
 
 

My Sermon from Sunday September 1, 2019, 12th after Pentecost   ~ 
 

“Be Content With What You Have” 
 

O Lord, through the written word and through the spoken, word may we know 

your living word, our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ.  Amen. 

 

It is September.  Children are heading back to school.  Students are heading to college and 

university.  If your child or grandchild is heading out of town to school this fall, what advice do 

you have for them? 

 

Here’s what I used to tell my children.  “Work hard.  Attend all your classes.  Treat your school day 

like a work day so you can enjoy fun time with new friends in the evening.  Try something new.  Eat 

well.  Be sure to get enough sleep.  Go to church.  Call your mother!” 

 

At the beginning of chapter 13 in his letter to the Hebrews, the unknown author writes about how to 

live lives that are pleasing to God: 

 

 Show mutual love. 

 Be hospitable to strangers. 

 Remember the marginalized. 

 Honour marriage. 

 Don’t let the love of money consume you.  Do good. 

 Always praise God. 

 

And a very important instruction from verse 5 in Chapter 13.  Be content with what you have.  Here 

is the actual passage: 

 

Be content with what you have; for he has said, “I will never leave you or forsake you.” 
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So we can say with confidence, “The Lord is my helper; I will not be afraid.  What can 

anyone do to me?” 

 

To be content with what you have does not mean that you should not dream.  Dreams, hopes, 

aspirations, vision are truly important. As Jesus said, we can’t plow looking backwards (from Luke 9).  

 

I want to share with you 2 stories of real people from St. Paul’s who live this message:   Be content 

with what you have. 

 

Story 1.  Jackie & Lorne  ~ 

 

Lorne & Jackie Otway are a beautiful couple.  Lorne grew up at St. Paul’s and his mother Pearl 

Otway was filled with faith.  One year ago, Jackie received a devastating diagnosis of metastasized 

lung cancer.  Jackie is a marathon runner and never smoked.  Jackie has endured painful treatments 

and much suffering over the past year.  She spent last week in hospital and here is a recent update 

from her husband Lorne.  I have their permission to share Lorne’s reflections with you. 

 

“One of Jackie’s nurses is the son of a former workmate of mine.  He is terrific as are all 

her nurses.  One of her doctors is a Dutch Internist who works in the Oncology Wing.  

She teams with Jackie’s oncologist and she is amazing. 

 

The St. Elizabeth nurses are incredible.  Two of them particularly are so kind, 



compassionate, caring and excellent at what they do.  We just love them.  So a few 

things have not changed.  Jackie and I continue to give thanks to our loving God every 

day.  Even during this hospital stay we are thankful for the wonderful doctors, nurses 

and support staff who help Jackie.  We are thankful for being able to spend precious 

time together.  And we are thankful for the visits, the phone calls, the messages and all 

the prayers.  Another thing that has not changed is the need for uplifting and prayer.  

This sickness is terrible and wide reaching. 

 

And finally, another constant is Jackie’s strength and positivity.  She is a warrior.  She 

continues to fight and pray for release from the grips of this monster.  And she does this 

not by dwelling on the sickness but by concentrating on He who can cure  ~  our 

loving God.  So thank you for your continued support and prayers.  They are powerful.  

May each of you feel His presence and love and turn to Him not only in times of need 

but every day. 

 

God bless you all.”  

 

Story 2.  Dr. Bob’s Story  ~ 

 

This story is just as inspirational as Jackie’s Story.  Bob Moulson is a retired family doctor.  He is in his 

early 80’s and currently lives in Hogarth-Riverview Manor (a long-term care home in Thunder Bay).  

Bob has one room at the end of a corridor.  He sleeps in a hospital bed and uses a fixed pole to hoist 

himself in and out of bed.  Bob’s beloved wife Pat died many years ago.  Bob is a father and a 

grandfather.  He has led an active life and is well-respected in the community.  One might think that 

since Bob now lives in long-term care and can’t drive or travel, he would be yearning for the past.  

One might think that Bob would be unhappy and not at all content with his current circumstances.  

We would understand his feelings.   

 

However, Bob is absolutely content with what he has.  He is always smiling and happy and eager to 

tell me about what he is doing.  I asked him why he is content right now in 2019.  Bob told me this 

and I have his permission to share his thoughts with you: 

 

“I love the dedicated nurses and I speak with each one.  I am surrounded by pictures 

of Pat and I feel very close to her.  She was the most wonderful wife.  There is so 

much in life that gives me JOY.  Here at HRM, I receive joy from speaking with all the 

residents with Alzheimer’s disease.   

 

Above all, I am content because of my faith.  That is the more important part of 

my life.” 

 

In our gospel passage this morning from Luke 14, Jesus talks about the importance of humility and 

uses the example of a banquet.  Don’t assume you deserve special priorities in seating at an event.  I 

believe this is a fundamental reason why Jackie and Lorne and Bob are content with what they have.  

They are humble people who shine with the light of God.  They are inspirations to me and it is a 

privilege and a blessing to spend time with them. 

 

Here is a ‘wisdom story’ that I came across this week.  The story reinforces the words of Hebrews 13 

that you and I are to be content with what we have. 

 

The Stone Cutter  ~ 

 

There was once a stone cutter who was dissatisfied with himself and with his position in 



life. 

 

One day he passed a wealthy merchant’s house.  Through the open gateway, he saw 

many fine possessions and important visitors.  “How powerful that merchant must be!” 

thought the stone cutter.  He became very envious and wished that he could be like the 

merchant. 

 

To his great surprise, he suddenly became the merchant, enjoying more luxuries and 

power than he had ever imagined, but envied and detested by those less wealthy than 

himself.  Soon a high official passed by, carried in a sedan chair, accompanied by 

attendants and escorted by soldiers beating gongs.  Everyone, no matter how wealthy, 

had to bow low before the procession.  “How powerful that official is!” he thought. “I 

wish that I could be a high official!” 

 

Then he became the high official, 

carried everywhere in his 

embroidered sedan chair, feared 

and hated by the people all around.  

It was a hot summer day, so the 

official felt very uncomfortable in 

the sticky sedan chair.  He looked 

up at the sun.  It shone proudly in 

the sky, unaffected by his presence.  

“How powerful the sun is!” he 

thought.  “I wish that I could be the 

sun!” 

 

Then he became the sun, shining 

fiercely down on everyone, 

scorching the fields, cursed by the 

farmers and laborers.  But a huge 

black cloud moved between him 

and the earth, so that his light could 

no longer shine on everything 

below.  “How powerful that storm 

cloud is!” he thought.  “I wish that I 

could be a cloud!” 

 

Then he became the cloud, flooding the fields and villages, shouted at by everyone.  

But soon he found that he was being pushed away by some great force, and realized 

that it was the wind.  “How powerful it is!” he thought.  “I wish that I could be the 

wind!” 

 

Then he became the wind, blowing tiles off the roofs of houses, uprooting trees, feared 

and hated by all below him.  But after a while, he ran up against something that would 

not move, no matter how forcefully he blew against it  ~  a huge, towering rock.  

“How powerful that rock is!” he thought.  “I wish that I could be a rock!” 

 

Then he became the rock, more powerful than anything else on earth.  But as he stood 

there, he heard the sound of a hammer pounding a chisel into the hard surface, and felt 

himself being changed.  “What could be more powerful than I, the rock?” he thought. 

 



He looked down and saw far below him the figure of a stone cutter . . . 

 

(Japanese folk tale; source unknown.) 

 

Amen.  

 

Archdeacon Deborah+ 

 


