
Sarai, of Sarai and Abram in Genesis, showed up at church on

the Second Sunday of Lent, to tell her story and deliver a message

about “The Wisdom of the Aged.”  In working with her, Kate decided

she really liked the old woman.  She has much to teach us all.

Oh yes, there are advantages that come
with age.  I just listened to your prophet Jesus
telling his young friends that he was going to
be rejected and killed before something
incredible would happen.  And then Peter, who
as I recall in your Bible, doesn’t think before he
opens his mouth, got mad at him for telling the
truth.  I can hear him now – “Oh, be quiet,
Jesus, we really don’t want to hear that, and
anyway it makes no sense!”  

No, I would not want to be that young
and naïve again…and have to learn it all over. 
Those children had many hard lessons in front
of them – the first being that great good does
not come without struggle.  Life is not just
one big happy adventure going from great
things to greater things.  There are great
moments, yes, but they are most often born of
pain and work and sacrifice.  Not something
the kids want to hear these days, is it?  Not
something many of the rest of us want to hear
either, if we are honest.

great good 
does not come 

without struggle

I know my husband didn’t.  When we
first met, Abram was filled with big hopes and
dreams.  “Onward and upward” was his
motto!  “My dear Sarai,” he said to me, “marry
me and we will have the whole world!  I have a
piece of land, we will settle down, we will have
servants, a big home, and fill it with children. 
Lots and lots of children!”  Of course, he
wasn’t going to be the one to carry them, but
his enthusiasm won me over.  After all, we
adored one another.  And I wanted children, as
many babies as we could handle.

At first, we were very happy.  We
worked together to get established and though
we did not have children right away, we knew

we had time.  We lived in Haran, the land of
our ancestors, surrounded by family.  But soon,
the questions began to come:  “Sarai, no baby
yet?”  “What’s the matter, Sarai, do you need
some of my special herbs to open your womb?” 
“Abram, are you not worried about providing
an heir?”  Well meaning, early on.  But soon
the comments became harder to bear.  “God
must have cursed you in some way.  Why else
can you not conceive?”  “Abram, you know
you could put your wife aside and take one of
your servants.  Sarai could even claim it as her
own if you don’t want to put her away.”

Our dream for lots and lots of children
was becoming our most public pain.  Abram
lost his enthusiasm, and though I knew he
loved me, that love was holding him back from
the life he really wanted.  

I don’t need to tell you the whole
story…you have heard how at one point in his
life, Abram heard a call from God and ripped
us from our home, from all that was dear to us,
to answer some summons to a new land.  I
admit, it brought a little of the spark back into
his eyes, but for me it meant leaving everything
and everyone I ever loved and cared about to
take a perilous and somewhat mysterious
journey.
  

You’ve also heard about the time that
my husband pawned me off as his sister. 
Pharoah had taken an interest in me and Abram
was afraid they would kill him for me.  Yes,



believe it or not, there was a time that I was a
great beauty, men fell over their feet for me! 
Honestly, it never did me much good.  It
worked out in the end, but can you imagine
how long it took me to trust after that?  

And then Abram chose my beloved
maidservant Hagar to bear him a child.  It was
never the same between us, Hagar and me, after
that.  I could barely look at her, never mind the
boy.  I learned to hate her as much as I loved
her.  We were far from perfect, my husband
and me.  We each had our share of hurting
people.  But we kept going.

And now, we are in our 90’s!  And
something is coming over him.  The light is
again dancing on his face and he is reaching for
me once again.  Perhaps there is still some
beauty left!  

Even more strange he has started to call
me Sarah and insists that I call him Abraham. 
A new name.  At 99!  He tells me it comes
from God.  If that young Peter were here right
now, he would probably take him aside and say
“Abe, you old goat!  Don’t you know your life
is almost over?  Why are you rocking the boat
now?”    

To be honest, I don’t know why my old
man is acting all funny.  But age has taught me
this:  As long as there is life, God can do
something with it.  As long as there is God, I
don’t care if you are 9, 39, or 99, you are a
living font of possibility!

No, life is not always “onward and
upward.”  Even Abraham knows better now. 
We have suffered much – shattered dreams,
shattered bonds, shattered home life.  But there
is a life force, a love force, that we call God
that takes all the broken pieces and creates
something new and totally surprising with
them…if only we cooperate!

The very young do not know this yet. 
Their first dreams are dashed and they think it
is all over, when actually it is the most fertile

time to begin.  Even old folks don’t always
know.  They sometimes think “I’ve done
enough, I’ve seen enough, why bother inviting
in a new future?”  In other words, “I don’t
expect God will do anything unexpected with
me anymore.”  Okay, old folks, perhaps you’ve
earned some rest but you can never rest
complacent!  While there is life, God can do
something new, something good, and
something beautiful with you.  Faith, that faith
ascribed to my husband over the years, was
nothing more than being open to a new,
blessed, and God-filled future!  At every age, in
every circumstance.  

I am an old woman.  I have sat with
many dying friends.  Even on death beds I have
seen the most striking of transformations. 
While there is life, God is always ready to do
something astounding with you!

I love that new light on my dear old
husband’s face.  The sex?  Well, I guess you
are never too old!  But something bigger than
us is happening.  These old bones are saying
yes.  This broken down body is still alive, and
while there is life, anything is possible.  And
life may still have some curves to throw at us. 
But the curves only lead to something we have
not dreamed for ourselves.  Our Great God is
the carrier of the big dreams for us all.  And
faith?  That simply means saying yes!  

But age has taught me this: 

As long as there is life, 
God can do something with

it.  
As long as there is God, 
I don’t care if you are 9,

39, or 99, 
you are a 

living font of possibility!


