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11 But as for you, man of God, shun all this; pursue righteousness, godliness, faith, love, endurance, gentleness. 12 Fight the 
good fight of the faith; take hold of the eternal life to which you were called and for which you made[a] the good 
confession in the presence of many witnesses. 13 In the presence of God, who gives life to all things, and of Christ Jesus, 
who in his testimony before Pontius Pilate made the good confession, I charge you 14 to keep the commandment without 
spot or blame until the manifestation of our Lord Jesus Christ, 15 which he will bring about at the right time—he who is 
the blessed and only Sovereign, the King of kings and Lord of lords. 16 It is he alone who has immortality and dwells in 
unapproachable light, whom no one has ever seen or can see; to him be honor and eternal dominion. Amen. 

17 As for those who in the present age are rich, command them not to be haughty or to set their hopes on the uncertainty 
of riches but rather on God, who richly provides us with everything for our enjoyment. 18 They are to do good, to be rich in 
good works, generous, and ready to share, 19 thus storing up for themselves the treasure of a good foundation for the 
future, so that they may take hold of the life that really is life. 

I realize that it undermines an illustration right from the start to begin by having to explain to everyone who Bob 

Seger is before I can share his lyrics with you. But I don’t want to assume that everyone engages the same musical genres I 

do or grew up in the same era I did, and so perhaps my Bob Seger illustration needs a bit of an introduction. Bob Seger 

and the Silver Bullet Band were at the heights of Rock music in the late 1970s and early 1980s, recording tunes like ‘Old 

Time Rock & Roll,’ ‘Against the Wind,’ and ‘Like a Rock.’ In 1982 he recorded a song entitled ‘Roll Me Away,’ which 

begins with the songwriter, overwhelmed and needing a break from life ‘looking down a westbound road,’ and pointing 

his ‘big two-wheeler’ westward, ‘tired of his own voice,’ ready to see the northern plains and break free from the 

constraints of life. The climax of the song (in the view of this amateur listener), happens at the end where he ‘stood alone 

on a mountain top, starin’ out at the Great Divide, I could go east, I could go west, it was all up to me to decide, Just then 

I saw a young hawk flyin’ and my soul began to rise and pretty soon my heart was singin’ Roll Me away…I’m gonna roll 

me away tonight, Gotta keep rollin’, gotta keep ridin’ keep searchin’ till I find what’s right.’1 Not bad right? Seriously, you 

can’t live your live only listening to Bob Seger music, but everyone has to have a little bit from time to time. And I have 

never ridden a motorcycle in my life, but there is something about that song that I am suddenly riding the plains of South 

Dakota right there next to Bob Seger free from all the challenges of the world. And he definitely has a place on the road 

trip playlist which is always a family favorite on long car rides.  

I love Bob Seger and that Song Roll Me Away and in many ways think it is a perfect encapsulation of what we 

often mean by freedom. To get away from it all. To break free from all constraints. To declare our independence from 
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everyone. Writer Tony Robinson, in the publication Mockingbird, reminds us thought that there are other ways to 

exercise our freedom besides starting over or freeing ourselves from the constraints around us or trying to become more 

self-sufficient and self-reliant. He puts it this way: that freedom is opening our hands and heart for help. “My life is a 

mess. I need help.” Sometimes we become truly free, not through independence, but by asking for help. I can remember 

about fifteen years ago packing up my life and family and moving to the United Kingdom and a graduate program and 

about a month in wondering what have I done, what if I can’t write more than a coherent couple of word and pages? 

What if we run out of money or patience? What if I’ve wasted years of my life? And I remember in a state of sleeplessness 

and unsettledness and borderline panic, praying these concerns to God. Saying, I am not sure I can do this or handle this 

or know what the future holds, I need your help. I didn’t get an immediate answer or a burning bush, but found a certain 

sense of freedom in my dependence and vulnerability, that asking for help and admitting I can’t do this completely on my 

own, led to a freedom to do what I could in that moment and to continue to rely on God and on others as well. I had to 

open up my hand, reach out my hand, and ask for help. And that means admitting some vulnerability, admitting some 

limitation, admitting that we need others around us to become the people God longs for us to be.  

Tony Robinson reminds us that our culture and to be fair, our reptile brain often conditions us to be people of the 

clenched fist, the fight or flight mode, bracing ourselves for impact or bracing ourselves to find a way to flee. He 

continues: ‘The only problem with the clenched fist is it cannot accept a helping hand.’ And he shares the image from 

Frederick Buechner’s autobiographical account, The Sacred Journey. At a young age, Buechner’s father committed suicide 

and Buechner and his mother and brother are trying to recover afterwards. And Buechner writes this: ‘When it comes to 

putting broken lives back together — when it comes in religious terms to the saving of souls — the human best tends to 

be at odds with the holy best. To do for yourself the best that you have it in you to do — to grit your teeth and clench 

your fist in order to survive the world at its harshest and worst — is, by that very act, to be unable to let something be 

done for you and in you that is more wonderful still. 

The trouble with steeling yourself against the harshness of reality is that the same steel that secures your life against 

being destroyed secures your life against being opened up and transformed by the holy power that life itself comes from … 

the one thing a clenched fist cannot do is accept … a helping hand.’2 

To be completely self-sufficient and self-reliant and free from anyone else, may numb us from some of the 

problems and heartbreak of this world, but may not lead to us to the rich life that God is at work drawing us toward in 
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life together, in caring for one another, in asking for help and in offering help from time to time. As the last verses of our 

passage remind us, we ought not set our hopes on the uncertainty of riches, but rather on the God who richly provides us 

with everything for our enjoyment. We are to do good, to be rich in good works, generous, and ready to share, thus 

storing up for themselves the treasure of a good foundation for the future, so that we may take hold of the life that really 

is life.’ So that we might practice our faith, not as a spiritual escape from other people or away from or above community, 

but rather a faith that gives us the freedom to plunge ourselves more deeply into community, more richly into each other’s 

lives, and more willing to ask for help. The one thing a clinched fist cannot do is accept a helping hand.  

This past week I had the opportunity to share fellowship, study, and friendship with a group of pastors and 

colleagues I have been meeting with for the last ten years. The group is geographically diverse but also theologically 

diverse and brings together people who are not all on the same page but believe our calling in Christ calls us to transcend 

our disagreements and to be in relationship with people whose views are very different from our own. In our worship 

together, we were invited to come to the baptismal font, where there was a large bowl of stones, and we were invited to 

pick up a stone, symbolizing the ‘rock from which we were hewn,’ and the origins of our faith that go back generations to 

the early church and the people of Israel, and we were to remember someone whose faith had shaped our own and for 

whom we continue to be grateful and in some sense bound to through the waters of baptism and the great cloud of 

witnesses. We remembered parents or grandparents or individuals whose faith had impacted them. After holding up the 

stone and remembering those who had helped us or whose faith had helped shape us, we placed the stone in the 

baptismal font. As I gathered at the font, I remembered three individuals from the first church I grew up in. One was a 

surrogate grandmother to me and my sisters who taught us to fish on her farm and led us on adventures and was a 

confidant and friend across the generations. Several years ago, she died and I was unable to attend her funeral, but about a 

year ago, her son asked if I would do her graveside committal. So in a cemetery out in the countryside that she taught me 

to love, I was able to bury her ashes and return her back to God with gratitude. The second person was someone, even 

when I was a youth, would hand me a peppermint right before church to help me get through worship, and he always 

wanted to know what I thought about sports or politics or what was happening in the world; he listened to me, he cared 

what I thought, he took an interest in me. And the last person I remembered was a person who wanted to ensure it was 

possible for me and my sisters to afford college wherever we are able to get accepted. She helped us pursue a college 

education no matter the cost. And I am not sure I ever had the opportunity to tell her thank you.  



 

 

Far from being a self-made person, by God’s grace I was strangely bound to these people and many many others, 

whose help I received and who showed me the ways God’s grace makes us free by making us free for each other, free to 

give, free to serve, free to have time for each other, and free to ask for help. It is not a sign of poverty or failure to have to 

ask for help. It is a sign that we our lives are made richer by the lives God puts around us, that our lives are made fuller by 

the opportunities to give and receive help, and that asking is not a sign of weakness, but an opportunity for God’s grace 

to abound, to miraculously transform us, to turn anonymous people into brothers and sisters in Christ, to overwhelm us 

with the beauty and richness of life together in Christ.  

A clinched fist may not be able to accept a helping hand, but even more a clinched fist is unable to receive God’s 

grace. No matter what is happening in our world or in our lives, we are called to live our lives together always as an open 

hand community, willing and ready to offer our gifts for the sake of the whole, ready and willing to open our hands to 

depend upon others and to ask for help, ready and willing to pen open our hands to receive God’s grace and the richness 

of the lives God has gifted among us.  

By God’s grace may we all find our freedom in dependence, in asking for help, in the lives we learn we cannot live 

without, in the communion of saints that lives on with us long after they are gone. May we find our freedom in opening 

wide our hands to give but also to receive the richness of God’s grace through this community of faith. Amen.  


