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 I was in my office working on this sermon when Shannon, our Office Administrator, 

came in and told me there was a gentleman in the atrium who was asking for help because “it 

was all too much.”  Thing after thing after thing had added up to the point where the weight of it 

all felt too heavy for him to carry.  He has a family, a wife, and a home, but he’s not living there 

right now because home situations are part of the heaviness.  Thinking about things takes his 

thoughts to places he doesn’t want them to go, so he’s spent the last week walking, almost 

without stopping.  When his feet are moving his thoughts are more manageable, but that’s left his 

feet blistered and raw, so he asked if he could rest his feet in the atrium for a while and, maybe, 

even get a band-aid.  That’s all he asked for was a band-aid.  Before he got to the church, when 

he was still a couple of blocks further up Baseline, he ran into a couple of men.  “I’m feeling 

hopeless and backed into a corner,” he told them.  “Can you give me some hope?” he asked.  

They waved him on.  Hope and a band-aid.  That’s what he came looking for.   

 After a time of talking to him, it became clear that part of that hope would need to 

come through a mental health crisis intervention, so with his permission, I called the mobile 

response unit, and a short time later, a police officer and social worker arrived.  The social 

worker took the lead.  She was compassionate and practical.  All the while, the cop stood silently 

to the side.  A couple of hours later, as next steps were becoming clear and the conversation was 

wrapping up, the gentleman turned to the cop and apologized for wasting his time, making him 

come out, and listen to his troubles.   

 “You don’t have to apologize to me,” the officer said.  “This is what I’m here for.  And 

it’s not a waste of my time.  I’d much rather meet you like this than in a different situation.”   

 And the gentleman, who has not always been on the right side of the law, started 

crying, looked the officer straight in the eye and said, “Thank you.  Thank you for telling me that 

I don’t have to apologize.  I’m used to being judged by cops – and, usually, I deserved it.  You 

have no idea how much that means to me.”  You could almost see the police officer’s words lift a 

portion of the weight off this man’s shoulders, hearing from an officer of the law that he’s not a 

waste of time. 

 Much has been said in recent years about resiliency, about how to raise children who 

can handle whatever life throws at them, about how to create capacity in children, so that when 

it’s all too much, when thing upon thing upon thing adds up, they don’t end up buried underneath 

it.  And the “protective factors” they’ve found that lead to resiliency in children – and, spoiler 

alert, these are the same for adults – are 1) caring relationships that include compassion, respect 

and trust, 2) high expectations which communicate structure but also a belief in the person’s 

innate resiliency and strengths, and 3) opportunities for meaningful participation and 

contribution.1   

 
1 Resiliency in Action by Nan Henderson. 



 Sometimes, I think, it’s those high expectations we’re trying to channel when we tell 

someone God won’t give them more than they can handle.  We see them as words of 

encouragement: “You got this!  You’ve got more strength than you know!”  But if you’ve ever 

heard them at a time when you feel like you’re drowning, it can sound a lot more like, “Buck up!  

Get it together because God’s not going to give you more than you can handle.”   

 As with all of the half truths we’re exploring in this series, there’s a nugget of truth to 

it, and it bears a passing resemblance to Scripture.  After all Paul says in 1 Corinthians, “God 

will not let you be tested beyond your strength, but with the testing God will also provide the 

way out so that you may be able to endure it.”  You can see how, with a couple of tweaks, we get 

from this to that.  But Paul is not talking about suffering here, he’s not talking about hardship, 

he’s not talking about diagnosis or financial misfortune or suffocating grief or mental illness; 

he’s talking about temptation, about the things we choose.  Scripture says something far different 

about suffering, about hardship.   

 

Scripture says:  

 God is our refuge and strength, 

 A very present help in trouble.   

 

Scripture says: 

 Even though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death,  

 I will not fear, for you are with me.   

 Your rod and your staff,  

 they comfort me.   

 

 It’s not that God won’t give us more than we can handle but that God walks with us 

through what life gives us.  And as we will remember and do again this morning at Lukas’ 

baptism, we promise to do the same for each other.  It’s why Presbyterians have no Godparents; 

we all take the vows of the Godparents in a baptism.  Will you teach Lukas about God, will you 

pray for him, will you walk with him through this life?  When it all feels like too much, will you 

tell him he doesn’t need to apologize? Will you reassure him that helping him is not a waste of 

your time?  It feels like more than a coincidence how closely these centuries old baptism vows 

align with those protective factors for resiliency.   

 Adam Hamilton – who wrote the book Half Truths – tells a different tale of faith and 

resiliency about a woman named Annie Johnson Flint.  “Annie was born on Christmas Eve 1866 

in a small New Jersey town. At the age of three she lost her mother. Soon after that, her father 

became so ill that he could no longer take care of his children and was forced to give them up for 

adoption. Annie was fortunate to be taken in by a wonderful, loving family named Flint. But 

before she finished high school, both her adoptive parents had died as well. Imagine losing not 

just one set but two sets of parents as a child.  

 “Annie longed to be a teacher, continued her education, and achieved her goal. But not 

long after she began teaching, she was diagnosed with a degenerative disease that left her unable 

to walk or to live independently. She spent the rest of her life, roughly another forty years, bound 

to a wheelchair and living in a sanitarium where others could provide for her physical needs.  

 “Annie’s condition meant the end of her teaching career. Instead, she began writing 

poetry, an interest she had developed during her childhood with the Flints. Over the years she 

wrote a number of popular religious poems.  As time went by, her illness caused the joints in her 



hands to swell so painfully that it was difficult to write, so she began dictating her poems. She 

noted that she wrote not to fulfill her own need to express ideas but in the hope of helping others 

who were undergoing the kind of challenges with which she was so familiar.  

 “Annie is perhaps best remembered for a poem she wrote called ‘What God Hath 

Promised.’  

 

 God hath not promised skies always blue,  

  Flower strewn pathways all our lives through;  

 God hath not promised sun without rain,  

  Joy without sorrow, peace without pain.  

  

 But God hath promised strength for the day,  

  Rest for the labor, light for the way,  

 Grace for the trials, help from above,  

  Unfailing sympathy, undying love.”2 

 

You may recognize the words as lyrics to a Woody Guthrie song.  As a closing meditation, we 

now listen to Ellis Paul’s cover of that song.3   
 

 
2 Half Truths: God Helps Those Who Help Themselves and Other Things The Bible Doesn’t Say by Adam Hamilton. 
3 The song can be found at: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=et-4WksmFkk 


