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32 “If you love those who love you, what credit is that to you? For even sinners love those who 
love them. 33 If you do good to those who do good to you, what credit is that to you? For even 
sinners do the same. 34 If you lend to those from whom you hope to receive, what credit is that 
to you? Even sinners lend to sinners, to receive as much again. 35 But love your enemies, do 
good, and lend, expecting nothing in return.[a] Your reward will be great, and you will be 
children of the Most High; for he is kind to the ungrateful and the wicked. 36 Be merciful, just 
as your Father is merciful. 
 
37 “Do not judge, and you will not be judged; do not condemn, and you will not be condemned. 
Forgive, and you will be forgiven; 38 give, and it will be given to you. A good measure, pressed 
down, shaken together, running over, will be put into your lap; for the measure you give will be 
the measure you get back.” 
 
 As you may have heard, last week my sister Linda and I moved my father 
from his home in Hampton, Virginia—the family home for 57 years—to an assisted 
living facility near them, 300 miles away. Some of you will remember that my 
father moved here for five months back in 2011, when he was 91 years old. And 
while he liked the people of Wichita Falls very much, one thing after another 
blighted the experience. The week after he arrived, his last surviving sibling died, 
and he was unable to attend the funeral in North Carolina. He had three falls in his 
apartment at Presbyterian Manor, and had to move to the Health Care unit. He told 
my sister they moved him from his nice apartment and stuck him in the basement. 
The temperature got over 100 degrees for 100 days and the Weather Channel 
pronounced that Wichita Falls had the worst summer in America. And then he had a 
stroke. We weren’t sure he would recover from it, but he got excellent care from a 
number of folks—Dr. Owens, Presbyterian Manor Health Care, and Health South—
and he rebounded enough to be really mad at me for moving him to Texas in the 
first place. Among my Dad’s multiple terms of service in the military, he was at one 
time a drill instructor at Camp Pickett, and his capacity to forcefully communicate 
with underlings like his son continues unabated. Anyway, he insisted that we move 
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him back to his home in Virginia—a demand that, by that time, I was more than 
happy to fulfill. 
 Almost every time I visit one of our members at Presbyterian Manor Health 
Care, one of the sweet caregivers will ask about my father and tell me how nice he 
was. I am always tempted to say, “No, my father was David Hartman, Sr.—you 
must be thinking of somebody else.” When we first moved him back to Virginia, 
Linda arranged for home caregivers to stay with him 18 hours a day, until Linda 
retired from her job as a social worker so she could stay with him two weeks out of 
the month. The other two weeks of the month she was with her husband, Steve—the 
world’s best brother-in-law—in Christiansburg, in a home they share with her 94 
year old mother-in-law and paraplegic (from polio) 68 year old brother-in-law. My 
sister basically devotes her life to the care of elderly family members. She is the 
most saintly person I know. 
 Anyway, my father turns 96 next Saturday. His Parkinson’s is much worse. 
His tremors can be bad, and his speech is hard to understand. He can only walk with 
a walker, and then only for short distances before his strength utterly fails him. He 
cannot dress himself, clean himself, or hold an eating utensil in his hands. It is very 
hard to understand what he says. The only thing that is undiminished are his 
demands. 
 Whenever my sister and I got him to bed, we would talk about exasperating he 
was, and I would tell her how I couldn’t do what she did, and then she would tell 
me why she did it. It came down to memories and gratitude. He’s our father. He and 
our mother gave us life, and a home, and values, and opportunities. If our father was 
only the exasperating, demanding, physically and mentally impaired old man I dealt 
with last week—and my sister deals with all of the time—it would be one thing. But 
he’s not. My father was once a young man. He grew up in the Depression, one of 
six kids. He was smart and a striver. He played football in high school, and boxed 
Golden Gloves, and went to the University of Virginia, and while he was there he 
was sports editor of the Charlottesville Daily Advance and wrote a monthly column 
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for a national boxing magazine called “Ring.” His column was called “With the 
Virginia Pugilists.” I’ve read some of his old columns. My Dad was a good writer. 
That’s what he wanted to do when he graduated from college—a sports journalist. 
And then the war came, and he and his four brothers were drafted into the Army, 
and my father was seconded to the OSS—the precursor of the CIA—and spent 22 
months in India and Ceylon and Burma doing God knows what, because he won’t 
talk about it, except to tell us he had a pet mongoose named Jimmy, and the sickest 
he ever got was the two times he had malaria. My sister told me last week that he 
found out his youngest brother Richard had been killed in Europe over a month 
after it happened, in a Christmas letter from his aunt. And then the war ended, and 
he came back home, and he met and married my Mom, and they had my sister and 
me. I was born while he was overseas in Germany, where he was sent after the 
Korean War broke out and he was recalled to active duty. Mom taught school, and 
Dad worked at an oil refinery and at the shipyard, before he re-upped in the military 
and was gone for long stretches in faraway places. He never got to fulfill his 
personal dream of graduating from college and being a sports journalist. He 
deferred his dreams for the people he loved, because in the values by which he was 
raised the highest good was not self-fulfillment, but taking care of your obligations 
and providing for the people in your life. Because of those sacrifices, there was 
money for a decent home for us to live in, and piano lessons, braces, and college for 
my sister and me. That income didn’t all come from my mother’s teacher’s salary. 
And whenever he was home, he threw a football with me, gave me adventure books 
to read, and encouraged me to write. Then, when he was too old to serve in the 
military anymore, he came back home and took care of my Mom the rest of her 
earthly days. Long, long, before my sister—especially my sister—took care of him, 
he was taking care of us. Between the two of us, my sister and I have 127 years of 
gratitude built up. However exasperating he may be now, my father can’t possibly 
live long enough to spend all the capital of gratitude, and good will, he’s earned by 
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investing in the people he loved. There’s just no way. There is all of this memory 
and gratitude. 
 Today, I’m supposed to talk to you about money. There, I’ve said the word: 
“Money.” Since we’re in polite company, I’ll try to avoid saying it again. What I 
want to talk to you about is gratitude, and memories, and faith, and grace, especially 
grace—the grace of God revealed in our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ, and how we 
cannot possibly outgive God. Our theme for this year’s stewardship campaign 
comes from a book by Max Lucado, a much-beloved and admired minister and 
writer from San Antonio. The book is called: “Grace: More Than We Deserve, 
Better Than We Imagined.” The older I get, the more cognizant I become of having 
been the beneficiary of extraordinary blessings I neither earned, nor deserve. The 
blessing of being born into a middle-class family in the United States of America, to 
parents who valued education, who held high standards of honor and decency, who 
insured that my sister and I were raised in a church, where we learned the 
scriptures, and came to understand about such ancient verities as sin and 
redemption, judgment and forgiveness, life and death and life everlasting. I look 
back at the life I was given, and I realize that for all of its challenges, and for its 
times of sorrow and sadness and failure, it has been far more than I deserve; given 
how hard this world can be, it has been far better than I could have imagined. I 
realize that in this world, the mere fact of being born is an act of grace, the loving 
choice of a mother who wanted us here. And the place where I learned these things 
was in a church, a community of Christians, who, whatever other motives are at 
work, are ultimately here because of the love and the grace of Jesus Christ our Lord. 
As Max Lucado wrote, 
 
“We are Jesus Christ’s; we belong to him. But even more, we are increasingly him. He moves 
in and commandeers our hands and feet, requisitions our minds and tongues. We sense his 
rearranging:  debris into the divine, pig’s ear into silk purse. He repurposes bad decisions and 
squalid choices. Little by little a new image emerges…Do you clean up so he can accept you? 
No, he accepts you and begins cleaning you up. His dream isn’t just to get you into heaven but 
to get heaven into you…budging you from graceless to grace-shaped living. The gift-given 
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giving gifts. Forgiven people forgiving people…Grace is everything Jesus. Grace lives because 
he does, works because he works, and matters because he matters.” 
 

 These are challenging times in the life of the church. Some polls say that 
when you ask you ask young Americans their religious affiliation, the answer that is 
becoming more and more prevalent is “none”: N-O-N-E. Maybe if you asked them 
what the difference is between the church and the culture, they’d give the same 
answer: “None.” The problem with any church that is led by the culture, and not by 
Christ, is that it will be neither prophetic nor Spirit-driven, simply perpetually 
unfashionable, always striving to catch the last great wave. Some say Christianity is 
on the wrong side of history. When have Christians not been on the wrong side of 
history? Our story began with Jesus dead on a cross and a triumphant Roman 
Empire. But the Roman Empire is long gone, and the Church of Jesus Christ is still 
here. 
 I have to tell you, being a minister in any mainline Protestant denomination 
right now is a challenge, especially if, like me, you tend to be more conservative, 
orthodox and evangelical than most of your peers. More often than I would like, 
I’m called upon to respond to some resolution that passed at the General Assembly 
of the Christian Church (Disciples of Christ), or some statement that came out of 
the General Office, and it hardly ever happens that my response is that the 
resolution, or the declaration, was Biblically warranted and clearly impelled by the 
Holy Spirit. Rather, my response tends to be that in the Christian Church, we 
practice congregational polity—which means that the only higher religious 
authority we’re commanded to obey is God Almighty—and that, absent our express 
endorsement, the General Assembly speaks for itself, and not for the congregation 
or for me. Or at least, those are the polite things I say in public. Sometimes, I get so 
upset at some of the things that are done in the name of this denomination—and of 
mainline Protestantism in general—that I want to shake the dust off of my feet. If 
my only association with the Christian Church (Disciples of Christ) was the one I 
have at my greatest moments of exasperation, I might. Except that that is not my 
only association. You see, there’s this matter of memory, and gratitude. I went to a 
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college affiliated with the Christian Church, and worked in the summers at Craig 
Springs Christian Church camp. My first job after college was at Graham Christian 
church in the coal mining town of Bluefield, Virginia, where the senior minister 
was a recovering alcoholic truck driver who was raised in the Primitive Baptist 
Church, and who inspired me to renew my baptismal vows by immersion. That’s 
how I went from being a Presbyterian to being one of you. I went to Vanderbilt 
Divinity School, where I lived in the Disciples House, and had my entire education 
paid for by generous people in the Christian Church (Disciples of Christ). Other 
generous Christian people provided for my family and me at churches in Tennessee, 
Kentucky, Virginia and, most of all, here in Texas—this loving, generous 
congregation of First Christian Church (Disciples of Christ) of Wichita Falls. If you 
go all the way back to the college years I worked at camp—the summer of 1970—
that’s 45 years that generous members of the Christian Church (Disciples of Christ) 
have provided for my livelihood and that of my family. And I still believe in that 
vision, that ideal of the Christian Church (Disciples of Christ)—that in a divided 
world, our faith in the Lord Jesus Christ keeps us together: “In faith, unity; in 
opinions, liberty; in all things, love.” I still love the idea that liberals and 
conservatives, evangelicals and progressives can both still worship together, and 
still care for each other even when they strongly disagree. I think that if I only had 
conservative friends, I would lose half of my friends, and if I only had liberal 
friends, I would lose the other half—and I think that no other church body in 
America has tried harder, these last 200 years, to get people of differing opinions to 
stay together then the Christian Church (Disciples of Christ). I wonder what will 
happen if that vision is ever lost, and I think of the poem by William Butler Yeats, 
“The Second Coming,” 
Turning and turning in the widening gyre, 
   the falcon cannot hear the falconer. 
Things fall apart;  
the center cannot hold; 
  Mere anarchy is loosed upon the world, 
The blood-dimmed tide is loosed, and everywhere 
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   The ceremony of innocence is drowned; 
The best lack all conviction, while the worst 
are full of passionate intensity… 
   And what rough beat, it hour come round at least, 
Slouches toward Bethlehem to be born. 
 
 It sounds like our world today: things spiraling apart, anarchy loosed, a blood-
dimmed tide. We behold the terrible tragedy in Paris, which followed less 
remarked-upon atrocities in Iraq, Syria, Africa and southwest Asia. Yes, the worst 
seem full of passionate intensity, while the best—perhaps because of a culture that 
encourages self-indulgence—seem to lack all conviction. For the last few decades, 
the great, majestic old churches of Europe have been largely empty on Sunday 
mornings, less houses of worship than tourist destinations. But today, Note Dame 
Cathedral in Paris is closed to tourists, and reserved for the survivors and families 
of the victims of Friday’s massacre. Throughout the city, large wooden signs are 
appearing that say, “Pray for Paris”—prier pour Paris. In the hardest times, we are 
brought back to remembrance of the grace of Christ, and we are moved to return to 
the place where that grace is proclaimed—the church. 
 Is the church challenged? Yes. Is this a tough time to be a Christian? Yes. But 
as Kirsten Powers—the journalist who first forcefully drew my attention to the 
plight of persecuted Christians—recently wrote, “Let’s stop the pity party and 
instead say, ‘We’re in exile, and this is not the first time God’s people have been in 
exile.’ ” If we are in exile, than we are where we are most at home. The world 
doesn’t set our agenda. Jesus Christ does. If we’re truly loyal to Jesus Christ, the 
world will always see us as weird. Stay weird, Christians. That doesn’t make us 
time-travelers from the past. It makes us pilgrims from the future. 
 Last Sunday, for the final time, we took Dad to what has been his home 
church since the church in which I was raised—First Presbyterian Church of 
Newport News—closed its doors back in 2001, not long before my mother passed. 
When First Presbyterian closed, Dad migrated over to First Christian of Hampton. 
It’s just a mile from his home, across the street from my old junior high school, and 
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since I’m a minister in the Christian Church (Disciples of Christ), he figured the 
church might be welcoming. It was, and he’s been very happy there. I’m really 
thankful to that little church, and to their wonderful minister, Marcia Fuson who—
when the Lord calls him home—will lay my father to rest. 
 This past Sunday—Dad’s last in the home he and Mom purchased in 1958—I 
decided to walk to the church, while Steve and Linda drove Dad there. I was saying 
adieu to my old neighborhood. When I got to the church, Dad, Linda and Steve 
hadn’t arrived, so I took one of choice seats near the back. When the service started, 
Pastor Marcia saw me, greeted me and asked where my father was. I said, “He’s on 
the way.” Twenty minutes later, they still weren’t there, so I went outside to call. 
There was no answer on either Steve or Linda’s phone. A church member walked 
outside to offer me his car, and I was getting ready to take it when he said, “Here 
they come.” They drove up, I went to the car to help Dad out, and asked what 
happened. “We had an ‘accident,’” Linda said. So we got him in and sat him down. 
I was flustered, and not particularly focused on worship, but then, during the prayer 
concerns, Pastor Marcia said, “I received the sad news this morning that this is the 
last Sunday our beloved David Hartman will be worshiping with us. He is moving 
to Christiansburg to be near his daughter Linda.” She invited the congregation to 
say a word to him after the service, and then, as she said this, she walked down the 
aisle and knelt beside him, and said, “David, we want you to know that you go with 
our love and with our prayers. We will always miss you, we will always honor you, 
and we will always be grateful for the time we had together. And in Jesus’ Name, I 
look forward to the time we are all together again.” 
 That’s what church is. That’s why, in the hard times, we are sustained by 
gratitude and memories. That is why the church is still an instrument of grace. And 
that is why it is more than we deserve and greater than we imagine. 
          Amen. 
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