
THEY WHO HAVE EARS. A Story Sermon written and told at Mt. Hope on August 5, 2012 by Rev. Steven Schafer. Texts: 

Exodus 19: 2-8 and Matthew 10: 5-14.  

 

 Everyone was gathered around the big round oak table in Chris' showroom within an hour of his getting up the 

morning after returning from Sea Gull Harbor.  Chris knew that this day would be unlike any he had ever had in his life. 

He knew that some time that day - probably sooner than later - the press would arrive. Film crews would park their 

mobile units on his lawn, reporters would shove microphones in his face and everyone would shout questions at him. He 

wasn't looking forward to it, but he knew it was inevitable. You can't do what he had been doing for very long without 

word getting out and the newshounds jumping all over it. 

 "Guys, I'm afraid I have to ask you to do something again. This favor is far bigger than the last one." [If you recall, 

shortly after Chris opened for business he had printed up 10,000 fliers announcing an open house at the furniture store 

and he had asked these fellows who were now meeting daily in his showroom to drink coffee, study the Bible, and listen 

to Chris' ideas - he had asked them to distribute the fliers. They had and the fliers had produced amazing results - in part 

because Chris had hand-written scripture references on each one and recipients found them eerily applying to 

themselves].  

 The twins - and the latest additions to the little group - in fact, they joined only about twelve hours ago - the 

night before - asked what he was talking about. Tom Snavely explained: "It was the darndest thing you ever saw. We 

passed out all these fliers all over the thumb area and people just swarmed the place. Chris knew they would so he 

managed to have enough food on hand for them all. I've still got some of the left-overs in my freezer. It kind of launched 

the business... and we all started meeting here, learning from this guy. He's really pretty sharp." 

 "Sharp's not the word," said Charlie Tracy. "I've been a teacher for fourteen years and I've learned more from 

Chris about life and the world than I ever knew." 

 "OK, guys, enough with the accolades," interrupted Chris. "We don't have much time. Here's what I want you to 

do. I know that Todd and Bob told you what happened in Sea Gull Harbor. You know that the mayor's daughter, who had 

contracted meningitis  was made well. You know that Terry Johnson, the handicapped guy, is walking. They told you 

about the women's children being healed. People are saying that I did those things and more. And while it is more 

complicated than simply that, they are right. God wanted those people healed for a specific purpose and that purpose is 

about to come to light. The purpose is so that I might have a platform to talk to people and tell them some of the things 

you and I have been talking about for the past few weeks. 

 "Here is what I want you to do. Tom, contact the post office this morning and tell them you need an immediate 

leave of absence for two weeks. Charlie, school is out for the summer so you're all set. The rest of you have your own 

businesses. I want you to take the next two weeks off. I've got a mission for you." 

 This, of course, was a bit of a thunderbolt. They knew Chris was always rather intense internally but had always 

put on the calmest of demeanors. People saw him as a man wholly centered and at peace... And he was, of course, but 

he also had that intensity that comes when a person knows what they are about and where they are heading and they 

know they have a finite time to get there. Chris was most definitely a planner. He knew what he was going to do long 

before he did it. He knew what he was going to say before the words tumbled out of his mouth. To ask them to take 

such immediate action was out of character. Ken was the first to speak, "Chris - I don't know what you've got in mind, 

but I've got a father who's on his death-bed. I can't leave town, if that's what you're thinking." 

 Sam interjected, "I've got several cars over at the shop that are waiting repairs, Chris. I can't just take time off. 

My customers will be furious. Benny is a good mechanic but he's slow." 

 "Let the dead bury their own dead," Chris said to Ken. "Your father isn't dead yet, Ken. My guess is that he won't 

be for another few years. He won't miss you for two weeks. Your sister and brother can watch him. And Sam - Come 

on... You know Benny has been waiting for you to be gone so he can test himself to see if he is the mechanic he thinks 

he is. He won't ever find out with you watching over his shoulder." 



 Chris had never been quite so blunt with them and they weren't sure they liked it - Ken especially. He felt some 

family obligation and Chris, who had always held family so highly, seemed to be telling him now to forget those 

obligations... Nevertheless, he was the first to acquiesce. "OK. I'll bite. What do you want us to do for the next two 

weeks? THEN I'll decide if I'll do it." 

 

 "I want you to be me," Chris said. "I want you to do what you've seen me do. I want you to do what you've heard 

I've done. I want you to teach as I've taught you." I want each of you to go to the little towns - as many as you can get to 

in the next two weeks - and find people who have an obvious need. God will lead you to them to you (or them to you - 

however that works). You will lay your hands on them and ask God to heal or strengthen or rescue or whatever it is they 

need. God already knows you're going to be asking and has guided those people to cross paths with  you. Whatever you 

pray for will happen. This will gather a crowd - small or large - and you must tell them of God's power and love and 

forgiveness. Stay there as long as it seems reasonable then move on. I warn you, though, that there will be some towns 

where people won't listen. Instead they will see what you are doing as some kind of magic or trickery - they won't 

believe their own eyes and they will be upset at what you have done or with what you say. Don't argue. Just apologize 

for bothering them and walk away. Move on to the next town on your list. I think it would be better if you partnered up. 

Some of what you experience will be pretty hard to take alone." 

 

 "Are you serious?" asks Charlie. "We can't do that. We can't heal people. We'll make fools of ourselves. Chris, 

we've heard what you did in Sea Gull Harbor but we weren't even there. We, ourselves, have never seen these supposed 

healings you've been doing. How do you expect us to do them?" 

 Ken jumped in, "I'm a fisherman, Chris. I don't talk in front of groups of people without breaking out in a sweat. I 

don't think I could do such a thing." "Me, neither," said Matt. "I'm an accountant! Give me a back room and books filled 

with numbers and I'm in my element. I can't HEAL people." 

 

 "Look. I know it's outside your comfort zone. That's why you'll each have a partner - to support one another. But 

you can do it. GOD will strengthen you. GOD will guide you. GOD will give you the words to say. Remember last month 

when I told you that God doesn't expect success - He expects faithfulness? THIS is where the rubber meets the road. You 

may fail. You may be laughed at. You may be run out of town. But you will have attempted to do something good and 

important. THAT is success. And don't worry about what you're going to say. Just be yourselves. It'll come. Ken - imagine 

you're talking to that hull full of fish - I've seen you do it - you talk to them like you love them. Think of the people you 

talk with as fish...  Now - you need to decide whether you'll do it or not. I'll love you either way. But you've all got to get 

out of here before this place becomes a bee hive... And if you decide you're going to do it, head out first thing this 

afternoon after telling your wives what you're up to - no need to worry them any more than necessary. Tom, you divide 

up the region by zip codes and make assignments - in two weeks you can cover a lot of territory if you all keep moving - 

so plan on going out beyond Michigan... Go with God, fellows. Go with God..." 

 

 You can imagine all that is coursing through their minds as they get up to go. It all seems rather surreal. Chris 

had just asked them - with no warning - to go WAY outside their comfort zone and do something that makes almost no 

sense whatsoever. What, exactly, did they really know about this guy? Is he some kind of whacko who had taken them 

in? SHOULD they just drop everything and take off on some kind of missionary blitz? 

 

 Todd and Bob were the newest members of the group. Todd spoke, "This is exactly why we came here. We 

KNEW Chris would do just this sort of thing. Haven't you felt it? Haven't you felt that he is something really special and 

that WE are special because He chose us - or allowed us - to tag along on whatever it is he is up to? Bob and I'd follow 

him the ends of the earth. We're going." 

 



 "Yeah, but you're charismatic. The rest of us are Methodists and Congregationalists and Catholics. We don't do 

the 'feeling' thing so well," said Sam. 

 "But you guys saw his miracles, too, didn't you? Didn't you see 5000 people show up for the Grand Opening? 

Didn't you serve the food that never seemed to run out? Didn't you hear how he spoke over at the Methodist church 

and see how it affected people? Haven't you been awed by the way he talks to people during his workshops about God? 

Haven't you seen him pray?" 

 "You're right," Charlie replies. "Chris is the most amazing thing to happen to this town in - like - forever. If he 

wants us to do this, then we should. I'm in. Matt, will you partner with me?" 

 

 And they all agreed. They HAD to do this. They HAD to tell others about what God can do in their lives even 

though most of them already knew. Besides, if Chris was right, wouldn't it be totally awesome to heal people? 

 

 Just before lunch the camera crews rolled in just as Chris had expected, along with a dozen or so other reporters 

and news trucks. He had loved his life in Telhum. He knew that now it would never be the same. He could hear the 

young woman reporter standing in front of her camera man, "We're standing in front of the home and workshop of local 

furniture builder, Christof Yerushaliim. It has been reported that yesterday Mr. Yerushaliim did some rather amazing 

feats yesterday in Sea Gull Harbor. According to Mayor Mitchell McGeorge and others who were at the scene, 

Yerushaliim brought his daughter, Susan McGeorge, age 14, back from an attack of meningitis, supposedly AFTER her 

doctor had pronounced her dead. We're waiting now to see if Mr. Yerushaliim will speak with us and explain just what 

happened..." 

  

 While she was speaking a couple of print reporters came up on his porch and started knocking on the door. He 

took a deep breath and opened it as dozens of camera flashes made him feel like a movie star - or a criminal... He 

shielded his eyes with his hand as microphones were shoved toward his face and reporters started calling out their 

questions, "Mr. Yerushaliim - is it true? Did you heal the mayor's daughter?" "How did you do it?" "Do you think she was 

really dead?" "Has anything like this ever happened to you before?" "Why were you in Sea Gull Harbor?" "Are you a 

native of Telhum?" "Is this something you can do any time or just on occassion?" Chris held up his hands to have them 

stop their questions so he could actually say something. As the crowd quieted down, one piped up, "SHOW US ONE OF  

YOUR TRICKS! LET US GET IT ON FILM!" 

 

 "Everyone wants to see me do something. But 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. Yes, I've done some things that would be hard to explain even if you were to be 

an eye witness. I've done them so that you would come here today. I've done them so that I can, with your help, tell 

others. My message is this: God loves you. God loves you more than you can possibly imagine. I know that isn't 

something new to you. Everyone already knows that. In fact, I know that if I asked any one of you here this morning if 

you love God you'd say 'yes.' But here is the thing. There is so much more to being a Christian than loving God and God 

loving you. You must DO something if you love God.  

 "A man finds the perfect girl and he falls in love. She loves him too. He tells her and she tells him but if they 

never DO anything because of that love it means nothing. Their love is there but it is pretty meaningless. Rather he buys 

her flowers and takes her to the theatre and schmooze's with her parents and plays with her little brother. If he didn't 

she wouldn't be so sure his love is anything more than words (even though it is). After they get married, he helps clean 

the house and take care of the kids and takes her out to dinner and makes friends with her friends and their husbands. If 

he doesn't do any of those things she may still know she is loved because he says so, but what kind of love is that? The 

one who truly loves always DOES things to demonstrate it. 



 "You all call yourselves 'Christians.' You say you love God (and you really do - I would not deny that) but what do 

you DO other than SAY SO to show it to God? Does the Sunday School Superintendant at your church have to beg to find 

teachers? Does the minister have to guilt you into being on a committee? Do you set being in worship as a top priority in 

your family or do you attend when there is nothing better to do on a Sunday morning? What do you DO to show God 

love? What do you DO to keep that love alive? Every single day God DOES to show love to us. He brings the sunshine and 

the rain. He supplies our needs for food and shelter and clothing. He gives us health and wealth and freedom. He 

forgives our sins... Every day...  The church in today's world has become a place where we are served rather than a place 

where we serve - it is a place to be entertained rather than a place of sacrificial giving and deep committment. If every 

Christian stepped forward and would do just ONE thing to serve the church they would be turning people down. If every 

Christian, in his or her LIFETIME would find someone in need of faith and bring that person in, churches all over the 

world would have to have building programs. Christians lament how empty their neighborhood streets are on a Sunday 

morning - their neighbors don't go to church - yet have NEVER invited even one of them to get up and out and to go 

worship God with them. To love is to DO things. So many say they love but don't DO.  

 "God's house is always just one generation from extinction. And here in Michigan there seems to be a malaise 

that keeps people in the pews satisfied with just being in the pews. We, as lovers of the creator, must DO something. It 

doesn't have to be huge. There are a lot of us. If each of us do something every day to show God we love Him, that will 

be enough."  

 

 Chris paused in his little sermon, "Mr. Yerushaliim, how did you do those amazing healings?" Chris shook his 

head and looked down in disappointment. They hadn't heard what he had said. All they wanted was the pizzazz. They 

didn't care what he had to say... Well, maybe some of what he said would be reported in sound bites on the evening 

news. Maybe SOMEBODY would hear his message. Maybe his seven friends hitting all the towns in the area for the next 

couple of weeks would wake people up. He so wished that people would have a vision for what God can do in and 

through them if they would just get off their duffs and DO something... 

 

 The reporters started in with their questions again, "Sir, will you be going back to Sea Gull Harbor to see the 

mayor's daughter again?" "Do you have any plans for a 'healing tour?'" "How do you decide who will be healed and who 

not?"  And Chris turned, without saying a word, and walked back into his house, gently closing the door. 

 

 That night, on the 6:00 news there was a report titled the "Healer of Sea Gull Harbor." Just before they showed a 

brief clip of Chris, the voice over said, "Chris Yerushaliim, a Christian Shaman who reportedly brought about some 

amazing healings in the lakeside village of Sea Gull Harbor spoke today on relationships and how important it is to take 

action when one is in love" and the sound comes up and Chris hears his own voice, "A man finds the perfect girl and he 

falls in love. She loves him too. He tells her and she tells him but if they never DO anything because of that love it means 

nothing. Their love is there but it is pretty meaningless." 

 

 Well,  maybe the newspaper tomorrow will have a bit more of what he said... Maybe people will hear - maybe 

not. 

 

  

  

  

 


