
“In the year King Uzziah died, I saw the Lord.” 
 
There are some days you do not forgot, as long as you live. 
 
Sometimes these are joyful days, days of incredible happiness….the day 
you met the mate of your soul; the day a child was born; the day a 
critically ill loved one pulled through. 
 
Sometimes the days you remember are days of crisis and trouble. 
 
The day you lost your job….the day the phone rang far too early or far too 
late and the voice on the other end choked with great grief…. 
 
The day you sat across the desk from your doctor who arranged and 
rearranged the pencils on his desk, as if he could not get them right, as if 
nothing could get them right. 
 
In a moment of penetrating insight, you saw trouble coming and it made 
the hair on the back of your neck stand up in primitive response…. 
 
You were not surprised when he began to speak….”I’m sorry.  The tests do 
not look as good as we had hoped.” 
 
Every person here has or will have days like these…and you will remember 
those days. 
 
Nations have days like that, too. 
 
We have them. 
 
December 7, 1941 
November 22, 1963 
September 11, 2001 
 
Days of crisis…days when the world is turned upside down. 
 
You will likely remember them in great detail….where you were, what you 
were doing when the news came to you. 
 
Our text today begins with the recalling of such a day. 
 
The day when the unbelievable news spread throughout the land….King 
Uzziah is dead. 
 



Uzziah had been King of Judah for 52 years. 
 
During his time the nation had enjoyed unparalleled prosperity and 
power. 
 
It extended its territory, lived in peace with its neighbors, money flowed, 
times were good. 
 
Then, bold headlines screamed, KING UZZIAH DEAD. 
 
This was really big news…far bigger than any election of any President of 
the United States, which, after all, comes around every 4 years, not every 
52. 
 
Still, we have our headlines these days.   
 
Some of them cry out in woe. 
 
“November 8, 2016: Farewell America” 
 
“The Day America Died,” another wails. 
 
This day and time it helps to have Google and a little bit of historical 
perspective. 
 
I remember when the headline, “The Day America Died” was screamed 
out over the vote tallied on November 6, 2012. 
 
In these times when headlines scream from all sides, God speaks a crucial 
word to us through the prophet Isaiah. 
 
This word does not even address the possible dominance or demise of the 
United States of America. 
 
It reminds us that the question of how we shall fare as a nation, while 
important, is not even close to being the most important question of our 
time. 
 
As great as it has been, and I pray, in the future, will be….the greatest 
nation in the history of the world, one day America will be but a footnote 
in the long saga of human history. 
 
Because America, as great as she has been, is not forever. 
 



There is only One who is forever. 
 
In our text today the news that was on everybody’s wall…King Uzziah’s 
demise.. is reduced to a footnote for a far greater story, going on behind 
the political upheaval. 
Our passage today is not about King Uzziah at all. 
 
It uses his death to date the prophet Isaiah’s vision of One so great and 
powerful that the hem of his robe would fill this room, One attended by 
fierce creatures with six wings, covering their faces, lest they see God with 
their eyes and die from his holiness. 
 
Our passage is about the One who makes the earth shake, who fills the air 
with fire and smoke, One so awesome that the prophet who tells of him 
falls down on his face, believing he is doomed. 
 
The One he sees is not Uzziah’s god or Judah’s god, not god of the 
Democrats or Republicans, not America’s god. 
 
He is GOD. 
GOD ALMIGHTY.  GOD ETERNAL.  GOD OVER ALL.  GOD FOREVER 
 
His power does not hinge upon which party wins favor in elections or 
which king reigns. 
 
His power is above the ascendency of any leader, or decline of any 
people. 
 
This God has a message for his prophet, one that Isaiah is to carry to his 
people. 
It is a message of woe and judgment…judgment on a land that has 
oppressed the poor and loved its prosperity more than it has God. 
 
But it is also a message of hope….though all hell break loose, God will still 
be God. 
 
He, alone, was.  He is.  And he shall ever be. 
 
 
“Who will go to these people?” the voice of God booms? 
 
And Isaiah answers, “Here I am.  Send me.” 
 
Isaiah goes for God, and goes, and keeps on going. 



 
He cried out to his people, reeling in their troubles… 
 
“You say God has forsaken you…that God has forgotten you…well hear 
what this God says… 
“Can a woman forget the child she bore and have no love for the life 
from her womb? 
Even if she may forget, I will never forget you.  I have tattooed your 
picture in my very hands.” 
 
King Uzziah died, and the prophet preached into the grieving void, 
 
 “Have you not known?  Have you not heard?  Has it not been told you 
from the beginning?  The Lord your God is an everlasting God, the Creator 
of the ends of the earth.  He does not faint of grow weary.  Even youth’s 
shall faint and grow weary and the young shall fall exhausted….but those 
who wait on the Lord shall renew their strength….they shall mount up with 
wings as eagles.  They shall run and not be weary, walk and not faint.” 
 
King Uzziah died and his people wrung their hands in despair over their 
crumbling world, but Isaiah preached a promise, 
 
“Unto us a child is born; unto us a son is given and the government is upon 
his shoulders.  And his name shall be called, ‘Wonderful Counselor, Mighty 
God, Everlasting Father, Prince of Peace, and of His government and his 
peace there shall be no end.’” 
 
It took 700 years for the prophet’s promise to be fulfilled… 
 
Until he was born,  
King of kings, Lord of lords, who shall reign forever and forever. 
 
He is the One in whom God came to dwell, the Creator of all things, in 
whom everything holds together. 
 
He is the One who died….not to reconcile Democrats or Republicans, or 
Americans only, but the whole universe to himself.   
 
He is the one who made peace through the shedding of his blood on the 
cross. 
 
You will search Jesus’ words in vain for any word about loving your country 
or making America Great Again. 
 



That’s what his own country wanted him to say, and they killed him, in 
part, because he would not say it….and because he cried out for us to do 
something much harder by far: loving our enemies. 
 
But never forget this: God has raised Jesus up….given him a name above 
every name, to whom every knee shall bow, to whom every tongue shall 
cry, “Lord.” 
 
Until that day, he cares far less about the stripes of your flag or the color of 
your party’s banner…. 
 
He cares far, far more about whether you are his, and whether, like Isaiah, 
you will hear his call…. 
 
”Who will go into this dark world, growing darker by the day? 
Who will go into this world where hatred deafens, where evil blinds,  
and want kills discriminately?”  
 
 Who will answer my call, saying, “Here I am, Lord.  Send me.” 
 
He wants to send you….not with political pronouncements, Lord knows, 
we’ve had more than enough of those on all sides. 
Instead, he has a very specific mission for you. 
 
Against the darkness of this world, he wants you to shine, like a star. 
 
“In a warped and crooked generation,” the Apostle Paul wrote to his 
own, “shine like stars in a dark world, as you hold tight to the word of life.” 
 
Anyone in this room can do this. 
 
You must do this if you are Christian, and you can do it no matter how you 
voted. 
 
Nicolas Lowinger was but a 5 year old boy when he visited a homeless 
shelter in Cranston, Rode Island. 
He found there a family whose children were taking turns going to school 
because they did not have enough shoes to go around. 
 
He did not ask why the family had so many children. 
 
He did not ponder which political party might care more about them or 
would better help them. 
 



Nicolas went home and got some of his own shoes…his newest 
shoes…and brought them back, gave them away. 
 
He understood that in a child’s world, there is great dignity or great 
humiliation in a pair of shoes. 
 
You see what he did? 
He shined like a star. 
 
That was several years ago. 
 
He’s still giving shoes, raising money for shoes. 
 
45,000 pairs of new shoes for homeless shelters in 43 states. 
 
He says that his goal is to keep giving shoes until every homeless child has 
a new pair. 
 
You know what I think…what I believe? 
 
Long after Donald Trump and Hillary Clinton and the election of 2016 are 
remembered like King Uzziah as only footnotes in history, the love of those 
like Nicolas Lowinger will be honored in bold headlines in the true 
kingdom, the only true kingdom, the Kingdom of our Lord and of his Christ. 
 
Do you believe that? 
 
In the name of God who knows, I hope you do. 
 
Because his voice is calling still, above the din of political football 
spectating….”Who will go for me and for my Love into this dark world?” 
 
In this year when King Uzziah died, which of you will say, “Here I am…send 
me.” 
 
In the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit. 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


