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SCRIPTURE:  

 Isaiah 43: 1-7, 18-21 (redemption and restoration of Israel, through all dangers, 

do not fear)  

Hebrews 11: 1-12 (Roll call of Heroes and Heroines of early faith tradition (Gen.) 

“Now faith is the assurance of things hoped for, the conviction of things not seen”  

 

“I just wish I had faith!” she cried out!  Even just a little!  You know I really envy 

people with faith!  But how can you have faith in that which you can’t see, or 

hear, or touch, or prove!  I really struggle so much with this!”   

 

I listened with an open heart that began beating with Joy for her.  Because, the 

Funny thing is, it was AT THAT moment, in her doubt, her questioning, her 

openness and honesty, that I knew for certain that this young woman was going 

to grow into a person of deep faith!  

 You see, by the very asking of these questions, by the very desires of her heart, 

by the very longing of something she couldn’t will, or force, or create, or 

control,………….something she couldn’t earn or work for, …………her real faith 

journey had begun!  She realized that It was something she had to ask for and 

something she had to receive.  From A God that she was not sure even existed.   It 

was a moment where believing is seeing.   

 

Does this questioning of faith sound familiar to you?  Maybe it even sounds 

exactly like you!   



This soulful questioning need not be left simply to a young person in a 

confirmation class, or a young parent discerning whether or not to bring her own 

children up in a church even ‘though she feels she has no faith, or by an elderly 

person looking death straight in the face…………this struggle with faith is the Voice 

of us all at one time or another…….and for some a lifetime right up until their very 

last breath that they take.   

It seems that our own faith gets tested from time to time.  We heard of the many 

profound tests that our ancestors of faith, that great cloud of witnesses that have 

gone before us in the Bible faced in this morning’s scripture reading read by 

Audrey.  It reads kinda like a list of Who’s Who in the Book of faith!  Some have 

called the scripture reading from Hebrews the “roll Call of Heroes & Heroines of 

faith.”   

It is good to remember them and their trials, their doubts, their fears, their 

courage, and ultimately their faith!  We need to call upon them when we 

ourselves are faced with a difficult challenge or decision.  Their trust, their faith, 

however wavering it was, was profoundly blessed by God, and allowed God to 

work miracles through them.    

But that doesn’t mean they were not afraid, or that others thought they were out 

of their minds, or that they sensed they were risking everything for the sake of 

something that they could scarcely see, or understand, or believe in.  But they 

preserved, they trusted, they believed and God did not disappoint!   

There have always been heroes and heroines, and there are those who have lived 

in our lifetime and those who live among us now.  Their lives don’t have to look 

larger than life, make it in the book of Who’s who, or read like a Hollywood 

movie.  Some live quiet lives of humble service…….and in their day to day 

faithfulness touch lives in ways that they will never know, never realize.  

I had the privilege of meeting two such heroes on a recent mission trip to Haiti, 

where Megan Huber and I accompanied for the first time, our veteran Haiti 

mission team of Art Sharkey and Mike lawler.    

Don’t think for a moment that Megan and I were not afraid, to say “yes” to God 

who was indeed calling us to go on this mission trip.  Each of us, in our own way, 

with our own questions, doubts, fear and uncertainties had to call upon our faith.  



I was terrified.  And for good reason, or so it seemed.  Steve and I had discussed 

it, agreed that it was indeed a call and so we agreed that I would say “yes.”  Two 

days after I told the others that I had discerned it to be a call, and agreed to go, 

Steve and I happened upon a web site on Haiti where breaking news came in that 

Americans were being kidnapped in Haiti over a political disagreement with the 

U.S.  They even showed pictures!!  Yikes!  Then the following week were driving 

home listening to NPR and the news person reported a recent outbreak of 

Cholera in Haiti.  Hmmmm that’s random I thought!  Steve looked at me with that 

look!  My heart was beating!  And we needed to do a lot of praying about it.   

Our faith was being tested!  The theme of my trip to Haiti could be titled “Ye of 

little faith!”   

But who I am not to go, if God is calling and God sends Art Sharkey faithfully, 

joyfully, enthusiastically every year for the past five years.  Why he went alone 

the first year out of his love of God and his desire to serve others…….and seeking 

a mission trip possibility for others………Who I am not to go if God  called and 

sends Mike Lawler every year for the past four years or who called and sent 

Pastor Paul two years ago.   

They spoke so highly of the great work that two people are doing in Haiti called 

Hartline ministry.  A couple from Mass. Who 27 years ago heard a call to go to 

Haiti and minister to the people.   They left everything, everyone, and started 

with nothing…………….but faith, faith in God’s impossible call, faith in one another, 

faith in the Haitian people.  

Through Beth and John McHoul, Heartline ministry now serves hundreds of 

people through their foundation which includes an educational center, where 

adults learn trades and skills, through employment opportunities, through schools 

for children, a maternity center, (which our Women’s fellowship helps to support 

financially) and many more outreach programs to orphanages.   They do this all 

from a deep sense of Call out of their love and faith in God, out of their love and 

faith in the Haitian people.   A love that is contagious, and palpable.   

 

I can understand their love and service to the Haitian people.   Much to my 

surprise and amazement I discovered one of the most faithful, people and 



cultures that I have ever had the profound & humble pleasure of meeting.   I fell 

in love.   The Haitian people radiate God’s love.    A people who have next to 

nothing in material goods, who struggle on a daily basis just to get water to drink 

and bathe and cook with, who walk miles to the nearest well if there is one, or for 

food, that they cannot afford, a people who are counted as one of the poorest 

nations in the world………………….A nation that has barely survived a devastating 

earthquake in 2010 only to experience a crushing hurricane five years later………… 

Everywhere you go in Haiti, everyone you speak with, everyone you encounter 

becomes an encounter with Faith, with the living God.    What faith looks like, 

feels like, acts like, sounds like, tastes like and lives like.   These are a people who 

are drenched in faith……….. Who are marinated daily in their love for 

God……….and it starts right in the wombs of the mothers.   

A nation who have next to nothing in material goods, who struggle just to meet 

daily needs……….is also a nation that is Wealthy beyond measure in faith.  There 

was no place that we went where faith wasn’t taught, prayer wasn’t said, hymns 

weren’t sung and lavish tables weren’t spread for strangers…….all in the name of 

Jesus Christ.   

In one instance,  We had traveled 4 hours down south to meet a family who live in 

a remote village that still struggles with simple rebuilding since the ravages of the 

hurricane.   

New huts were built right next to the destroyed ones.  The children of the village 

gathered in wide eyed curiosity as John and Beth spoke with this one family who 

had given up their first born set of twins because they couldn’t afford to get them 

health care.  Their twins were adopted by a couple in New Mexico and the couple 

wanted Heartline to check in with their children’s birth parents.   

As we approached their hut, we saw a young woman stooped over an open fire 

pit, peeling potatoes and placing them in an aluminum bowl.   Later that 

afternoon, we discovered that this family had been cooking all morning for us and 

put out a lavish spread out of gratitude for our visit to them.  They had nothing, 

they gave us everything.   Their prayers, their love, their food, their hospitality 

became for me Communion.      



Act after gracious and generous act, prayer after powerful prayer, song after 

delightful song, and my own faith was growing, my heart was bursting with joy 

and I didn’t have a care or a worry in the world.   These so called “poor” people, 

healed my poor heart.  They have chosen the better portion.  They have the 

greatest riches that life can offer…………..They have their faith…………..it is The Very 

Air that They Breathe.       

 

  

  

 

 

  

 

 


