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 I want to begin this morning by telling you the story of Owen Colley, a 6-
year-old from Massachusetts. When this little kindergartner heard about the 
devastating brushfires in Australia a few months back, he wanted to do something 
to help. He came up with a plan to make little clay koalas that he would send to 
anyone who donated $50 or more to Wildlife Rescue South Coast – an Australian 
animal charity that was dealing with any creatures being rescued from the fires.  
 Owen’s parents thought this was a “cute” little gesture by their son and 
tried to be supportive. They were caught a little off-guard, however, when Owen’s 
little venture went viral online, raising over $20,000 in the first week! He went on 
to raise over $280,000 for this amazing cause. That’s a lot of Koalas! When asked 
about his work by a reporter, Owen said, “Helping animals is better than watching 
TV.”  
 I love stories like this one about Owen. In fact, I collect them! With all the 
bad news in the world, all the stories of meanness, bullying, depression, and 
suicide, I love the lift I get from a good “little guy” story – when some small, 
seemingly insignificant person undertakes some small, seemingly insignificant 
endeavor that turns into something much larger than anyone expected. 
 Most, if not all, of us grew up learning the story of David and Goliath in 
Sunday school, right? The ultimate “little guy” story. (Can you imagine the odds 
on that one if the Vegas oddsmakers had been involved? Probably close to a 
million to one!) But I wonder how many of us remembered the story of how David 
came into prominence in the first place – that piece I read from I Samuel 16. It 
was time for King Saul to be replaced, and God had chosen Samuel as His king 
maker. He sent Samuel to the house of Jesse, for Jesse had 8 sons, sons known to 
be tall, strong, dark, and handsome. What happened next was a bit like the old 
Miss America pageants of old. One by one, starting with the oldest, Jesse’s sons 
strutted down the catwalk, as Samuel looks them over. What Jesse and his sons – 
the contestants - don’t know, however, is that Samuel has a hidden earpiece on, 
through which God himself was whispering the judges’ scores on each young 
man. Samuel is very impressed by Jesse’s boys, especially the older and more 
developed of them. But God took a pass on all of the first 7 sons. The only one left 
was the youngest, the smallest, the squirrel-iest. Little David was off tending 
some sheep – doing the dirty job none of the others wanted. He was called to 



walk the catwalk, like all his older brothers had done. He came in straight out of 
the fields and dusty pastures - filthy, unbathed, and his hair probably an absolute 
mess. His brothers, his father, and probably David himself, must have been 
certain that David had no shot at winning this “Who wants to be King” 
competition. And yet, God chose David, for remember God’s instructions to 
Samuel in verse 7: “Do not consider his appearance or his height…The Lord does 
not look at the outward appearance, but the Lord looks at the heart.” 
 Now, as the youngest of 3 brothers, I LOVE this story! I was the runt of my 
mother’s litter, the smallest by a long shot, the weakest, and the least attractive 
by far. I was constantly being locked in closets, tied to trees, given the grunt jobs 
that no one else was willing to do. A story like this one and the sequel pitting 
David against Goliath have always given me tremendous hope. They made me 
realize that no matter how little I was, no matter how insignificant my strength, 
God could still use me – ME! - to do something great. 
 How awesome was Ruth Chapman’s story this morning? Ruth is in her 80s. 
She’s not physically imposing or intimidating. Her strongest, most mobile years 
may be behind her, but she and her friends undertook a “tiny,” “little” task, and 
what a difference they made. I love the way that these mask-makers banded 
together, pooling their resources, their materials, and their product. They 
incarnated precisely what we’ve been reading about in 1 Corinthians 12 about the 
body of Christ – made up of many parts, many members, but each equally 
valuable. Listen again to how Paul describes it: “The body is a unit, though it is 
made up of many parts; and though all its parts are many, they form one body. So 
it is with Christ. For we were all baptized by one Spirit into one body.” 
 Thank God that Ruth and her fellow sewers didn’t focus on their limitations 
or on what they didn’t have. Thank God they didn’t say, “There are so many 
people in Charlevoix. We’ll never be able to make enough masks to make a 
difference.” Thank God they didn’t think, “The hospital has probably got a 
pipeline to even better masks than the ones we’ll be able to make. They’ll be able 
to get more and better masks than these handmade things. Let’s just let them 
handle it.”  
 Paul put it this way: “The body is not made up of one part but of many. If 
the foot should say, ‘Because I am not a hand, I do not belong to the body,’ it 
would not for that reason cease to be a part of the body. And if the ear should 
say, ‘because I am not an eye, I do not belong to the body,’ it would not for that 
reason cease to be a part of the body. If the whole body were an eye, where 
would the sense of hearing be? If the whole body were an ear, where would the 



sense of smell be? But in fact, God has arranged the parts of the body – every one 
of them – exactly as He wanted them to be.” 
 This is how God works, folks. This is the beautiful tapestry of the body of 
Christ, and each and every one of us has a role to play in it. It doesn’t do God or 
the world any good at all for us to wish or long for the gifts that others have. It 
doesn’t do God or the world any good for us to envy those in the body who fulfill 
other functions. What God is counting on us to do is our part, our role, to use our 
gifts to help this church and this community function at its most efficient level. 
 In so many ways, our life boils down to what choices we make in the face 

today’s many challenges – racism, a broken political system, or Covid-19. We can 

choose to look at the world’s big problems and say, “They’re too big for me to do 

anything about them. What possible difference could I make?” Or we can look at 

today’s enormous challenges the way Mother Teresa looked at them. She once 

said, “We know only too well that what we are doing is nothing more than a drop 
in the ocean. But if my drop were not there, the ocean would be missing 
something. So I put in my drop…you put in your drop.” Or in speaking about her 
incredible ministry to the street children in Calcutta, she said, “I never look at the 
masses as my responsibility; I look only at the individual. I can only love one 
person at a time – just one…one. So you begin. I begin. I picked up one person. 
Maybe if I didn’t pick up that one person, I never would have picked up 42,000. 
The same thing goes for you, the same thing in your family, the same thing in your 
church, your community. Just begin…one…by one…by one.”        
 Consider what our friend Lucy Whithoff is doing next Saturday. In the face 
of the huge problem of hunger and food scarcity – a problem, by the way, that 
has been exacerbated by the Covid-19 pandemic – Lucy is going ahead and doing 
a one-woman CROP walk. CROP can’t host the official walk this year due to the 
pandemic, so Lucy decided she is going to get as many sponsors as she can and 
walk the 5 miles on her own. She’s hoping to raise $5000 for hunger – much of 
which will go right here to the local food pantry. I suppose some might say that 
what Lucy is doing is just a drop in the ocean…But we know what God can do with 
a drop in the ocean, right? Ask little Owen Collie what God can do with a single 
drop in the ocean. Why not add to Lucy’s drop in the ocean of hunger by 
sponsoring her today? We’ve made it very easy. Just check out your bulletin, the 
church web site, or this week’s newsletter. I can’t wait to see what the God of 
little things does with Lucy’s effort to fight hunger.      
 This is how the body of Christ is set up to work…many parts, many people, 
each doing our particular part. But every part is valuable; every part is crucial. We 
need your committed participation. We need your particular gifts, talents, and 



strengths. We need your pledge. There are no unimportant or insignificant drops 
in the ocean of this church and its budget. Make a difference. Use your gifts. 
Begin. Just begin…one step at a time, one person at a time, one mask at a time, 
on pledge at a time. But begin. Begin knowing that the God you serve is a God of 
small things – the God of little, squirrely David…the God who used a young 
shepherd boy to slay the giant Goliath with a single stone and a hand-made sling 
shot. The God of Mother Teresa, who wasn’t even 5 feet tall! There was nothing 
about her appearance that made her imposing or intimidating, but her heart was 
not to be trifled with, and when she teamed up with God and the body of Christ, 
the world was changed!         
 When we remember and live out the fact that we are a body, where every 
single part matters, every single pledge matters, and every single gift matters, 
watch out, Charlevoix! Let’s celebrate, folks! Let’s celebrate what we can do when 
we put all our gifts of time, talent, and treasure together. We can change the 
world with our own two hands…Amen. 

 


