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We thankfully don’t have hurricane season to deal with in Canada, but we 

do get our share of summer storms. We had a whopper of one a little over a 
week ago. Did you get your phone alarm going off with that Tornado warning? 
We were out to dinner at the Buell Street Bistro when my phone and many others 
in the restaurant started blaring with the warning. I looked out the window. I 
checked the radar on my phone and wondered about how solidly built the 
restaurant was ... and then, like everyone else, we just continued eating our 
meal. 

The scripture we read this morning reminds us that when it comes to 
storms, how or on what your house is built makes a difference. It doesn’t take an 
engineering degree for this to make sense. This is what Jesus said: 

“Those people who are listening to Me, those people who hear what I say 
and live according to My teachings—you are like a wise man who built his house 
on a rock, on a firm foundation. When storms hit, rain pounded down and waters 
rose, levies broke and winds beat all the walls of that house. But the house did 
not fall because it was built upon rock. Those of you who are listening and do not 
hear—you are like a fool who builds a house on sand. When a storm comes to 
his house, what will happen? The rain will fall, the waters will rise, the wind will 
blow, and his house will collapse with a great crash.” Matthew 7:24-27 

The scripture is of course not really a lesson in engineering; it is a 
metaphor about a life that is firmly built on the foundations of faith and a deep, 
unshakable relationship with Jesus. This scripture is how Jesus ended one of his 
epic sermons — the Sermon on the Mount that spans 3 chapters in the gospel of 
Matthew. I’d just like to point out that even if my sermons occasionally go a little 
long, I try to stick to one point. I guess we can give Jesus a break for packing a 
lot into this one sermon … after all, he only had 3 years to get across everything 
he wanted to say and well … he’s Jesus...  

This reminds me of a joke I heard when I was out west. One Sunday a 
Pastor arrives at his church all prepared for the service but only one member of 
his congregation shows up. The pastor suggests that maybe they should cancel 
the service, but the man with the wisdom of years and years of farming said to 
the pastor, “Pastor, if only one cow shows up at feeding time, I feed him.” The 
pastor was greatly inspired by this and realized how true it was and so he 
preached his heart out. He put in even more energy than he normally would on a 
Sunday morning. At the end of the service as they were shaking hands at the 
back, the Pastor thanked him again for that wisdom. The farmer responded: 



“There’s just one thing, Pastor — if just one cow shows up at feeding time, I feed 
him alright, but I don’t feed him the whole load!”  

When Jesus preached, they got the mother-load. This little story about the 
house built on the rock or on sand is just how he ended his sermon. Let me 
review some of what Jesus talked about in the Sermon on the Mount: 
 

Blessed are the peacemakers . . . " (5:9).  

You are the light of the world…let your light shine before others” (5:14&16) 

If you are angry with a brother or sister, you will be liable to judgment" (5:32). 

But if anyone strikes you on the right cheek, turn the other also" (5:39).  

Love your enemies and pray for those who persecute you" (5:44).  

Pray this way: Our Father in heaven, hallowed be your name...” (6:9) 

Forgive others their trespasses . . ." (6:14).  

Store up for yourselves treasures in heaven . . . for where your treasure is, there 
your heart will be also" (6:20, 21).  

No one can serve two masters . . . You cannot serve God and wealth" (6:24).  

Do not worry about your life… but strive first for the kingdom of God and his 
righteousness, and all these things will be given to you as well.” 

Do not judge, so that you may not be judged . . ." (7:1).  

In everything do to others as you would have them do to you” (7:12) 

In May I attended, as I do every year, the Cruxifusion conference. This is a 
gathering of Christ-Centered United Church clergy from across the country. This 
year they had the professor John Stackhouse as a guest speaker.  

He gave a wonderful talk. One of the things he said 
was that often we have thin faith and thin church. The 
church or faith often doesn’t really take up too much 
space in people’s lives — if it’s convenient, if we have 
enough time, energy, money we’ll participate in faith or 
church. Church is sort of what we do with our leftover 
time, energy and resources. He said that what we need 
today is a thick church and a thick faith. A thick faith takes 
up space in your life. It takes up space in your calendar. It 

has you saying “I’m sorry I can’t do this because I have to go to prayer group”. It 
has you prioritizing — giving to God first and then seeing what is left over for 
vacations, rather than the other way around. How much does your faith 
inconvenience you? How much space does it take up in your life? I remember as 
a kid the question being asked “If Christianity were made illegal, how much 
evidence would they have against you?”  



Being a Christian should take up space. It should go deep and affect every 
part of your life. Because when it does, that’s when you have a solid foundation. 
When it does, that’s when you can stand firm and even have the peace of God 
that passes all understanding during the biggest storms of life. 

Does it mean you will have an easier life? No. Even that little illustration 
that Jesus told makes it clear that is not the case. Notice that those in the parable 
who obeyed God — who lived a life of faith — didn’t get any special treatment. 
The winds and the storms that beat on the house were the exact same winds that 
beat on the other houses. Often, we think that there ought to be a reward for 
living a life of faith, and there is, but the reward is not an easier life. The reward is 
peace. The reward is hope. The reward is joy, and a love that takes your breath 
away. 

I read an article in the latest issue of The Atlantic Magazine called: Your 
Professional Decline Is Coming (Much) Sooner Than You Think – Here’s how to 
make the most of it—by Arthur C. Brooks July 2019. 

The author was musing about what 
many of you have already encountered — 
that often the transition from working to 
retirement is a very rough transition 
because so much of our self-worth is 
wrapped up in what we do. Even while the 
author is still at the top of his game 
professionally, he wants to make sure he 
doesn’t fall into the depression that many 

very successful people find themselves in when they are no longer at the top. 
Some of the things he talks about are starting to cultivate “eulogy virtues” 

instead of “résumé virtues”.  
“Résumé virtues are professional and oriented toward earthly success. 

They require comparison with others. Eulogy virtues are ethical and spiritual, and 
require no comparison. Your eulogy virtues are what you would want people to 
talk about at your funeral. As in ‘He was kind and deeply spiritual,’ not ‘He made 
senior-vice president at an astonishingly young age and had a lot of frequent-flier 
miles.”  

He goes on to point out that eulogy virtues are not ego-centered. They are 
not centered on you, but instead they focus on others.  

It turns out that, according to research, giving, serving, making a 
difference, investing in relationships and things like forgiveness all make you 
happier. Imagine that? Lol. It seems to me I’ve read that somewhere before…  

 
 
 
 



Early this year I was honoured to preside over the 
memorial service for Bea Mooney.  

Bea was a long-time and very active member of this 
church. She was active in all sorts of ways, and for years she 
was the envelope steward. That meant that after the collection 
was counted Bea would take the envelopes (everyone gave in 
envelopes back then — some of you still do!) and she would 

make sure that amounts added up to the penny and that all gifts were properly 
recorded and receipted. Ken Lacey took over that job from Bea. Bea remained 
sharp as a tack, up until the last days of her life. She passed away at the age of 
103. 

As you can already imagine, Bea was a highly organized person. She was 
still a spring chicken of 91 when I arrived at this church, and she was already 
planning her funeral. The plans changed here and there over the years and her 
vision for the service became simpler and smaller as she grew older. But when I 
was visiting Bea on one occasion she asked if, at her funeral, I could preach a 
sermon on the Matthew 7 scripture that we read this morning about the house 
that was built on the rock and the house that was built on the sand.  

When someone who has lived to over a hundred finds meaning in a 
particular scripture passage, you want to pay attention! I did preach a mini-
meditation on that passage, but the truth is she preached a much better sermon 
at her own funeral service and I had no plans on upstaging her. She literally 
wrote a letter to those gathered. Her entire life and the memories shared were a 
testament to the fact that she had built the foundation of her life on solid rock.  

Let me read you a part of her letter: 
(I was raised in the) “thriving little village of Burritt’s Rapids from a farm that was 
miles away from any active community. There were two churches in that village – 
an Anglican and a Methodist and in those days, going to church on Sunday was 
as much a part of life as breathing. In the Sunday School for small people, each 
Sunday we were given a little card on which was printed a verse of scripture and 
we got a gold star when we had memorized it. I am sure that early association 
with the wisdom of the Bible  
was the rock or the foundation for the rest of my life. It did not end with those 
classes for small people. We had classes for teens and adults too. The teacher 
for the adult class was the father of the late Lillian Baker who for many years was 
a member of Wall Street United Church. Small world – isn’t’ it! Some of us 
formed close ties as choir members and for decades we had what was called a 
Young People’s society, although married couples were part of this group of 
close friends too. It was not just a social club. We did Bible Study and raised 
money for the church. With a faith journey like that, claiming to be a Christian did 
not mean going to church to look good in the eyes of our neighbours. It was a 
commitment – an answer to a human need to feel the power of a presence 
greater than our own strength – a mysterious awareness of something spiritual 



as part of every human being, whether we admit it or not. That belief that we 
need not walk alone, and try to deal with life’s troubles by ourselves has been my 
guiding star.”  

That sounds to me like a ‘thick faith’. That sounds to me like all her life she 
cultivated ‘eulogy virtues’. She doesn’t get into it in her letter, but Bea was not 
given a free pass on the storms of life. She had a lot of significant struggles and 
they were far from easy, but I’ll tell you her faith made all the difference in the 
world as she went through those storms. 

The bad news is this doesn’t just happen overnight. Do you know how hard 
it is to find Oats that aren’t instant? We live in an instant society. Thick faith isn’t 
something that happens in an instant. It is step by step; day by day.  

The good news is that when you say “Yes, that’s what I want!” the Holy 
Spirit comes and fills you and things begin to change. Your faith grows in ways 
that are beyond the work that you put into it. And somehow, instead of finding 
yourself focusing on every storm that comes your way, you find yourself focused 
on the One who is right there with you through it all, anchoring you, guiding you 
and filling you with a hope and a love that won’t let you go. Thanks be to God.  
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 


