
 In my Sermon Delivery class in Seminary, our scripture for today was our battle 

cry: “Iron sharpens iron.” Every week in class, we’d say it, hear it from our professor; we 

just internalized it. So, the class was an entire semester of nothing but preparing 

sermons, preaching, hearing our classmates preach, and then learning by hearing, 

receiving, and responding to critiques, so our battle cry was the attitude of our hearts. 

We gave critiques and tweaks and responses out of a love and appreciation for our 

colleagues and in an earnest desire for them to grow in their preaching. 

Can anyone guess what my critiques were? You may have noticed that sometimes 

I have the tendency to talk really fast. Like unintelligibly fast. I had this problem in my 

seminary preaching class not only from the pulpit, but in normal conversations (which 

you’ve probably also noticed). One day in class, Randy Maas called on me to pray, and 

for whatever reason, my brain was in hyper drive. I prayed; I said, “Amen,” and then a 

hush fell over the room. After a few second, Randy started chuckling and said, “Lordy, 

child, you sound like you got shot in the butt with a Red Bull.”  (Which we all had a good 

laugh about). Apparently, I had spoken a little quickly. But Iron still sharpens iron. And 

I think, by the grace of God, I’m slowing down. 

This morning, we are beginning a series of messages based on songs: songs we’ve 

known and loved as well as songs we’ve never heard before. I was talking to a colleague 

of mine about this series, and she said, “Oh, that’s so you.” And I chose to take it as a 

compliment. It’s my hope that we discover together where the voice of God may be 

speaking through the words of others and maybe where we’ve never heard it from 

before. But I want to make something clear from the start of this: I am not abandoning 

scripture to preach the text or theme of a song. I’m not preaching the songs; I’m looking 

to these songs to see what themes point us to the gospel, to the heart of God. We’re 



relating those sacred words to music we hear every day so maybe the next time we’re 

listening to the radio, we think back and hear anew God’s love being proclaimed. 

We start this morning with one of my favorite songs from the smash Broadway 

hit Wicked. For Good, sung by the characters of Elphaba (whom we know better as the 

Wicked Witch of the West) and Glinda the Good Witch. The main story of Wicked is that 

there’s more to the story of the Wizard of Oz; the tagline for the show is: A Lot 

Happened before Dorothy dropped in. It tells the story of the Wicked Witch of the West 

and the Good Witch of the North growing up, going to the same school, and allowing the 

events of their lives to shape who they are. It tells of Elphaba’s green color being because 

her birth was shrouded in scandal and her needs being overshadowed by the needs of 

her mobility-challenged sister. It also tells of Glinda’s upbringing being that picture-

perfect childhood that every parent dreams of but is literally impossible.  

 The show also tells of the friendship that Elphaba and Glinda shared, though 

tense at first. At their boarding school, they’re roommates. And eventually they were 

friends. They allowed their iron to sharpen each other and their friendship to make 

them better together than they could have been individually. But the events of their lives 

drove a wedge between them: everything went right for Glinda: she was beautiful, 

popular, caught the attention of the Wizard of Oz (which Elphaba so desperately 

wanted). Everything went wrong for Elphaba: spells went wrong and she made the Tin 

Man (who according to the show was romantically interested in Elphaba’s sister); we 

also learn that her overbearing personality turned the Lion into a coward. 

 As the show goes on, it becomes clear that they’re heading in different directions. 

Elphaba is “Wicked through and through” while Glinda has been dubbed “Glinda the 

Good officially.” But even with all of that, they can still see and acknowledge that their 



friendship has been a blessing. That they are intrinsically bonded and forever grateful to 

one another for the influence they’ve had on each other. Because they knew each other, 

they have been changed for good. (Which has a beautiful double meaning. They’ve made 

each other, even Elphaba the Wicked Witch; they’ve made each other good.) 

 It’s a hauntingly sad story of an otherwise beautiful friendship that just went 

awry. The miracle and blessing is that God gives us people like this in our life. God gives 

us friends that make us better, friends that are not afraid to help sharpen us and are not 

afraid of being sharpened by us. Many of my friends from sermon delivery who helped 

me along the way are lifelong friends that I still look to, send sermons to, and value their 

input. I know that most of you know I spent my week at church camp this past week, 

and during that camp, I had the opportunity to have late night chats with one of my best 

friends and colleagues in ministry who was deaning a camp along with mine. We talked 

about our sermons—we know what the other is preaching this morning and throughout 

the summer—and we offered each other some feedback and inspiration. And it’s all 

because iron sharpens iron. 

 The Book of Proverbs from which we get our scripture this morning is the 

wisdom of mainly Solomon written to instruct his sons so that they would know what it 

means and looks like to live a life fully immersed in the presence of God. In these pithy 

statements, which we have crocheted onto pillows or even painted on to the front steps 

of BHS, Solomon bestows this wisdom. Iron sharpens iron as a friend sharpens a friend. 

We make each other better. We bestow our collected wisdom upon one another and it 

changes something about us and we all benefit. Because we know who is on our right 

and on our left and because we’re mindful of someone who isn’t here today for any of the 



myriad of reasons, we have been changed for the better. And it’s my hope that we have 

been changed for good. Iron sharpens iron. 

 What does it mean to let iron sharpen iron? In part, it’s knowing what we know 

and being confident in it. It’s knowing what we know and sharing it in a way that’s 

helpful to all. It’s looking out for your brother and sister in Christ or in the world and 

offering a helpful word when invited in to the conversation. Iron sharpening iron makes 

both or all parties better. The other part of letting iron sharpen iron is harder. The other 

part is having a vulnerability that we are not used to that says, “I don’t know how to do 

this, and maybe (name) could help me.” It’s knowing our strengths and also knowing 

what isn’t our strengths and finding ways to stretch and to grow by learning from those 

of us who know and love us best.  

Elphaba and Glinda knew what they didn’t know. They found a friendship that 

was unlike anything else in their lives. And they were changed for good. What does this 

kind of friendship look like for you? When I described the friendship between Elphaba 

and Glinda, who came to mind? Who would you say is someone who has changed you 

for good? Celebrate their influence on your life so that you can acknowledge together 

that you have been changed for the better and changed for good! Amen.  


