
SUNRISE OVER LAKE HURON. A Story Sermon written and told at Mt. Hope on August 12, 2012. 

Texts: Isaiah 55: 10-13 and Matthew 13:1-13a. 

 

 I suppose it's possible that no one from the little town of Telhum had ever been on television 

before. In fact, except when violent storms came in from Lake Huron and did significant damage, 

Telhum was seldom ever even mentioned. So when Chris had TV mobile vans sitting on his front 

lawn and reporters from newspapers all over arriving in town and talking to anyone who would give 

them a few lines to quote, it made quite a stir. Millie's Bed and Breakfast, with vacancies 300 nights of 

the year was booked solid for the next three weeks. After Chris appeared on the local channels, the 

networks picked up the story and, with some modification, made Chris a national curiosity overnight. 

He started getting calls from The Today Show and from Good Morning America - he started getting 

so many calls from everyone imaginable that he had to unplug his phone just to get some peace. 

Everyone wanted to interview him. But he turned them all down. He said something about how they 

would hear him speak through other channels - that they would hear it when the ever widening ripples 

of communication reached them on a personal level. He told them that sound bites and 7 minute 

interviews with Katie Couric wouldn't accomplish what he wanted to accomplish. But his stonewalling 

them, of course, made them even more anxious to get his story - to get to know what this guy was all 

about and where he was going with his unique gift of being able to heal people.  

 

 Mayor McGeorge, from Sea Gull Harbor, was interviewed on Piers Morgan's CNN show. 

Sitting beside him were Terry Jackson, the man who was formerly in a wheelchair, Doctor Jacobson 

and Police Officer Sandy Miller. Piers was, as always, gracious, but clearly unbelieving of all the 

hype. "Mr. Mayor, I must say your story is one that has captured the attention of the nation. Your 

daughter, Susan, came down with meningitis and died. This Chris Yerushaliim comes along and 

brings her back to life. Now, you've got to admit that story, as wondrous as it might be, will raise some 

eyebrows. Do you really believe she was dead and was, somehow, raised by this furniture maker who 

was in town simply to visit your town's sawmill?" 

 "I wasn't actually at home when she died," Mayor McGeorge said, "but my wife was. My wife's 

parents were there and her cousin was there. They tell me there was no doubt. All I know is that she 

was pronounced dead by the doctor here and that today she is alive and well. SOME kind of miracle 

happened." 

 "Doctor Jacobson, you were on the scene. In fact, you were the one who pronounced her 

dead. How do you explain what happened?" 

 "Clearly she was not dead. I admit that I made a grievous mistake. I believe Susan was in a 

cataleptic state caused by some nervous system condition or some emotional trauma. In Catalepsy 

breathing is imperceptible for all practical purposes and the diagnosis of death is not uncommon. 

Most famously, novelist Edgar Allen Poe describes it in his  book "The Premature Burial." In that 

story, the cataleptic was in the state so long that he was actually buried." 

 "Terry Jackson, I understand you have a bit different take on Mr. Yerushaliim." 

 " I do. I was in an auto accident fifteen years ago and was paralyzed from the waist down. 

Chris touched me and prayed to God and I was healed." 

 "Remarkable," says Morgan. "Officer Miller, you had an opportunity to talk to this man and you 

say you asked him how he did it. What did he tell you?" 

 "I didn't understand most of it. But he started off by pointing out how our negative thoughts and 

emotions cause physical problems and that 'the other side of the coin' I think he called it, works 



equally as powerfully. Our positive thoughts and emotions bring about healings - but he pointed out 

that there also had to be some kind of connection with God wanting it to happen... I don't really know 

how it all works. But I've seen death and I'm pretty sure Susan was dead." 

 

 The conversation went on for a while longer and Piers asked his video people to roll a section 

of the affiliate station's film of Chris on his front porch: "... I'm not a trained pony. I don't perform on 

demand. What I've done or what people think I've done is of little importance to me. My purpose is to 

capture the world's attention so that they might listen to what I have to say."  

 "I find that intriguing," says the host. "What did he mean by that? What he did was simply a 

gimmick to get people's attention? Isn't that a bit deceptive? Viewers, send us an email or a tweet 

answering that question. 'DID the events at Sea Gull Harbor contain an element of hucksterism? Is 

this something we should condone or condemn? What IS the message that this healer from Michigan 

is so desperate to share - and why?'" Tomorrow evening we'll talk to YOU, our viewers, about all of 

this..."  

 

 I don't know how many people watch CNN and the Piers Morgan show, but apparently enough 

that people started heading for Telhum - or maybe it was because the aired segments of Chris' 

speech hit YouTube and had received 900,000 hits. They brought the sick and the crippled and the 

depressed and the hurting of every variety. The local newspaper sent out an emergency request to 

everyone in town and in all the neighboring towns asking them to register any spare rooms they 

would be willing to rent out (at an exorbitant rate) on a special website they had set up. And the 

reservations came pouring in. There wasn't a bed unspoken for for more than fifty miles around. 

 

 Chris didn't watch much TV - too time consuming and mind numbing. He had heard on the 

radio that a study showed that four hours of TV viewing a day would shorten your life by a year. A 

clever commentator had pulled out a calculator and concluded that a year lost comes to about a half 

hour a day so concluded that watching four hours must shorten ones life by a half hour. Rather 

sobering when put in those terms. 

 So he didn't know what the buzz on the news was. All he knew was that, before he unplugged 

it, the phone was driving him crazy. 

 

 Chris had a sunrise calendar. Every morning he set his alarm clock early enough to get up and 

out and down to the lakeshore in time to watch the sun come up. He LOVED the birth of a new day. 

There was a long dock that belonged to the town of Telhum that he enjoyed walking to the end of and 

sitting quietly watching the world come to life - sparkling water all around him and, as he looked out, 

for as far as the eye could see.  

 No one knew he did this except his showroom guys. He had invited them to join him but none 

ever had. Sunrise was sleep time, not nature gazing time. But that was OK with him, he enjoyed the 

solitude and the absorption into nature that he felt. He prayed best out there on that dock. There 

wasn't any time in life where God was nearer to him than when he was alone in nature. Somehow 

God seemed to hear his words without all the world's interferences... He imagined he could hear his 

Heavenly Father speak - "I love you, Chris. May your spirit be at peace today. Do my will." 

 But today something was different. A reporter from one of the small town newspapers had 

been staking out Chris' house to try to get some kind of exclusive so as to make a name for himself. 

He had promised that he would let some of the big guys know if Chris showed himself (all in an effort 



to curry favor and maybe get his toe in the door to bigger things), so when Chris came out of his 

house at 6:15 and headed toward the lake, John Sanders followed him. He then got on his cell phone 

and called his new buddies. They called their partners and all of them together inadvertently awoke 

the host families and the other guests and in an incredibly short time, dozens of people were heading, 

in the pre-dawn morning, for the lake. When they got there they saw Chris sitting out there at the end 

of the dock meditating and, most likely, praying.  

 It's almost impossible for any group of people to move noiselessly even when they are trying to 

but even more so in the stillness of twilight before even the birds begin their morning medleys. Chris 

turns and sees a small crowd gathering. People who live along a lake know that it is foolish for very 

many people to be on a dock all at once so nobody went out to where Chris was. They stayed on 

shore just looking at this unusual man.  

 "Sit down - all of you. Let's talk." The people sat on the slightly damp sand on the beach and 

got comfortable. It amazed them how Chris could just talk normally and they could hear him so 

clearly. The lake and the hill leading down to the beach made for some excellent acoustics. "I've been 

sitting here this morning thinking about God. What a wonderful place to do it. Look around. God is 

everywhere. But let me tell you what I've learned about God's Kingdom over the years.... There once 

was a man who rented a certain farm. The man did all the work and the owner paid all the expenses. 

Then they would split the income from the property. It was a mutually beneficial arrangement and 

everyone was happy with it. This went on for years. But one day the man was clearing a fencerow 

and was digging out a stump - hard work - necessary work - the kind of work every farmer in the 

world does every day. His shovel hit something hard but it didn't seem to be a rock. He dug it up and 

discovered it was a metal box. He pried it open and inside found gold bullion from a century ago. It 

was a fortune! But it wasn't his. So he reburied it, went home and crunched some numbers. He 

planned to buy that farm and capture that treasure for himself. He calculated what the farm was worth 

and then added half to the total. But he didn't have enough to make the purchase. So he put his 

house up for sale. He sold his farm equipment. He sold his car and his pickup truck and his wife's car. 

He advertised a "moving sale" and emptied his house of every stick of furniture. He counted his cash. 

It was just barely enough. So he went to the bank and borrowed a substantial amount. Then he went 

to the farmer and asked if he could buy his land. He negotiated hard but he knew that no matter what 

it would take for the farmer to sell, that is what he would pay. And, of course, everything is for sale if 

the price is right and he bought the farm. 

 "In the same way, there was a woman who loved to go to garage sales. She knew prices and 

she was an excellent negotiator. She also knew a lot about antiques and art. One day she found an 

original Wassily Kandinsky, "Composition V" at a sale. She couldn't believe her eyes. She knew the 

painting was worth about $100 million. What was it doing here? And with a price tag of $175! 

Unfortunately she didn't have $175 on her but there was no way she was going to let this get away. 

She went to her car and brazenly approached other shoppers with things she'd like to sell. She had 

her sunglasses, a digital tire pressure gauge, a sunshade, a GPS... But it wasn't enough and others 

were looking at the painting! She HAD to have it. "Hey, shoppers - I'll sign over the title to my car to 

the first person who will pay me $200 cash! It has no lien. It's free and clear! Offer is good for the next 

60 seconds!" And, although everyone thought her crazy, a couple of people came rushing over to her 

with the cash and one very lucky garage saler drove away in a $23,000 car for $200. And she bought 

the Kandinsky. 

 "A man one spring several years ago, decided to over-seed his lawn. He wanted to pump up 

his grass and make the whole thing look better. He was using one of those hand-held crank 



spreaders and walking back and forth across his lawn to sow the grass seed. He watered it twice 

every day for two weeks until the grass had a chance to germinate and take root. Some of that seed 

that he spread landed on his driveway and some on the sidewalk. Obviously it didn't grow. In fact, the 

birds feasted on it. Some of the seed fell on soil that was mostly clay and the grass had a hard time 

growing. It germinated but the little root tentacles couldn't break through the clay and it dried up as 

soon as he stopped watering. Some of the seed he spread got into the landscaping and the mature 

plants there kept the sun from getting to it so it didn't survive, but you know, most of that seed did 

exactly what it was supposed to. It fell into the existing lawn, slipped between the blades of grass to 

the soil. It germinated, took root and grew. And that man had a beautiful lawn all summer long and 

the next one and the next and for years to come." 

 "Chris - what are you talking about? You're being a bit obtuse, aren't you? Tell us about your 

miracles. Tell us about how you did them and when and where you're planning to do the next one. 

We want to be there" one of the reporters called out. 

  

 Although Chris' coffee klatch hadn't been there at the beginning of this little exchange on the 

dock, they arrived that morning and when he wasn't there they knew where he must be so they went 

down to the lake just in time to hear the last of Chris' stories and the comments afterward. Later that 

day Sam asked him, "Chris, what was that all about? What was the point of those little stories you 

were telling? Wouldn't it be better to just say what you mean? Wouldn't it be better if people actually 

KNEW what you were saying instead of having to guess at it?" 

 "Every person has to discover God's truth for themselves. In so doing they take it to heart. If I - 

or you - were to just tell them something they might believe it but is irrelevant. That's how we learn - 

truly learn. We DISCOVER for ourselves. A child can learn that 3x6 is 18. He can learn that 

multiplication fact and all the others and accept them as being true. But every teacher knows that 

unless those abstract facts can become concrete in their thinking they can go no further. So she will 

give them six sets of three objects and have them count them. Voila. They get it! It latches in to their 

brains and it is there forever as fact.  

 "If people don't get what I am saying to them, then they are not ready to hear. They are not 

ready to discover. They are not ready to go deeper in their faith. They are not ready for God. Did you 

notice what the first question was? It was a guy wanting a show. He wasn't ready for truth. To him my 

stories were just stupid stories. They said nothing to him. So if I had just said it straight out it would be 

like throwing pearls into a pig sty. God and Godly things and ideas and concepts are too noble for 

that." 

 

 "I know just what you mean," says Charlie. "Last week when we were out in the small towns 

around here, that is exactly what we experienced. I was telling people about God's love and some 

people kept coming back at me with 'Katrina' and 'Haiti' and 'Oak Creek' and '9-11' They said God 

can't love us if He allows those kinds of things to happen. I was tempted to get into a debate about 

how small our understanding of the things of God is but it seemed pointless." 

  

 "Yes. It would have been pointless. Those people were not ready to receive the love of God. 

They need to grow up until they can understand that they are unqualified to decide what God can and 

can't do...that it is us who are made in HIS image and not HE in ours. We have no authority to dictate 

how, when, where, and whether God acts. 



 "Let me tell you one. See if you can figure it out. It's another farmer one... It, too is about God's 

Kingdom... This farmer sows his field with seed wheat. He is meticulous and makes sure his seed is 

clean and his planter is set for placing the wheat at the optimum depth given the prediction the 

weather people are making about rain this season. He fertilizes it and, if there is too long a stretch of 

dry weather, he irrigates it. But unbeknownst to him, one of his neighbors who has harbored a grudge 

for years, came in right after he planted his wheat and distributed about a bushel of thistle seed and a 

peck of Queen Ann's Lace seed such that when the wheat grew, so did the weeds. The farmers was 

incredulous at the number of weeds that were in his field when all started to grow and his sons 

offered to go in and pull them out before harvest because clean wheat brings a much higher price 

than wheat mixed with weed seed. But the farmer told them not to because if they did the wheat 

would take a beating as they traversed the field inadvertently trampling the wheat. Wait until after 

harvest. We'll get a blower and drop the wheat through it and the weed seeds, being lighter, will blow 

away and we'll collect and destroy them at that time." 

 

 The guys looked puzzled as to what exactly that all meant. But they knew that to figure it out - 

this and so many other mysteries of God - would do them good and would make whatever the lesson 

is more powerful and useful in their lives. 

  


