
Sermon: Winds of Change! Daren Hofmann
Romans 13:8-14, Exodus 12:1-14! Mouse Tales IV, 9/10/17

Romans 13:8-14
Owe no one anything, except to love one another; for the one who loves another has 
fulfilled the law. The commandments, “You shall not commit adultery; You shall not 
murder; You shall not steal; You shall not covet”; and any other commandment, are 
summed up in this word, “Love your neighbor as yourself.” Love does no wrong to a 
neighbor; therefore, love is the fulfilling of the law. Besides this, you know what time it is, 
how it is now the moment for you to wake from sleep. For salvation is nearer to us now 
than when we became believers; the night is far gone, the day is near. Let us then lay 
aside the works of darkness and put on the armor of light; let us live honorably as in the 
day, not in reveling and drunkenness, not in debauchery and licentiousness, not in 
quarreling and jealousy. Instead, put on the Lord Jesus Christ, and make no provision 
for the flesh, to gratify its desires.

Exodus 12:1-14
The Lord said to Moses and Aaron in the land of Egypt: This month shall mark for you 
the beginning of months; it shall be the first month of the year for you. Tell the whole 
congregation of Israel that on the tenth of this month they are to take a lamb for each 
family, a lamb for each household. If a household is too small for a whole lamb, it shall 
join its closest neighbor in obtaining one; the lamb shall be divided in proportion to the 
number of people who eat of it. Your lamb shall be without blemish, a year-old male; you 
may take it from the sheep or from the goats. You shall keep it until the fourteenth day of 
this month; then the whole assembled congregation of Israel shall slaughter it at twilight. 
They shall take some of the blood and put it on the two doorposts and the lintel of the 
houses in which they eat it. They shall eat the lamb that same night; they shall eat it 
roasted over the fire with unleavened bread and bitter herbs. Do not eat any of it raw or 
boiled in water, but roasted over the fire, with its head, legs, and inner organs. You shall 
let none of it remain until the morning; anything that remains until the morning you shall 
burn. This is how you shall eat it: your loins girded, your sandals on your feet, and your 
staff in your hand; and you shall eat it hurriedly. It is the passover of the Lord. For I will 
pass through the land of Egypt that night, and I will strike down every firstborn in the 
land of Egypt, both human beings and animals; on all the gods of Egypt I will execute 
judgments: I am the Lord. The blood shall be a sign for you on the houses where you 
live: when I see the blood, I will pass over you, and no plague shall destroy you when I 
strike the land of Egypt. 
This day shall be a day of remembrance for you. You shall celebrate it as a festival to 
the Lord; throughout your generations you shall observe it as a perpetual ordinance. 



The Mouse and the Winds
by Arnold Lobel

A mouse went out in his boat, but there was no wind. The boat did not move.
“Wind!” shouted the mouse. “Come down and blow my boat across the lake!”

“Here I am,” said the west wind.
The west wind blew and blew. The mouse and the boat went up in the air...

and landed on the roof of a house.

“Wind!” shouted the mouse. “Come down and blow my boat off this house!” 
“Here I am,” said the east wind.

The east wind blew and blew. The mouse and the boat and the house went up in the 
air...

and landed on the top of a tree.
“Wind!” shouted the mouse. “Come down and blow my boat off this house and off this 

tree!”

“Here I am,” said the south wind. The south wind blew and blew. The mouse and the 
boat and the house and the tree went up in the air...

and landed on the top of a mountain.

“Wind!” shouted the mouse. “Come down and blow my boat off this house and off this 
tree and off this mountain!”

“Here I am,” said the north wind.

The north wind blew and blew. The mouse and the boat and the house and the tree and 
the mountain went up in the air...

and came down into the lake. 

The mountain sank and became an island.
The tree landed on the island and burst into bloom.

The house landed next to the tree.

A lady looked out of a window in the house and said,
“What a nice place to live!”

And the mouse just sailed away.



Sermon
The winds of change have been blowing since the beginning of time. But it sure feels 
like they have blown more frequently and fiercely in recent days. We all watched as the 
winds and rains of Harvey swept into Texas and dropped the flood waters over the 
entire landscape. Now, this very morning, we wait to hear about the winds and rains of 
Irma that is coming through the Keys and moving up the Florida peninsula. It is also the 
dry western winds that have helped fuel the fires all throughout Washington, Oregon, 
Idaho, and Montana. And beyond our own boards there are stories of flooding in India, 
mudslides in Sierra Leon, and earthquakes in Mexico. The natural words force and 
power is on full display and reminds us that though we may be captain of our ship, it 
really is a tiny boat in the face of this power.

But it is not just in the natural word that we are seeing the winds of change. We also are 
watching the shifts within our communities: shifting job markets, shifting political 
realities, shifting family situations, shifting personal health and, not least of all, shifting 
understandings of faith and religion. It is all to easy to feel like we are being blown 
about, blown apart, and that we find our lives are a crazy as a boat on top of a house on 
top of a tree on top of mountain - everything is out of place.

I wonder if this was also how it felt to be a Hebrew slave of Egypt. They came during the 
time of Joseph, when the famine almost killed them, they found refuge in Egypt. And 
they prospered and grew. But after Joseph was gone, and a new Pharaoh arose, Egypt 
no longer gave refuge, but instead enslavement of the Hebrew people. But God heard 
the pain of his people, and through the burning bush, called Moses to set his people 
free. An know, after many days and even months of negotiations, plagues, and 
demands, Moses and Pharaoh were still at an in-pass. And Godʼs final plague was 
severe. This was the institution of the Passover meal, the festival to remember this night 
for all eternity, the night where Godʼs spirit passed over his people, saving their lives 
and freeing them from bondage. Can you imagine the feeling of being told about what 
was about to happen? That sense of fight or flight kicking in, where can I run, how can I 
stand. What do we do in the midst of these great winds of change?

The Bricklayer (Unknown Author)
Dear Sir:
I am writing in response to your request for additional information for my insurance 
claim. In block number three of the accident claim form I wrote “trying to do the job 
alone” as the cause of my accident. You said in your letter that I should explain that 
statement more fully. I trust the following details will be sufficient.

I am a bricklayer by trade. On the date of the accident, I was working alone on the roof 
of a new six-story building. When I completed my work I discovered that I had about 500 
pounds of brick left over. Rather than carrying the bricks down by hand, I decided to 
lower them in a barrel by using a pulley which was attached to the side of the building at 
the sixth-floor level. 



Securing the rope at ground level, I went up to the roof, swung the barrel out, and 
loaded the bricks into it. Then I went back to the ground and untied the rope, holding 
tightly to insure a slow descent of the 500 pounds of bricks. You will note in block 
number 22 of the claim form that my weight is 150 pounds.

Due to my surprise at being jerked off the ground so suddenly, I lost my presence of 
mind and forgot to let go of the rope. Needless to say, I proceeded up the side of the 
building at a very rapid rate of speed. 

In the vicinity of the third floor, I met the barrel coming down. This explains my fractured 
skull and collarbone. Slowed only slightly, I continued my rapid ascent, not stopping until 
the fingers of my right hand were two knuckles deep into the pulley.

By this time, I had regained my presence of mind and was able to hold tightly to the 
rope in spite of my pain. At approximately the same time however, the barrel of bricks hit 
the ground and the bottom fell out of the barrel. Devoid of the weight of the bricks, teh 
barrel then weighed approximately 50 pounds. 

I refer you again to the information in block number 11 regarding my weight. As you 
might imagine, I began a rapid descent down the side of the building. In the vicinity of 
the third floor, I met the barrel coming up. This accounts for the two fractured ankles and 
the laceration of my legs and lower body. 

This second encounter with the barrel slowed me enough to less my injuries when I fell 
onto the pile of bricks, and fortunately, only three vertebrae were cracked.

I am sorry to report, however, that as I lay there on the bricks in pain, unable to stand, 
and watching the empty barrel six stories over me, I again lost my presence of mind, 
and let go of the rope. The empty barrel weighed more than the rope so it came down 
upon my and broke both of my legs.

I hope I have furnished information sufficient to explain why “trying to do the job alone” 
was the stated cause of the accident.

Sincerely,
A Bricklayer

The passover meal was a calling, in the midst of the winds of change, for the people to 
come together. Share the lamb with your neighbor if they are not large enough for their 
own. Tell the whole congregation of Israel to do this, at the same time, in the same way 
- together, celebrate this meal and show your faith for Godʼs delivering love. 

What a sign of courage and hope it must have been to see on your neighbors house the 
red on the door post and the smell of roasting meat in the air. Knowing that you were 
not alone, your family was not alone, but their was a great congregation, greater than 
you could imagine, working together in faith and hope. 



And that is the sure hope we have seen in the past few months. A whole host of people 
working together. Rescue workers and red cross volunteers, countless congregation 
sharing materials and monies to help rebuild. People opening their doors in their 
houses, business, schools and churches to house those displaced.

That is also why we get together this afternoon, with sister churches near to us, to 
remind us that we are all part of a greater congregation than just ourselves. We are 
interconnected and together we find courage and hope in our common faith and love. 
And that is why we come to this table, where Christ brings all his disciples to share in 
his body in blood, as a sign of Godʼs salvation and grace and our calling to work 
together to love our neighbors as our selves. We are a community of faith, here at White 
Lick, as Presbyterians, as Christians, as believers in one God. We are a community of 
faith that draw courage by common practices that draw us in, and hope in the power of 
a who host that together can move mountains, and plant trees, and rebuild houses, and 
sail our boats across the sea again. Thanks be to God for the community of faith that 
molds us and moves us to greater love. Amen


