
[1] 
 

Lost in Translation 
Acts 9:1-6 
NUCC Traditional 
5 May 2019 
 
*PRAY 
 

Have you have heard the expression “Something got lost in the translation?” On 

the Internet there are programs which will translate an English document into almost 

any imaginable language. All you do is type in a phrase or a word and the program 

translates it into French, Spanish, German, or whatever language you desire. Sound 

helpful? It is, especially if you are learning a foreign language. But how do we really 

know if these programs create an accurate translation?  

A linguist had the same question and decided to test the accuracy of the 

translation. He typed in the lyrics to the nostalgic tune, “Take Me Out to the Ball Game”: 

Take me out to the ball game. 
Take me out with the crowd. 
Buy me some peanuts and Cracker Jack. 
I don’t care if I never get back. 
 
Let me root, root, root for the home team. 
If they don’t win, it’s a shame. 
For it’s one, two, three strikes, you’re out, 
At the old ball game. 
 

He then ran the program in his computer to translate the song into German and 

then back into English. When he read what the program gave back to him, he was 

convinced that something got lost in the translation. The song went from a celebratory 

chant to something more like a harsh war cry: 

Execute me to the ball play. 
Execute me with the masses. 
Buy me certain groundnuts and crackerstackfusig. 
I’m not interested if I never receive back. 
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Let me root, root, root for the main team. 
If they don’t win, it is dishonor. 
For there are one, two, three impacts on you. 
At the old ball play. 
 
 I think it’s easy for a story like today’s to get “lost in translation.” We become so 

excited and enamored with the idea of the great conversion of Saul to Paul that we 

forget that it was the power of God’s transforming love that changed Saul to Paul.  

 You see, God was willing to love Saul for who he was but was not willing to let 

him stay that way. God wanted Saul to become the person that God knew him to be. 

And I believe God desires the same for you and for me. 

 Picasso painted a portrait of Gertrude Stein in 1906, which is now on display in 

the Metropolitan Museum of Art in New York City. What is so interesting about this 

painting is how long Picasso toiled with it before its completion. It is said that Stein sat 

for Picasso more than ninety separate times. However, what was even worse was that 

when his friends looked at the finished portrait, they complained that it looked nothing 

like Gertrude Stein. Picasso responded to the criticism by saying, “Everybody thinks she 

is not at all like her portrait, but never mind; in the end she will manage to look just like 

it.” Picasso, with his uncanny ability, had portrayed Stein’s inner essence, not her facial 

characteristics. More importantly, he portrayed Stein, not as she had been, or as others 

saw her in the present, but as she would become in the future. 

 And I cannot help but imagine that God sees each of us through that same lens. 

God does not see us as we have been, or as we are. But God sees us how we will 

become.  

 But let’s face it, loving those whom God loves is not necessarily easy. A 

colleague tells the story of teaching an adult Sunday school class. They were 
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discussing the scripture that reads: “Love your enemies; do good to those who 

persecute you.” As the group began the discussion, a person in the back of the room 

stood up and exclaimed, “That’s stupid! I think that is just stupid!” Then bent down, 

grabbed their black, leather-bound King James Bible, stormed out of the room, 

slammed the door, and sat in the sanctuary and waited for worship to begin. 

Isn’t the radical nature of God’s love not about who is excluded, but about who is 

included? Many of us are prepared to love the lovable, but we are not prepared to love 

the unlovable. Consider, for a moment, the awesome change that could occur if some of 

us prayed for the wisdom and courage to see that boss who insulted us, that friend who 

betrayed us, or that sibling who wounded us as they were intended to be. Could it be 

that our hearts would be transformed as radically as Paul’s was on the Damascus road? 

Reconciliation would be a totally new experience for us. Suddenly, we would come to 

the refreshing realization that love is stronger than hate, reconciliation is more powerful 

than resentment, and acceptance is more transformative than judgement. 

So, today, as we approach this table, may we never lose in translation the great 

love God has for those around us. And, equally important, let us never forget the great 

love God has for each of us, exactly as we are. 

God’s love is so transformative that it will envelop us and surround us with a light 

that will illumine things in an entirely new way. My friends, never let us lose the power of 

that love in translation.  

 


