addiction to alcohol. 
Answering the church’s call to serve as an elder. 
Broken and Blessed. 
 
Friends, hear the good news of the gospel: 
Ours is a god of unlimited grace. 
Amen. And Amen. 

                                                            
4 Kathleen Norris, Amazing Grace. Pg. 151. 


