
OUR DEEPEST LONGING 
A sermon preached by the Rev. Scott Dalgarno on July 16, 2017 
based on Genesis 27:1-36 
 
I’ll begin with a a first-person account by Lynda Perkins of Heber City written 
back in 2000.   
 
My freshman English poetry assignment is due tomorrow at 8am.  For the past 
two weeks, I’ve been asuming that some sort of inspiration will strike me, but it 
hasn’t and I’m realizing now that it never will. I’ve got to come up with something, 
because I can’t afford an incomplete on the assignment.   
 
Suddenly I remember the poetry page in Teen Beat, a magazine I read in high 
school.  I check the periodicals section in the library and find they have dozens of 
back issues to choose from. Going back as far as possible, I select two simple 
poems I can pass off as my own, and I turn them in the next day.   
 
Two weeks later, I get the poems back with an A. I’m thrilled – until the professor 
announces that he would like a few students to read their poems out loud, and I 
am one of them.  I feel the sweat trickle down beneathe my arm while I read.  
When I’m done the professor asks how long I’ve been interested in poetry.  He 
says the style of one of my poems reminds him of some poet I’ve never heard of; 
did I intend to folllow this style?  I mumble something incoherent and sit down, 
beginning to feel ashamed.   
 
After the class, the professor informs me that every year the English Department 
publishes a booklet of freshman writing and sends it home to parents.  He has 
decided to submit my poems for publication.   
 
Why did I have to choose the daddy’s-little-girl poem? I ask myself.  I love my 
dad, but I have never been a daddy’s girl.   
 
The booklet goes out with “my” poems in it, and soon the dreaded phone call 
comes from my mom.  I can hear the emotion in her voice, and I am filled with 
shame.  “I never knew you felt so close to your dad,” she says.   
 
That story calls to my mind the struggle the Biblical hero, Jacob had with the 
truth, and his complicated relationship with both his parents.   
 
So, let’s look closely at this shyster, Jacob.  First off, he buys his brother Esau’s 
birthright.  Remember, his brother, the first born, wasn’t the brightest porch light 
on the block.  He was so hungry after a day out tramping the foothills, that he 
sells his birthright to his brother for a bowl of stew.  Rather short-sighted of him.   
 
And then we have today’s text where, with his mother’s help, Jacob steals the 
final blessing his dying father, Isaac, means to give his older son.   



While Esau is out hunting game to make a stew that his father asks for as a 
precondition of the blessing, Jacob pretends to be his brother, and offers his 
father something his mother has made days before and warms up in a jiffy in the 
microwave.  
 
But it will take quite a feat to make his father believe he’s his brother.  Since his 
brother is as hairy as Sasquatch, Jacob takes a couple of sheep skins and 
attaches them to his forearms just in case his father might get wind that he might 
be horning in on his brother’s blessing.  Well, his father feels Jacob’s arms and 
pronounces him Esau. How anybody can mistake sheepskins for forearms is 
beyond belief, but we’ll just let that one go.  The Bible is full of crazy stuff like 
that. 
 
Anyway.  The father, Isaac, pronounces a gorgeous blessing on Jacob, and not 
five minutes later, poor Esau shows up with his stew made from a fresh kill, and 
Isaac, the father, trembles, realizing how he has been duped by his youngest 
son, and how it is too late to undo the blessing he gave him.   
 
Esau is inconsolable.  "Have you not reserved at least one blessing for me?" he 
asks.   
 
Now this is one of the most wrenching parts of the Bible.  Does it make you at all 
uncomfortable?  Are you anything like Esau?  I mean, did you get your parents’ 
blessing, or did you maybe miss out on that?   
 
We don’t pronounce formal blessings on children anymore, but, I mean, we all 
know if we’ve gotten one from our mom’s or dad’s or if, in some way, one has 
been withheld, right? 
 
Some parents just don't have it in them to bless their children. 
 
The comedian, Jonathan Winters, had a lovely cashe of cast metal trucks and 
toys as a child.  The toys were left behind, of course, when he went to World War 
II.  

Jonathan was a Marine machine gunner who fought in the Pacific. When he 
came home from the war, he went to his old bedroom and discovered that his 
prized tin trucks were gone. 

He asked his mother what she’d done with his stuff. 

“I gave them to the mission,” she said. 

He was stunned:  “Why did you do that?”  

“I didn’t think you were coming back,” she replied. 



 
So many people in the entertainment industry come from childhood homes where 
something crucial was missing.   
.   
The actor, Frank Langella, made a similar observation in an interview and 
followed that with this comment: 
 
 “I remember a Nobel prize-winner saying in his short acceptance speech: ‘Thank 
you, I suppose this, like everything, is a substitute for love. 
 
I wonder what kind of blessing Donald Trump Jr. has gotten from his father?  
I wonder what kind of blessing Donald senior ever got from his own dad.    
 
Let me ask you again – did you get a parental blessing? 
 
My own father had two sons. I was the second.  And I always knew he was 
closest to the first son.  They were more like twin brothers than father and son.  
They were that alike.  But I never felt I missed out on anything.  He was good 
about giving us both his love.   
 
Things were much more complicated with my mother.  Eight years ago, following 
Sunday worship, I drove to Eugene, Oregon from Portland to do a memorial 
service for my father-in-law.  Then, just after midnight, my own mother died, 
unexpectedly, in Sacramento.   
 
My learning curve for something was suddenly very steep. Yes, the lesson was 
about mortality, but I got that pretty strong when my father died before that.  So I 
figured there must be more going on.  I knew it had to do with the fact that much 
in my relationship with my mother was unresolved.  
 
I did the service for my mother on the next Thursday, and then on Friday morning 
I tuned in to National Public Radio and an interview was going on.  The first 
words I heard were these:  “When our parents die, we may think the relationship 
is over, but the fact is, it is just beginning.“ 
 
BOOM ! 
 
Things like that happen so often.  Serendipity is everywhere.  It’s like the most 
palpable argument for God there is.  It also is evidence that life is web like.  
Everything is linked to everything else.  Everything.  There is no summer break in 
the school of living.  
 
My mother didn’t have it in her to bless anyone, but my father certainly did, and I 
am a firm believer that you only need one emotionally mature parent to get a 
decent start in life.   
 



As I said earlier, some parents don't have it in them to bless their children. And 
yet blessing our little ones is as integral a part of being a parent as there is. 
 
Yes, and sometimes . . . sometimes the blessing skips a generation.   
 
A pastor friend of mine was absolutely stunned by the extravagant love his 
mother showed his children.  No more caring grandmother ever lived.  But my 
friend was forever frustrated. His mother never seemed to have much time for 
him.  I wonder if he became a pastor partly because his dad was one and he 
thought it would please her.  I don’t know, but she never seemed very interested 
in him.   
 
His kids helped him:  "Leave gramma alone,” they said.  “She doesn't like herself 
very much and you're too close to her for her to like you very much either.  Quit 
playing your life to her, dad,” they said, “it's a no win deal.” 
 
My friend eventually took their advice.  He realized that for years he had been 
making himself a victim of her inability to value him.  He came to rejoice that the 
parent who could not bring herself to accept her son, could, in fact,  
grow into the grandparent who could bless her grandchildren. 
 
Florida Scott Maxwell makes a very different point about motherhood in her book, 
THE MEASURE OF MY DAYS -- “A mother’s love for her children, even her 
inability to let them be, is because she is under a painful law that the life that has 
passed through her must be brought to fruition.  Even when she swallows it 
whole she is only acting like any frightened mother cat eating its young to keep 
them safe.   
 
“No matter how old a mother is she watches her middle aged children for signs of 
improvement . . . She never outgrows the burden of love, and to the end she 
carries the weight of hope for those she bore.”  
 
Whatever, some parents try their best to bless their children and it just doesn’t 
take. 
 
Poor Esau was refused a genuine blessing, and then he set out to wander the 
earth, looking for the parental blessing he could never find at home.  Sadly, many 
of those who are never blessed by their parents bring their hunger for blessing 
into their marriages.   
 
But to seek a blessing in one's marriage is to overburden that relationship.  It is to 
ask something of a marriage partner that that partner was never meant to fulfill.  
 
So, what is one to do?  I think spiritual sources of blessing are available and they 
can, sometimes remove that burden.  Remember what God says to Jesus (out of 
the sky) in the story of Jesus’s baptism?  



“This is my beloved son in whom I am well pleased.”  Now, there is a form of 
blessing available to most everyone.     And it bypases our physical parents 
entirely.   
 
Well, most of the time if a blessing isn’t given, it’s best to make your peace with 
that and find the blessings that are to be had.  Some people even have it in them 
to be able to bless themselves. Many counselors are equipped to help with that.   
 
But sometimes, I want to say, sometimes a blessing CAN be had if your patient 
enough, and not so needy as to sabatoge it.  One more first-person story to 
illustrate that.  This one is from Barbara Goldman of Tucson and it’s about an in-
law: 
 
My kids love it when my husband’s mother, their one living grandmother, made 
her annual visit to our house.  She always brought gifts and fantastic home-made 
chocolate-chip cookies and poundcake.   
 
My mother-in-law was not always kind to me, though.  She treated me as an 
inferior because I wasn’t her religion.  Certtainly I wasn’t worthy of her 
handsome, highly educated only son.  But I wanted the kids to like her, so I 
pretended to be glad to see her and ignored her not-so-subtle criticisms.  
Inevitably, if we planned to do something together, she developed a migraine 
headache and we wouldn’t go.   
 
As my mother-in-law’s health began to decline, my husband persuaded her to 
move here to Tucson.  He found a wonderful doctor for her, and assisted living 
facilities that met her high standards. Her son’s attention helped revitalize her.   
 
As my mother-in-law entered her nineties, she lost her power to hurt me.  I 
suppose I matured some, too.  My skin thickened. Hesitantly, I became involved 
in her life.  I bought her things she needed, and surprised her with flowers or a 
new shade of nail polish. She’d let me know if she didn’t like it.   
 
I made certain her son always remembered her birthday and Mother’s Day.  I felt 
good to be helping, and, I’ll admit, a bit superior.  A few weeks before her death, 
my mother-in-law and I were having a quiet visit.  She sat in her wheelchair, 
facing a window with a view of the mountains.  Her agitated tapping on her lap 
tray ceased for a moment, and she turned to me and said, “Do you like me?”   
 
At last, she was asking me for approval.  Without hesitation, I said, “Yes, I do.”  
No longer afraid of her criticism, I asked her, “Do you like me?” And she said, 
“Yes I do.  Very much!” 
 
Thank God when life is long enough for that to happen.  Thank God, that 
sometimes God provides other ways for us to cope with such a deep longing that 
exists in all of us.    Amen 


