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We Get By With A Little Help From Our Friends
Mark 2:1-12

How many of you have ever needed help? When you realized you needed help, what did you do?
Did you call Triple-A? Did you text someone? Did you ask a colleague, a teacher, a friend, a family
member, a stranger to help you?

This summer, I needed a lot of help. As my family went from one health crisis to another, ending
with an emergency appendectomy for my son, I cried out for help and my family, friends, neighbors
and the Bishop showed up for me. In fact, as my son was being prepped for surgery, the Bishop
called to pray with me and my superintendent checked in each day with offers of meals, visits, and
whatever was needed. When I needed help, they were there.

There are times in our lives when we all need help, right? I mean all we have to do is to think back
just a few years ago to a time when we were suddenly mandated to relate to each other in very
different ways, in ways we were neither prepared nor eager for, all we have to do is think back to the
time when everything shut down in March of 2020. Kind of hard to forget.

We all needed help. We didn’t know what was happening. We were trying to stay safe. We related
to one another from a distance, visiting each other virtually - in little boxes on a screen. Remember
when we changed our celebrations to drive-by parties. Remember when we started to know our
neighbors differently through driveway happy hours. Remember when we were challenged to relate
to one another, to care for each other, in creative ways. I mean, going to church in pajamas must have
some advantages, right? My husband, a true introvert, said the only thing he didn’t like about shut
down and working from home was that the whole family was there with him. ...

For many, that sudden, life altering shift was almost bearable with the help of friends and relatives
who learned to connect in new ways through Zoom, Skype, Facetime. My children even had virtual
playdates. Have you ever seen kiddos play hide and seek on zoom? It is an adventure.

We all understand what it feels like to be ushered away from others and into a new way of being —
whether we want it or not. Ministers also found in this season of church and life a startling new
reality. We, who mark time with liturgical seasons, found ourselves marked by a season that
demanded plans for virtual, hybrid and in-person worship, community activities and mission all at
once. Foundational to these plans were the overarching concerns about health and wellbeing, mental
health and stability, safety at home and at church.

Many in ministry are natural caregivers; and the pandemic took caring for others to an extreme,
anticipating every need, every desire, every possibility and weaving it into plan A, plan B, plan C.
Being “on” in this way took its toll on even the most balanced and grounded person.



For me, I found connection and community with others who were trying to figure it out too. In
virtual community, I learned how to ask for help, how to ask for what I needed; how to share the on-
going burden of ministry 24/7 when we could not be physically present; how to remember and
remind others of God’s persistently present love and infinitely comforting grace, especially in the
middle of a crisis.

In that season, I cultivated an amazing community — friends who are ministers and friends who are
parents — friends who are faithful strugglers and friends who know how hard it is to be a caregiver —
friends who let me sing out of tune, friends who continue to pick me up when I'm down, friends who
share my laughter and tears...and friends who let me be, friends who encourage, challenge, and love
me. Those prophets of the 1960s, the Beatles, were right; I get by with a lot of help from my friends.

We all get by with a little help from our friends.

This is true for the man in this morning’s Gospel lesson. His friends are the kind of friends we all
want to have. His friends are creative. They are resourceful. They are determined. They climb on the
roof of the house where Jesus is healing the sick and tear the roof open to lower their friend to Jesus.
Because of their love for their friend, because they care, they are willing to risk their own safety, to go
on the roof and by opening the house to their friend, they open it for us, they open it for the rest of
the world.

You see, when the four friends dig through the roof, Jesus looks up at their dusty, dirty faces and sees
their faith shining through. Jesus, scripture tells us, looks up and seeing the faith of the friends, said
to the man being lowered, “My child, my beloved, your sins are forgiven.”

Did you hear that? Jesus says the forgiveness and healing of the man was based on faith. Kinda
what you expect to hear at church, right. Jesus says the forgiveness and healing of the man was
based on faith but not his faith — he was forgiven, healed, restored — because of the faith of his friends.
And you know what? Not only was the man restored, all of the friends are changed; all of the friends
return home transformed, changed, different than they arrive. You see, we ALL get by with help
from our friends.

The first August of the pandemic, I left parish ministry. Realizing that all clergy were struggling, I
began to live into my vocation in a new way and began a journey of supporting other clergy, assisting
and covering for those who needed a break in worship and bible study while having the much
needed space to care for my own family. This commitment to our interconnection, this lived
interdependence, has made me more committed to the ministries of justice, equity and love. In this, I
have found my way onto a new roof.

And today I stand here with you not just as an ordained Elder in the United Methodist Church but as
the Director of Pastoral Care and Director of clergy family services with the Preachers’” Aid Society, an
organization that has been opening roofs and helping clergy and their families since 1832.

How many of you are familiar with the Preachers’” Aid Society of New England? This society was
created at a time when pastors, who were retiring who had always lived in parsonages and always



had a community for whom to care, found themselves without a place to land, without equity to
purchase a home of their own, without what is as familiar as breathing for clergy — a community
that needed them to show up. The Preachers’” Aid Society was born out of the recognition that those
who care for others need to be cared for and so it began to reach out, to assist and to support pastors
and their families.

Interestingly, the issues of the 19th century are the same ones with which we are still struggling in the
21st century and so the Preachers” Aid Society continues this very important work today. With two
affordable clergy housing communities at Wesley Woods in Gilford, New Hampshire and Wesley by
the Sea in Wells, Maine, the Society provides retiring pastors affordable places to live.

The Preachers’ Aid Society also provide for active pastors, just like your own, who know the weighty
work of ministering day in and day out by offering space in the Epworth Retreat House at Dorfield
Farm also in Wells, Maine. This retreat house is offered for one week stays from May through
October without cost. Encourage Pastor Hyuk to retreat with us.

With grants and loans, Preachers” Aid continues to lift the burden of health care, dental care,
emergency assistance, fuel assistance, education saving plans as well as green energy investment for
those who not only care for us but who care for creation too.

Run by a board of lay people from churches across New England, the Preachers’ Aid Society cares for
those who care for us.

My role with the Society is one that I relish; I have the honor of visiting with over a hundred retired
pastors and spouses and listening to their stories, encouraging our connection with one another
including the mission and ministry in the Annual Conference and offering resources as needed. I am
am honored to receive the wisdom of hundreds of years of committed service and love. And...Ihave
the opportunity to give back to open a roof, to be a friend, by showing up, by caring, by helping.

You see, clergy give of themselves over and over again showing up for us whether in celebration of a
birth or a marriage, or in sorrow with a diagnosis, a divorce or a death. Like the friends in today’s
passage, our clergy give of their time, energy and resources selflessly... and now we have an
opportunity to show up for them too.

Do you know that showing up for one another can be as simple as sending texts each day with a joke,
a check-in, a virtual hug? It can be showing up with a cup of coffee or tea and listening to someone
who just needs to be heard. It can be showing up like a some of our retired clergy who have formed a
group to address on-going gun violence and systemic racism in our communities and what we CAN
do about it right here, right now. It can be showing up for our pastors, retired and active, and their
families by giving our whole selves in ministries of compassion and care through offering our gifts to
the mission of the Preachers’ Aid Society. In each of these, we become the faithful friends who will
not even let a roof stand between our friends and the healing touch of Love.

This morning we are reminded that, at various times in life, we all need help. In life and in faith, we
depend on each other. What I do effects you and what you do has an impact on me. This morning,



our God, the one we know and love, invites us to show up for one another, to care for those who have
cared for us, to open a roof, to share our resources and to connect with God by connecting with
others. Together we make a difference. Together we are healed. Together we are all transformed.

When we find ourselves in need, we can trust God’s Love experienced in joy and in sorrow, in
celebration and in challenge, in life and in death; God’s love reminding us that we are not alone.

Just like the friend in today’s Gospel lesson, we are healed, we are restored, we are made new with
help from our friends. Thanks be to God.






