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I Peter 2:4-10 
 
4 Come to him, a living stone, though rejected by mortals yet chosen and precious in God’s sight, and 5 like living stones 
let yourselves be built[a] into a spiritual house, to be a holy priesthood, to offer spiritual sacrifices acceptable to God 
through Jesus Christ. 6 For it stands in scripture: 
“See, I am laying in Zion a stone, 
    a cornerstone chosen and precious, 
and whoever believes in him will not be put to shame.” 
7 This honor, then, is for you who believe, but for those who do not believe,[b] 
“The stone that the builders rejected 
    has become the very head of the corner,” 
8 and 
“A stone that makes them stumble 
    and a rock that makes them fall.” 
They stumble because they disobey the word, as they were destined to do. 
9 But you are a chosen people, a royal priesthood, a holy nation, God’s own people,[c] in order that you may proclaim the 
excellence of him who called you out of darkness into his marvelous light. 
10 Once you were not a people, 
    but now you are God’s people; 
once you had not received mercy, 
    but now you have received mercy. 
 
 

This past November 8-10 members of this congregation traveled to the Texas Hill Country as part of our pay it 

forward/reverse RHINO disaster response trips. We worked on two lots about 1000 feet from the Guadalupe River to do 

what we could to help. It was a special time with members of our congregation all who gave their time and energy and 

love to help. And they were all kind to put up with my driving through the hill country on roads that can make you carsick 

as we hugged the cliffs and riverbends of the meandering Guadalupe River. In addition, some even partook in the Friday 

Night Lights of Texas high school football, watching the fighting Antlers of Kerrville Tivy High School take the field. 

Again, they got the full small town Texas experience, including an immediate indoctrination into Acapulco Tex-Mex for 

our very first meal.  

Most of our first day was spent clearing a lot of debris and preparing the lot for what was next. Our work entailed 

mowing, weeding, weedeating, throwing debris into a dumpster, salvaging items or debris that might turn out to be 

important household items. The house where we worked was completely gone; destroyed in the flood. All that was left 

was a concrete slab. A couple of hours in I remember finding what was formerly a white t-shirt wrapped around the roots 

of a bush that was barely recognizable. I unraveled it and shook it out and could make out the red letters that it was a 
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Heart of the Hills camp for girls t-shirt from a camp several miles upriver and must have been swept downriver during the 

July 4th flood last summer with tons of other debris. Further down river in Kerrville was an entire warehouse called 

‘Found on the Guadalupe,’ where families and households could come and search for whatever had been salvaged from 

their homes destroyed by the raging flood waters. That camp was thankfully not in session during that flood; it was 

expecting 400 girls on Sunday July 5th and when we drove by the camp grounds during our visit the camp was barely 

recognizable; nearly every building on the grounds had been leveled, stones strewn about and washed down river; 

completely disorienting and unrecognizable…I was trying to act like a tour guide to our group while I was trying to get 

my bearings and to figure out what I was looking at in places and bends in the road I thought I knew by heart. All along 

the river road, where groves of cypress trees once stood offering shade and standing guard over the river, there were huge 

white limestone gravel deposits, where the raging river, almost like a glacier, had bulldozed everything in its path. A place 

I had known all my life was in many places unrecognizable, covered with unwanted stones washed into riverbends and 

open spaces like a thousand dump trucks had dropped them all there.  

A unique and scenic place I had loved to visit, drive its winding roads, and spend time in its hills had been carved 

up and made deadly and ugly by what was most of the time a clear and quiet meandering river that had always been a 

source of joy and peace and serendipity. Those same waters had taken 119 lives including 27 young girls and scarred the 

entire landscape with unwanted stones. And months later, I could not figure out what I was looking at, and each one of us 

found items that we salvaged and saved so that the family members whose could return to the slab and see if there was 

anything they wanted to keep. We were in the salvage business, standing in the midst of rejected stones that had been cast 

out, strewn about, displaced, and that had become part of an event of mass destruction. 

Our passage from I Peter says to us, says to the Christian community, says to the early communities of primitive 

Christians, that ‘you are a chosen race, a royal priesthood, a holy nation,’ who was once no people, but now are called to 

be God’s people (I Peter 2:9). Chosen…you’ve been chosen. Usually we hope that means we have been selected for an 

award or some privileged position in the Lightning Lane at Disney or maybe we have been chosen to receive an upgrade 

or chosen for membership in an elite institution or club. But I Peter tells us we have been chosen, not for our 

awesomeness or because we are full of potential or because we are God’s gift to humanity, we have been chosen out of 

the fragments, out of the stones that seemed ordinary or even impaired, frayed, and left for the salvage heep. To be chosen 

is not to qualify for platinum status but chosen to see the dignity of Christ in the fragmented, forgotten, and frayed people 

and parts of our world. In his book on the influence of the Christian faith on Western culture, Dominion, Tom Holland 



 

 

writes that in the ancient world, lepers and slaves, while low on the societal rung, were not the lowest. ‘Across the Roman 

world, wailing at the sides of roads or on rubbish tips, babies [regularly] abandoned by their parents were a common sight. 

Others might be dropped down drains, there to perish in the hundreds. The odd eccentric philosopher aside, few queried 

this practice.’ Ancient Sparta, one of the leading cities of ancient Greece even made laws that condemned to death 

deformed infants for the good of society, and the vaunted philosophical ethicist, Aristotle himself, supported this policy. 

Holland continues: ‘Only a few peoples—the odd German tribe and, inevitably, the Jews—had stood aloof from the 

exposure of unwanted children. Pretty much everyone else had always taken [the practice] for granted. Until the 

emergence of a Christian people.’1 They called it into question. And tried to treat every human being, especially the most 

lowly and defenseless, as worthy of dignity and as a reflection of the divine.  

To be chosen is to be in the salvage business. After all, Holland writes, ‘the Son of God, born of a woman, and 

sentenced to the death of a slave, had perished unrecognized by his judges, was a reflection fit to give pause to even the 

haughtiest monarch….that God was closer to the weak than to the mighty, to the poor than to the rich. Any beggar, any 

criminal, might be Christ.’2 Any fragment, refuse, rock meant for the rubbish heap, might actually become the chief 

cornerstone. We are in the salvage business.  

Several years ago, the limestone stones on the outside of the sanctuary were cleaned and washed and made visible 

in ways that they were nearly obscured by years of grit and grime and algae. After their washing, each stone shone 

uniquely in ways that were just not visible before. While beautiful and inspiring and extraordinary, a building made of 

stones is not our destination in this world. We are gathered here from the fragments of the world and the challenges of life 

and the tyranny of the schedule, chosen to become a royal priesthood, a holy nation, Christ’s own people, but we are not 

meant to stay here, but while here, we are loved and equipped and healed and restored and renewed and brought together 

out of our fragments and then sent back out there to try it all over again, to live out our faith in the world, in our jobs, in 

our schools, in the busy streets, and the corridors of power, in the alleyways of strife and the paths of poverty, in the faces 

of despair and fragmented lives and broken relationships.  

Chosen and gathered and brought together and then sent back out. We are fragments brought here and made 

whole in order to go back out there and continue that salvage business, continuing to live among the rocks and fragments 

and broken pieces, finding in that life and work the reflection of Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen. 

 
1 Tom Holland, Dominion, 143-144. 
2 Tom Holland, Dominion, 9.  


