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*I believe in the sun even when it is not shining; 
I believe in love even when I do not feel it; 
I believe in God even when God is silent. 
 
I spent some time this week reading about where these words from the 
anthem originated. When Marilou shared with me that the choir was 
planning to sing it, I remembered hearing at some point that Jewish 
diarist and Holocaust victim, Anne Frank, had written them. It’s not 
hard to imagine this as a young girl’s defiant prayer at a time when she 
and her family were hidden away in an attic, hoping they would not be 
discovered by Nazi soldiers. 
 
It turns out that these words were not written by Anne Frank. There are 
a number of stories in circulation about who wrote them and when, 
and even where they were initially found. All of the stories have at their 
center, the Holocaust, and the question of whether it was possible to 
believe in a God that is good and holy in the face of the magnitude of 
pain, oppression, and evil associated with that time and place. These 
words have resonated for generations because they communicate the 
essence of faith. Faith is resistance, resisting the temptation to see the 
reality in front of us as complete. What is right here and right now is 
never the end of the story. The sun exists, even when it is dark. Love 
exists even when we are filled with hatred and fear. God is present 
even when we feel alone and disconnected.  
 
*The author of Hebrews echoed this same essence when he said to a 
community in crisis, in chapter 11, verse 1, “Now faith is the assurance 
of things hoped for, the conviction of things not seen.” In other words, 



despite their present situation, which seemed to justify despair, there 
was hope to be found in their faith. Hebrews is a sermon (not a letter 
like we were all taught, and not written by Paul). It was written in the 
mid to late first century to second generation followers of Jesus. They 
were a community in crisis, which was mostly triggered by pressure 
from outside their community. Some members of the community had 
been imprisoned, others had their property confiscated. They had been 
ridiculed, persecuted, and tortured, according to the text. This sermon 
was written to encourage the members of the community, to help 
them see beyond their present reality, to give them strength for what 
was next. 
 
*To encourage them, the author reminded his readers of the faithful 
lives of some of their heroes.  
“By faith Abel offered to God a more acceptable sacrifice than 
Cain’s…By faith Noah, warned by God about events yet unseen, 
respected the warning and built an ark to save his household…By faith 
Abraham obeyed when he was called to set out for a place that he was 
to receive as an inheritance…By faith Moses was hidden by his parents 
for three months after his birth…By faith he left Egypt unafraid of the 
king’s anger for he persevered as though he saw him who is 
invisible…By faith the people passed through the Red Sea as if it were 
dry land…” 
 
These biblical heroes may be a struggle for us to connect to on a 
personal level today. It’s difficult to conceive that we have much in 
common with these ancient people, whose stories seem more like a 
movie than our lives.  I imagine, though, we each have a hero or two, 
someone or someone(s) whose life inspires us to believe in something 
bigger and better than what’s in front of us. This stole reminds me of 
Dorothy Sallee, one of my faith (s)heroes. It was made for her a long 
time ago and she gave it to me shortly before I was ordained. I think I 
have mentioned Dorothy to you before. She is an ordained minister in 



the CC/DOC. She is in her 80’s and is one of the smartest, most 
compassionate, “way ahead of her time” people I know. She saw the 
best in me when I was a very inexperienced minister and she made me 
want to be better and do better. And she never failed to remind me 
that I didn’t have to be perfect to be a good minister, but I did have to 
learn to leave some of the things I fretted about to God. 
 
Today we are especially aware that some of our heroes are not 
physically present any more, but that does not change the ways in 
which they have shaped our lives. They taught us what it means to 
sacrifice for others as they served our nation in WW II. They taught us 
the importance of family when they served as Scout leaders and stood 
on the sidelines of football games handing out flaming batons to the 
twirlers. They built crazily heavy luggage boxes for family vacations and 
shared their love of golf with grandchildren. They took care of other 
people’s children as if they were their own and taught us a lot about 
priorities, working hard, playing hard, and laughter. They held us to a 
high standard and always looked for the best in us.  
 
Our heroes are not so different from the ones the author of Hebrews 
talked about. They continue to inspire us in this time and place to live 
out our faith, encouraging us to look to their example and the example 
of Jesus. The author of Hebrews wrote:  
 
*Therefore, since we are surrounded by so great a cloud of witnesses, 
let us also lay aside every weight and the sin that clings so closely, and 
let us run with perseverance the race that is set before us,  
*looking to Jesus the pioneer and perfecter of our faith, who for the 
sake of the joy that was set before him endured the cross, disregarding 
its shame,  
*and has taken his seat at the right hand of the throne of God. 
 Consider him who endured such hostility against himself from sinners, 
so that you may not grow weary or lose heart. 



 
*There are a lot of metaphors in the Bible that are hard for us to sort 
out because the comparison is not about something that is part of our 
daily lives. However, this metaphor that compares living out our faith to 
running a race, and the admonition to get rid of the things that keep us 
from living our best lives, is one that works for me. Before I went to 
seminary, I ran every day. Usually I ran about 4 miles. I was never fast, 
but what I lacked in speed I made up for in persistence. I rarely missed 
a day. If I had an early morning meeting, I got up extra early to run. If I 
overslept, I ran after work. If it was dark, I ran anyway. I refused to 
allow my crazy youth minister schedule to get in the way of keeping my 
commitment to myself. Running was something I really enjoyed. It was 
my “me time,” a gift I gave myself every day.  Every once in a while, 
though, something would happen that would make my run feel like a 
chore. It would be something really small, not a big deal at all, but 
pretty soon I would notice the “something small” was the only thing I 
could think about. It would make 4 miles seem like a hundred.  
 
One time, I bought a new running case for my phone. It was the kind 
that used a Velcro strap to keep it secure around my arm. The first time 
I used it, I fastened it around my arm, plugged in my headphones and 
away I went. But the strap was scratchy. It was a beautiful, sunny day. 
But the strap was scratchy. The rain from the day before had really 
perked up the flowers in our neighbors’ pots. But the strap was 
scratchy. I was running along, pulling at the strap, trying to rearrange it 
so it didn’t feel scratchy. The sweatier I got, the worse it was. 4 miles 
seemed like a hundred. 
 
Over the years, every now and again, I had other tedious running 
experiences. I could feel the seam on my socks, my back-up ear buds 
kept slipping out of my ears, my phone died 2 miles in and I had no 
music, I stepped in gum and every time I lifted my foot, I could feel its 
stickiness. 4 miles seemed like a hundred. The one thing that the phone 



case, the ear buds, the flawed socks, and the gum all had in common 
was that they distracted me from the run, from the real purpose of 
those moments, which was to make me feel good.  
 
I will admit, I am easily distracted and I can get fixated on the one thing 
that is not perfect or the thing that is left undone in any situation. But 
what I keep trying to learn from my heroes (they are teaching it, I’m 
just not a very fast learner) is that God is the main thing and we cannot 
allow ourselves to be distracted from living out our faith in God. The 
author of Hebrews reminds us that Jesus is the “pioneer and perfecter 
of our faith.” Some would say that’s true because Jesus himself was 
perfect. I would say it’s true because Jesus was laser-focused on his 
purpose, which he believed was bringing God’s kin-dom to a people 
who, quite frankly, didn’t see much evidence of God and God’s ways in 
the midst of the oppressive Roman Empire in which they lived.  
 
While we do not live under the thumb of the Roman Empire or in an 
attic hiding from our oppressors, we live in a world that seems dark, 
scary, and lonely for so many people, maybe some in this room right 
now. As followers of Jesus, standing on the shoulders of the faithful 
before us, our purpose is to remind the world that God is real, God is 
good, God is love. Just as the “cloud of witnesses,” whoever they have 
been in our lives, have shown us what it looks like to live out their faith, 
it is our turn to show the ones watching us. Because the truth is, at 
times, faith can be allusive. We think we have it figured out and then 
something happens and it all comes crashing down around us…in the 
blink of an eye. We can’t help it, we focus on our loss, our anger, our 
fear, on being alone. We wonder where God is. 
 
In all times and places, God is in you and me, in our heroes, in their 
stories, and their memories. We come from a long line of faith. Faith 
that lasts, faith that holds each other up when we don’t think we 
believe anymore. Today we thank God for the heroes in our lives, for 



they are the ones who have taught us there is something bigger and 
better than what is in front of us right now.  
 
*I believe in the sun even when it is not shining; 
I believe in love even when I do not feel it; 
I believe in God even when God is silent. 
Amen. 
  
 


