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“194
th

 Anniversary”  
 
February 27, 2022                              Reverend Wendy MacLean (CoVid wk 101)  
Luke 7: 1-10 NRSV        Wall Street United Church 
 

Great Spirit, Holy Child of Earth and Heaven, Blessed One: 
We turn to your Word for guidance: 

seeking direction, seeking understanding, seeking comfort. 
By your grace, and in your wisdom, lead us 

and show us your way of responding to your call. 
Bless us with the confidence 

that it is you who stir our hearts. 
Bring us close to you and each other 
as we trust your prayer alive in us, 

moving and blessing this moment and this life. 
Be in my words, may they be true and faithful to the gospel 
and may our understandings be a blessing to you. AMEN 

 
Many of you will know much more about the history of this church than I do, 
but I wanted to imagine what life might have been like when this land was 
set aside for a worshipping people. William Buell, Justus Sherwood and 
Daniel Jones were leading citizens, who didn’t get along at all. Nobody 
could agree on a name for this town, so it was known as “Snarlington.” 
 

Wall Street Methodist Church was built on land donated by William Buell on 
the condition that a church be built there. He also donated land for a Court 
House, a Baptist and a Presbyterian, and Roman Catholic Church to be 
built.  
 

At the time Wall Street Methodist Church was being planted, an Irishman 
named Ogle Gowan was establishing the Orange Lodge, transporting a 
hateful Anti-Catholic tradition from Ireland. Reverend William Smart, a 
Scottish Presbyterian who came as a missionary to Elizabethtown, Yonge 
and Augusta, was establishing the Brockville Temperance Society (1832).  
 

William Buell died in the cholera epidemic of 1832. His name lives on in our 
town and region. He gave the land, but the church was built on prayer. 
Women sewing quilts, and studying missionary tracts and farmers giving a 
tithe to support the new building. Immigrants coming from Ireland and 
Poland and Scotland, looking to the church for a place they would feel safe. 
People dreaming of their children growing up with the gospel. 
 

The spirit stays in a church over the centuries. The prayers of the ancestors 
continue to infiltrate these walls and the hopes and dreams of the church in 
2022. Stones built the building, but prayer built the sanctuary. 
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A Roman soldier had heard a lot about a Jewish teacher named Yeshua 
(Jesus). He had heard grumbling and praise from his Jewish friends. “He 
has power to heal,” someone had said. “I need his help,” he said, “Please 
go and get him to come. My servant is sick.” 
 

The Jewish elders went to Jesus: “You should come.” they said. “This man 
is worthy—he built our synagogue for us.” 
 

A Roman soldier--Jewish elders--A rebel rabbi/Prophet /Messiah--all 
seeking help for a sick slave.  Come, Lord Jesus.  
 

This strange mix of people is a glimpse of the kingdom: all kinds of 
separations and divisions are crossed. A soldier who enforces the power of 
the Roman occupiers is friends with religious leaders who are somehow 
able to see beyond the soldier’s role to a deeper loyalty. 
 

The slave is not described at all, except as someone who is sick. 
 

And Jesus—who they all need, and for some strange reason, who they 
trust. 
 

In the vision of wholeness and the fulfilment of God’s grace, which we call 
“kingdom” there are no divisions. We are not judged worthy of unworthy of 
God’s love, or God’s healing. All life is cherished. 
 

The Roman centurion didn’t feel worthy to have him come to his home. 
The Jewish leaders assured Jesus that he was VERY worthy, and had 
been a tremendous support to them. 
 

Jesus was not judging their worth. He was a healer. He was called to help 
a sick servant, who had no power, and no status. But he was cherished. 
And so are we. 
 

The part of this gospel story that I love is the way the Roman centurion 
trusts that just a word from Jesus AT A DISTANCE is enough to heal his 
servant. “Only speak the word and my servant will be healed.” 
 

Only speak the word and my servant will be healed. 
As every moment of every day there is someone praying for healing. 
Our healing. Our prayers. Christ’s life in us and with us and through us.  
 

How many Syrian mothers dressed their children in their warmest clothes, 
and prayed for their safety, as they climbed into flimsy boats and set off 
across rough waters, seeking safety? How many Afghani teachers prayed 
as their best students risked their lives as translators for soldiers and 
diplomats and reporters?  
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How many of their prayers reached our ears, as our churches formed a 
group called United Welcome, to do our best to help God’s healing work? 
 

I was so blessed to be part of this work with you. Wall Street leaders 
brought their skills, dedication and faith to our work with refugee families, 
and together, in the name of love, we made a difference. United Welcome, 
as a shared ministry of our churches, brought fourteen people to Canada 
as refugees. This was an enormous undertaking. Miraculous! We didn’t 
know HOW we would do it, but we knew we could, because we trusted we 
could.  
 

Because we were the answer to someone’s prayers. 
 

And you were the answer to my prayers, because in this work, I saw the 
direct hand of God leading us step by step. I always felt like dancing after 
our meetings. 
 

Somewhere in the bowels of this building, is a room that has had different 
names over the years. In my mind I think of it as Linda’s treasure trove. 
Need a snowsuit, size 6? A kettle? A lamp? Sheets? On your behalf, and 
with Nancy and others of you, we were able to fully furnish these families 
with what they needed to make a home in Canada. Everything was 
donated: you are all part of this generosity and goodness, with your gifts 
and offering, your skills, and your prayers. You didn’t have to come to our 
meetings in person. We trusted your presence in spirit. 
 

Only speak the word.  
We have what we need. 
Someone is praying, and God is using us to answer. 
 

It is shocking to watch images of heavy tanks and soldiers as Russia 
pushes forward in its invasion of Ukraine. My imagination is weary from 
watching the protests in Ottawa. Do I have enough energy and compassion 
and faith to pray for the people of Ukraine—and Russia? And the leaders? 
 

God help us. 
We have just spent weeks battling “freedom” in our own country. Who are 
we to think we have the answers? We are not worthy to ask for more help. 
But we will anyway. 
 

Long ago, as part of a mission study, the United Church asked us to pray 
for Africa. A whole continent! How could my prayers mean anything?  
But I tried: In my imagination, I saw a tall, beautiful African woman, and she 
was standing in a bare field. Gradually, over time, in prayer I saw her 
bending over to plant something. In prayer, over time, I watched this grow, 
and then I saw her with her family, as they harvested this fruit.  
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As a prayer, I was not asking God for anything. I believe God was praying 
in me, creating a relationship that brought me closer to feeling connected to 
“Africa”. I was being changed in the process. Something in me was 
awakened, and over time, I began to feel drawn to Africa, in music and 
stories and pictures—I felt connected. 
 

Several years later, I found myself standing with a beautiful Amhara 
woman, in Ethiopia, as she proudly showed me the papaya orchard that 
she and the women in her village had planted and cared for. It was part of a 
project sponsored by a Canadian Kiwanis club.  
Someone was praying. Is this how God answered my prayers? 
 

We are being asked to pray for our world, especially Ukraine. I invite you to 
let your imagination draw on pictures or images of the people, imagine they 
are your grandchildren or nieces and nephews. Just be with them in prayer, 
just be with them. 
 

Somewhere a soldier will pause, and respond kindly to a child, because his 
heart has been moved. 
 

Somewhere a leader will hold off an act of violence because he gets 
distracted by noticing beauty. 
 

Somewhere someone will feel hope because they know, somewhere 
someone is praying. 
 
“Only say the word, and my servant will be healed,” the Army Commander 
said to Jesus. 
 
May our Lord recognize this same faith in us, as his church, as his people, 
as prayers without borders, as we become a sanctuary for peace, in faith 
and love.  AMEN 
 
 

 


