
 

 

Fearfully and Wonderfully Made 
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September 12, 2021—St. Andrew Presbyterian Church 
 

It is very tempting  
to say that I planned my fall 
 the last time I preached 
  because I knew  

that the next time I would be preaching 
   was Disabilities Inclusion Sunday. 

Really, the effect would be better  
if I had on my sling. 

 But I’m not going to preach  
with just one hand 
 if I can avoid it. 
 This other hand adds so much meaning 
    to what I say. 
      Don’t you think? 
 

We might call a busted wing a temporary disability. 
 And most of us have had temporary disabilities. 
But today I want to reflect with you  

on the whole concept of disability 
 and on what it means for us  

as people of faith. 
And I’m going to do that,  

at least in part,  
by giving my testimony. 
 

A while back, 
I mentioned in an article for Presbytidings  

that many people at St. Andrew may have assumed  
that I was retired. 

 And in the article,  
I said that is not true. 

 What I didn’t say is that  
I am on permanent disability  
through the Presbyterian Church (U.S.A.)’s Board of Pensions 
  disability program. 

 Some of you know this story, 
  but because of our focus today, 

I want to share it 
with everyone 

and reflect on it just a bit. 
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 All of my adult life,  
I have lived with anxiety and depression.  
 Most of the time,  

it has been managed  
   like many chronic conditions 

with exercise, diet, medication,  
and regular trips to see the doctor. 

  But, in 2011,  
when I was pastor at Covenant Presbyterian  

here in Albuquerque, 
   I became very, very sick— 
    so sick that I was unable to function  

for about 5 months. 
  Doctors tried medication after medication,  

but nothing helped. 
  Finally, it was a combination of medication  

and 15 electro-convulsive therapy treatments  
that pulled me out of the depths. 

   Don’t worry,  
today ECT is not  
like you have seen it in the movies. 
The seizures that shock therapy  

produces are very tiny,  
so tiny they are almost imperceptible. 

   But for some reason,  
this therapy helps heal many people 

of depression. 
   And thanks be to God,  

it helped me. 
 The only problem was  

that it also changed me. 
 It affected my short-term memory, 
  it slowed down my cognitive processing, 

   and it made me unable to serve  
as full-time pastor of a church. 

 So, when my late husband, Bill, and I showed up  
at St. Andrew in early 2012,  

my depression had lifted. 
But I was very angry,  

and I was grieving. 
Oh, was I ever grieving! 

 I had lost a community  
that I dearly loved. 

 And I had lost my identity. 
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  I cherished my role as pastor. 
  And above all,  

I had seen myself as a preacher! 
   Preaching was  

at the very center  
 of my ministry 
and of my understanding 

of who I was. 
  And now,  

it felt like all of that had 
crumbled around my feet. 

 Anger,  
grief, 

         loss of identity, 
            loss of community— 

those are not uncommon experiences  
when we bump up against disability in our lives. 

  These experiences can happen  
to any of us 
 when illness  

or an accident of birth 
 or some other situation 
  changes our lives unalterably. 

But  
the good news of the gospel  

is that God is never  
finished with us. 

“Where can I go from your spirit? 
   Or where can I flee from your presence?” 

sings the psalmist 
“If I ascend to heaven, you are there; 
   if I make my bed in Sheol, you are there.” 

God never lets us go,  
no matter what happens in our lives. 

  God keeps working on us. 
 “I praise you,” the psalmist continues,  

“for I am fearfully and wonderfully made.” 
  Fearfully and wonderfully made. 
  Let’s be sure that we understand… 

fearfully, here, means “with great reverence.” 
   Every one of us. 
   Every person in the world. 
   No matter what we can do  

or not do. 
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     Fearfully and wonderfully made.   
  Cherished by God, 
   never abandoned by God— 
    God always working in our lives. 
And listen again to Paul. 
We’ve heard it so many times,  

but listen to it again in this context… 
 “Now there are varieties of gifts,  

but the same Spirit;  
and there are varieties of services,  

but the same Lord;  
and there are varieties of activities,  

but it is the same God  
who activates all of them in everyone.” 

 Varieties of gifts. 
 Varieties of service. 
 God activates all of them in everyone. 
    Everyone. 
God is never finished with us. 
All of us are fearfully and wonderfully made. 
There are varieties of gifts and varieties of service. 
 
In time, by the grace of God, 
 my ministry got reinvented.  

I became a spiritual director, 
sitting with individuals who want  

to explore their own spiritual journeys. 
   I am also developing  

a growing ministry as a preaching mentor,  
working with individuals  

who want to improve their preaching. 
   And of course, 
    I get to serve here at St. Andrew, 
     occasionally doing some of the things 
      I used to so love doing 

at a pace that works for me. 
One quick addendum to this story: 

Please, do not worry about me. 
I am not depressed. 

I haven’t been depressed  
since 2011. 

 I take good care of myself. 
  Diet, exercise,  

medication, regular trips to the doctor. 
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I am very healthy! 
 Well, I have got this stupid thing  

with my shoulder… 
 but it’s getting better! 

Also, I want you to know that 
I am not one bit embarrassed by this story. 
 I wouldn’t tell it if I were. 

 I understand that part of my ministry  
is destigmatizing  

stories like my own. 
  This is part of why I’m telling it today. 
So, that’s my testimony. 
Even though it felt like it in 2012, 

God absolutely wasn’t finished with me. 
 I just had to discover  

where to use my gifts 
given my new reality. 

And actually,  
that’s what we are called to do in life 

over and over and over again. 
  We are all born being 

good at some things  
   and not so good at other things. 

And we all experience changes and losses  
in terms of what we can do 

and not do. 
  Maybe there’s something  

that we once could do  
that we can’t do anymore. 

And none of that changes the fact  
that every one of us is  

fearfully and wonderfully made. 
None of that changes the fact  

God is with us whatever happens to us, 
 always working in our lives, 
  gifting us in amazing and glorious ways. 

Let’s come at this one more way. 
In the research 

for today’s service,  
I learned  

that the song “Let It Go,”  
from the movie and Broadway musical “Frozen,” 
 has almost become an anthem  

for some people with disabilities. 
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I had not seen the movie,  
so I watched it the other day. 

In the show,  
Queen Elsa sings the song, "Let It Go,"  

just moments after a dark secret about herself 
has been discovered,  

a secret that forces her into isolation.  
For years,  

she's tried to hide the fact 
that she possesses  
the magic ability to create snow and ice,  

which fly out from her fingertips.  
She is so horrified by her difference that  

she even cuts herself off  
from her little sister, Princess Anna,  

whom she loves.  
Elsa doesn’t know how to control her power,  

and on the day of her coronation as queen,  
she turns her entire kingdom to ice  

by accident. 
Nobody’s ever been born like her. 
She’s different. 
And she doesn’t know what to do  

with her difference. 
And her song is about letting go— 
 letting go of her past, 
 letting go of everyone else’s expectations, 
 and then,  

letting her power go… 
just being who she is,  

    in biblical terms,  
fearfully and wonderfully made. 

“Let it go, let it go 
When I'll rise like the break of dawn 
Let it go, let it go 
That perfect girl is gone 
Here I stand in the light of day 
Let the storm rage on 
The cold never bothered me anyway.” 

Cara Liebowitz,  
development director for the National Council on Independent Living  

which is a disability policy group, 
was interviewed about the power and meaning  

of this song in a piece for NPR. 
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Liebowitz said,  
"You tell someone you have a disability,  

they go, 'Oh, I'm so sorry.'” 
 And Liebowitz says, 

“No, there's nothing to be sorry about.  
This is who I am… 

Elsa says, 
 'I don't care what they're going to say,'  

and I love that line. 
For once she's confident in herself,  

and she's not letting other people's  
opinions drag her down.” 

Listen to Elsa fearlessly sing this song  
that has become an anthem for the disabilities community: 

Play https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Qofj8MKO6mk  (start 15 seconds 
in)  
Whoever we are, 
 however we are born, 
  whatever happens to us in this life  

we remain 
 gifted beyond measure, 
 cherished by God, 
 fearfully and wonderfully made. 

Thanks be to God. 
Thanks be to God! 
Oh, thanks be to God!  
 
 
 
 


