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Hebrews 10:19-25     

 

“Let us hold fast to the confession of our hope without wavering, for he who has promised is  

faithful.” 

It is a powerful, poignant moment in a funeral where the body recesses out to the 

hearse. 

When done here at Second Church, the bells often toll while people slowly move to the 

porch were pallbearers respectfully move the remains of their loved one from one locale 

to the next. 

At Yntema Funeral Home down the street, family and friends often make a half-circle 

under the canopy, where the body is slowly but surely placed into the hearse for one 

last ride. 

Most of this is done without words, though sometimes Kleenex are used to wipe away 

tears and sometimes grandchildren race into the arms of their elders for some tender 

loving care. 

This was all true on Friday at noon where we recessed down the aisle and onto Central 

Avenue. 

I’ll admit, it wasn’t a beautiful day out.  Far from it. 

My colleague and I gasped at one point as the wind bellowed into our face, twisting our 

robes and dispersing leaves everywhere. 

Best yet, we walked out of the sanctuary just as the first of the season’s snowflakes fell 

upon our feet-- they weren’t really flakes, but rather ugly precursors to the real thing 

reminding us that winter is quickly approaching. 

Don’t let today’s supposed 60 degree weather fool you-- as they say in Games of 

Thrones, winter is coming. 

Indeed, I looked across the street towards Parkview Home and noticed all of the trees 

laid bare of their clothing. 



 

We had just concluded a service of gratitude and celebration for what God has done 

and is doing in not only Jay Janssen’s life, but ours as well-- a reminder with colorful 

flowers everywhere, Christ’s candle fully lit, and music of praise on our lips; but now, we 

walked into the certain reminder of life’s very honest and often very harsh realities. 

This is so symbolic of the dance that we live everyday: 

We’re children of God but we still deal with the consequences of our rebellion. 

We celebrate Christ’s once-for-all victory over death, but we still experience heartache 

in so many painful and debilitating ways. 

We praise God from whom all blessings flow, but we also know:  

that cancer still attacks healthy organs;  

that depression still devours joy;  

that Paris and Beirut-like terror still exists;  

that substance abuse still destroys our freedom;  

that anxiety and fear and anger all still cast a thick veil upon our very growth as Christ’s 

own. 

Sometimes this dance paralyzes us; sometimes it motivates us; sometimes it simply 

shuts down our very hunger to seek after more of God’s love. 

In other words, instead of dreaming the big dreams regarding God’s Kingdom, we too 

easily get trapped in cycles of survival and/or cynicism; we too easily give up or give in 

or simply check out. 

---- 

This dance reminds me of a short Langston Hughes’ poem that weaves into verse 23 of 

our Hebrews text. 

The poem is called, “Dreams” and comes from his collection of poetry: 

“Hold fast to dreams, for if dreams die, life is a broken-winged bird that cannot fly; hold 

fast to dreams, for if dreams go, life is a barren field, frozen with snow.” 

----- 

The author of the letter to the Hebrews wasn’t talking about dreams, per say, in verse 

23. 

But then again, gospel hope is like a dream or a vision. 



 

It takes a faithful imagination to see the world the way God sees the world. 

To see what is in light of what will be. 

When we read Revelation 21 at the cemetery Friday with Jay Janssen, we were very 

much invoking such imagination to mentally picture a reality, as John’s Revelation puts 

it, devoid of death and mourning, crying and pain.   

Even tears themselves have no place in such a dream of what is in light of what will be. 

When I read Psalm 23 at the cemetery yesterday at Tim Oonk’s funeral, I was drawing 

upon a similar vision of how our Good Shepherd gathers us at a huge table that is 

prepared along side of our enemies-- our heads are anointed with oil, our bellies filled 

with overflowing cups of mercy. 

It takes huge, God-sized imagination to depict such a reality in our world these days 

where scarcity and animosity are so prevalent. 

And yet, what is the alternative? 

Hopelessness? 

Endless bloodshed-- Hatfield and McCoy style? 

Locking ourselves into closets? 

Building gigantic walls? 

Unresolved anger? 

Unending fear? 

Always acting like victims or viewing everyone as enemies? 

There is no alternative because an inability to dream with faithful imagination or (vs. 23) 

to hold fast to the confession of our hope means that we’re stuck with broken-wings and 

unable to fly; stuck in the barren fields of frozenness and and in the unending sadness 

of winter; stuck living on a cross instead of an empty tomb. 

---- 

Verse 23 goes on to tell us how we can hold fast to a vision of hope without wavering, 

because the author reminds us that we do so because the one who is behind these 

visions is faithful. 

In other words, we can lean into the future because of what God has done in the past. 

God is faithful, the text adds. 

-Faithful in liberating us from Egyptian captivity. 



 

-Faithful in providing manna in the wilderness. 

-Faithful in bringing whales to swallow us with grace, and prophets to pound us with 

truth, and fulfilled promises of milk and honey. 

-Faithful wrestling with us by a river like Jacob. 

-Faithful in giving us colorful coats, rainbows, stone tablets and the whole motley crew 

of the least likely characters imaginable to usher in the birth of Jesus Christ. 

-Faithful in dying on our behalf as the ultimate sacrifice of grace. 

--- 

We hold fast with hope because we know God holds us even faster and even 

tighter with love. 

--- 

In other words, 

Promises made are promises kept with God. 

Promises extended are promises fulfilled. 

It might be hard to see a world without crazy acts of terrorism like we witnessed yet 

again in Beirut on Thursday, Baghdad and Paris on Friday, but that is what God 

promises. 

It might strain every ounce of our mental capabilities to imagine a world without the type 

of selfishness, greed, and hatred that does so much damage, but that is what God 

promises. 

It might even stretch our faith and courage beyond human ability to dream of an 

existence where love overwhelms all manifestation of sin, but that is what is promised. 

Promises made are promises kept-- especially by the One who has demonstrated 

time and time again to be faithful. 

There is more: 

Not only are we to lean into God’s faithfulness but also into that of our brothers and 

sisters in Christ. 

Verse 24. 

And let us consider how to provoke one another to love and good needs, not neglecting 

to meet together, but encouraging one another… 



 

Fresh from two funerals these past two days, I was able to see such “provocation” at 

work. 

Sometimes it takes death to see the best in Christian community. 

Leola talked about being overwhelmed with love in the death of her son. 

Overwhelmed with love. 

The Janssen family was surrounded by a large circle of grace. 

Facebook lit up with French flags and words of support. 

Just last night, I saw numerous words of appreciation for Marnie Assink, the Zeeland 

East art teacher who died unexpectedly yesterday. 

Marnie was part of a small group I led while an intern at Fellowship Church in Holland. 

She was a gifted artist, mother, wife, and child of God. 

Consider how to provoke one another to love and good needs... 

Like praying for those who struggle to pray on their own. 

Like hugging those who feel unhuggable because of their grief. 

Like writing heartfelt notes of encouragement to those ready to throw in the towel. 

Like sharing tears in solidarity with our neighbors near and far. 

Like extending your hand to pick someone up from being pounded with guilt and shame. 

There are so many ways to provoke one another-- so many ways of holding fast 

to the hope of our faith with each other. 

God created us to be in community because there is absolutely no way we can go 

through life alone; no way we can suffer life’s tragedies alone; no way we can navigate 

the landscape of faith alone. 

We always need each other-- which is especially true when seemingly stuck in the 

valley of the shadow of death or placed in Langston Houghes’ barren field with a broken 

wing and very little hope. 

We always need each other. 

None of us can go it alone. 

None of us are meant to go it alone. 

------ 



 

So yet again, as the world reacts to Paris, Beirut, Baghdad, and other tragedies, and as 

families here in Zeeland grieve the loss of loved ones, we, as the church, are reminded 

of how important it is for us to bear witness to God’s vision for life: 

-- to share the rich hope of the gospel; 

-- to extend wide the arms of mercy; 

-- to dream in the very truth of the resurrection. 

“Hold fast to the confession of our hope without wavering.” 

Jesus is Lord; God is faithful; the Alpha is our Omega; death does not control our future 

nor does sin determine our worth; winter does not last forever nor can evil steal from us 

the gift of our redemption. 

Friends, hold fast to this hope knowing that Christ’s grasp upon our future is even 

stronger. 

-- Keep dreaming. 

-- Keep loving. 

-- Keep surrounding those in our midst that especially need the strong support of 

Christ's’ body. 

------- 

We ended Jay’s funeral nestled deep within the Zeeland Cemetery next to so many 

other saints who have from their labor now rest. 

We ended by making a circle and holding each other’s hands. 

Yes, I’ll admit that I was partly motivated to form this circle so as to warm up my frozen 

hands, but I was also motivated so as to emphasize how we are all in it together. 

That the grace of our Lord, Jesus Christ, and the Love of God, and the communion of 

the Holy Spirit is how we can hold fast to resurrection hope in the face of any and all 

storms of life.   

Or, as Tony Campolo puts it, it may be Good Friday or feel like we are stuck in a grave, 

but we also know that Sunday is coming. 

And so it is. 

let us pray. 

    Rev. Karsten Voskuil, The Second Reformed Church of Zeeland 

 



 

 


