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Deuteronomy 5:22-33 

Mission Statement 

HAS SHOWN US 
 

“Because God HAS SHOWN US LOVE AND FORGIVENESS IN CHRIST, we Welcome everyone to 

experience His Compassion.” 

Last week we looked at the first two words of our Mission Statement. 

 Because God! 

  God has always made the first move. 

   His first move is not one of terror. 

 His first move is not one of tyranny. 

  His first move is not one of violence. 

   God doesn’t reach out to us with plagues or misery. 

    God reveals Himself as the God of love. 

“Shown us love …” 

  And everything else we experience from Him flows from that flood of love. 

   His love provides the experience of forgiveness. 

    It is good to remember John 3:16. 

     We did not build our Mission Statement around this amazing verse. 

   But our Mission Statement is a reflection of its message. 

    John 3:16 could begin the same way our Mission Statement does. 

     The word “For” could also be translated “Because”. 

“Because God so loved this world He gave His one and only Son that whosoever 

believes on Him should not perish but have eternal life.” 

      John repeated this message in his first letter. 

“But anyone who does not love does not know God, for God is love.  God showed how 

much He loved us by sending His one and only Son into the world so that we might 

have eternal life through Him.  This is real love—not that we loved God, but that 

He loved us and sent His Son as a sacrifice to take away our sins.”  (1 John 4:8-

10) 

    God is a jealous God because of His intense love for us. 

     He is not ashamed to be known as a jealous God. 

      He makes no bones about it (Deuteronomy 5:9-10). 

God really cares what happens to you and your kids. 

 In our text (vs. 29) He wants it to go well with you and your children forever. 

  If you mess up and reject God, He will still try and reach the next generation. 

   It doesn’t matter how much God is hated, He lovingly reaches. 

 His love may have to get tough to break through the callous caused by sin. 

  God's jealousy keeps Him from resting and giving up on your sin. 

   He doesn’t want anything else to get in and mess up our lives. 

    Sin is intolerable to Him. 

  He knows its destructive impact on life. 

   God knows that sin is the cancerous destroyer of all life. 

    If unchecked it will consume and damn us. 

     Jesus came as the fullest expression of God’s covenant of love. 

   Jesus died on the Cross as the fullest expression of God’s love. 

    And His death revealed God’s hope of forgiveness. 

     God knows what forgiveness is capable of. 

      Forgiveness has the power of new life. 

    It is the power of the resurrection. 

     It can defeat our greatest enemies of sin and death. 

      Never underestimate the power of forgiveness. 
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       God certainly doesn’t. 

     Forgiveness makes the old pass away and the new begin. 

      The resurrection we celebrate today is God’s expression of love. 

       God’s love is expressed in forgiveness. 

I want to share with you a story of forgiveness. 

 It is a story that reflects the depth of God’s forgiveness of your sin. 

  It unveils our desperation to know forgiveness. 

   It is a story that invites us to experience God’s forgiveness. 

 It invites us to the Lord’s Table. 

  We are called to remember all that Jesus has done because He doesn’t remember. 

   In His forgiveness He does not remember our sin. 

    It is held no more against us. 

As a teenager Claude Houde had never heard a Christian message. 

 He had never read the Bible. 

  He had never gone to church. 

   He had no memory of ever knowing a follower of Jesus. 

 And yet there was a recognized emptiness in his life. 

  He was seeking for God, looking for Him without knowing anything about Him. 

   He had an alcoholic father who had followed in the footsteps of his father. 

    His home was a pressure cooker where fear and violence was a way of life. 

  Claude wondered if his life would ever be free of them. 

   He didn’t know he was seeking redemption. 

    But it comes out in a story he wrote when he was 14 years old. 

He was screaming like an animal again. 

 His eyes red, his breath fetid, his mouth reeked like a sewer. 

  Everyone in the house was scared. 

   Like every other night, the two cases of beer, the 24 bottles of hatred have 

   done their job nicely. 

 He is talking louder and louder in the tiny apartment, 

  Then he’s yelling and cursing everyone he sees, 

   But especially her. 

    A few slaps and punches in the face; 

  Later, silence fills the place with threats and evil is in the air. 

   Mom and the kids are hiding, 

    Shrinking into the corner of apartment, 

     But they can never make themselves small enough. 

   The rent is 3 months late, 

    It’s minus 30 outside and we are almost out of heating oil. 

     The kids, two boys, are holding each other in the same bed. 

      (the youngest always comes in to be held by the oldest, who is 14) 

    As mom wipes away the blood on her mouth and lips, 

     He spits his threats and insults on her in the smoke-filled hellhole 

     they called their home. 

      The monster gets up and grabs her by the hair, 

       Hits her violently and cowardly. 

     Her cheek crashes on the corner of the big wooden table 

      and she screams with a pain that seems like it will never stop. 

       He slams the door and leaves with money in his hand. 

        She hears the roar of the engine as the car speeds away into 

        the night. 

Wiping the sweat, tears, and blood from her face with an apron, she calls a friend. 

 “Come and get me, I am leaving him; 

  “This time, I am doing it.” 

   She talks for two long hours. 

 Her sobs are too loud and she doesn’t hear him come in. 

  He is there crouching in the dark, almost passed out drunk, 

   but seething with the rage against the whole world that’s coming up in him 
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   like a dangerous fire. 

    Why doesn’t he just fall asleep? 

  He staggers and reels, 

   But it’s as if a pulsating need to hurt someone is keeping him awake. 

She says to her friend on the phone, trying to convince herself, 

 For she has said this a thousand times, 

  “I’m telling you, I am going to borrow money from everyone I know, 

   “I’m going to take the boys and he’ll never find me.” 

 In a flash of furious screaming and pain, everything tips over. 

  “You want to leave me? 

   “You want to take away my sons?” 

    He strikes, he screams, he tears the phone away from her hand. 

  He drags her to the car, throws her into the front seat 

   As he beats her half unconscious. 

    She doesn’t even have the time to realize what is happening to her. 

     He is driving like a madman, yelling insanely. 

   “You want to leave Me? 

    “You want to get away from me? 

     “You’re the one who is going to die, do you hear me? 

      “You will never get away, do you understand me?” 

He’s driving full speed, the engine almost exploding. 

 Losing control, he misses the curve on the highway 

  And the car starts spinning. 

   The screeching of tires, the cries of a mother screaming “No!  No!” 

 And the deafening noise of tons of metal wrapping itself around the massive 

 tree. 

  Blood, the smell of gasoline, the muffled sound of feeble moans, 

   Then the sound of silence. 

    Heavy, bleak, impenetrable. 

  Silence that weeps. 

When he awakes, he is in the hospital. 

 Bumps and bruises, a few stitches, but he’s alive. 

  “Your wife is in a coma, sir, 

   “We don’t know if she will wake up.” 

 He walks into the room, kneels beside her bed, 

  And caresses her face like fragile porcelain. 

   He cries and waits for days, weeks and months. 

    He tells her that he’s sorry and that he loves her. 

  He asks her to give him a chance, just one chance. 

   He comes to see her and spends his days and nights by her side. 

    He shakes, he is nauseous, he is dizzy, the room spins, 

     His gut is burning as if every nerve in his body is screaming out 

   For just one drink, but he will not drink again.  Ever. 

    He will die first. 

     He only leaves her side to be with his sons. 

      He asks them for forgiveness and he is kind to them. 

    When he cooks breakfast for them, sober and calm, the boys aren’t 

    even able to talk. 

     They don’t know what to think of this. 

      He tells his sons he loves them. 

       He says, “Mommy will come back; we will be a real family.” 

     They really want to believe him. 

He sits with her for hours, combs her hair, 

 Writes her letters that he reads to her through his tears. 

  Nobody believes in him, but he doesn’t care. 

   Very early one morning, at the brink of dawn, 

 Just as he had fallen asleep reading the words of her favorite song to her, 
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  The unbelievable happens. 

   Greater than an earth-shattering cataclysm, 

    More spectacular than the most powerful earthquake, 

  Her hand moves! 

   Nurse!  Doctor!  She moved her hand! 

    The sleeping beauty opens her eyes. 

     She looks at him and smiles as if … 

Before she can utter one syllable, he exclaims, 

 Stuttering through his tears and his fears that it is too late 

  And she will say “Go away!” 

   “Let me love you!  Let me prove to you that it’s true! 

 I know how much I’ve hurt you, 

  But if you give me the chance …” 

   “Honey,” she says, interrupting him ever so softly, her gaze still confused. 

    “I don’t know what you are talking about. 

  “The last thing I remember is that we are standing together 

   “At the front of the church. 

    “I’m wearing my white dress, you tell me that you love me, 

     “And I answer, ‘I do’.” 

   Time stops. 

    The vice that had been choking his soul so tightly, 

     For as long as he could remember, is finally released. 

      As he hides his face in her hair and covers her with kisses, 

    A ray of morning light sweeps over them both, flooding the room. 

     What appeared to be the last gasp of an endless night is, in fact, 

      The daybreak of a new chance, 

       The dawn of a new day, clean and beautiful in Montreal. 

I Don’t Remember – a short story by Claude Houde, October 1976 

God’s love and forgiveness. 

 Have your experienced it? 

  God has shown you love and forgiveness. 

   I come to this Table saying, “Let me love you Jesus! 

 “Let me prove to you that it’s true! 

  “I know how much I’ve hurt you, 

   “But if you give me the chance Jesus …” 

    “Glenn,” He says, “I don’t know what you are talking about. 

  “The last thing I remember is dying on the Cross for you. 

   “And now here we are sharing in the resurrection of forgiveness.” 

God has shown love and forgiveness that forgets our hatred and evil toward Him. 

Jesus said to Martha; “I am the resurrection and the life; he who believes in me, 

though he die, yet shall he live, and whoever lives and believes in me shall never 

die.  Do you believe this?’  She said to Him, ‘Yes, Lord; I believe that You are 

the Christ, the Son of God, He who is coming into the world.’”  (John 11:25-27) 

“The true light that enlightens every man was coming into the world.  He was in the 

world, and the world was made through Him, yet the world knew Him not.  He came to 

His own home, and His own people received Him not.  But to all who received Him, 

who believed in His name, He gave power to become children of God; who were born, 

not of blood nor of the will of the flesh nor of the will of man, but of God.  And 

the Word became flesh and dwelt among us, full of grace and truth; we have beheld 

His glory, glory as of the only Son from the Father.”  (John 1:9-14) 

 Through Jesus God has revealed Himself in all His glory. 

  That is the message of the bread and cup today. 

 

Communion Closing Song –Rise Up and Praise Him 


