
Sermon for August 22, 2021—“Even To Our Old Age...” 
Twenty-first Sunday in Ordinary Time, RCLYear B 

Texts: Psalm 92:1-5, 12-15; Isaiah 46:3-4; Proverbs 16:1-3, 16-25, 31-33 

There’s a story that I’m fairly certain I’ve told before. I want to tell it again, and even tweak 

it a bit—for reasons that, hopefully, will become clear. It’s author is unknown and it’s gone 

by a number of names. I’ve come to call it, The Unmoved Rock.  

Once upon a time, there was a young man who was sleeping at night in his cabin when 

suddenly his room filled with light and the Savior appeared. The Lord told the man He had 

work for him to do, and showed him a large rock in front of his cabin. The Lord explained 

that the man was to push against the rock with all his might. This the man did, day after 

day. For many years he toiled from sun up to sun down, his shoulders set squarely against 

the cold, massive surface of the unmoving rock, pushing with all his might.  

Each night the man returned to his cabin sore and worn out, feeling that his whole day had 

been spent in vain. Day in and day out, it was the same thing. This continued to happen for 

days, weeks, months—over and over. Years, decades went by and the man grew older, his 

hair turned gray and he began to tire easily. He eventually became despondent.  

One day, seeing that the man was showing signs of discouragement and despair, Satan 

decided to enter the picture placing thoughts into the man's mind such as: “You have been 

pushing against that rock for a long time, and it hasn't budged. Why kill yourself over this? 

You are never going to move it. Besides, look at yourself—you’re old. You grow feebler 

every day. How can you possibly expect to move that rock now?” It thus gave the man the 

impression that the task was impossible, that he had failed, and that a younger person was 

needed.  

These thoughts discouraged and disheartened the man even more. “Why kill myself over 

this?” he thought. “I’ve grown old and, my ability to move the rock diminishes with every 

day. Why must I continue to push it? Surely the Lord needs a younger person to do this 

work, surely he no longer needs me! Perhaps I should quit and make way for whoever God 

chooses next.” He planned to quit the following morning, but decided to make it a matter 

of prayer and take his troubled thoughts to the Lord.  

“Lord,” he said, “I have labored long and hard in your service, putting all my strength to 

do that which you have asked. Yet, after all this time, I have not even budged that rock at 

all. I’ve done all I can do and now you need to find a younger person for this work. I’m no 

longer able to do it!”  

To this the Lord responded compassionately, “My child, when long ago I asked you to 

serve me and you accepted, I told you that your task was to push against the rock with all 

your strength, which you have done, very well. But never once did I mention to you that I 

expected you to move it. Your task was to push. And now you come to me, your strength 

spent, thinking that you are too old and have failed. But is that really so? Look at yourself. 

Your arms are strong and muscled, your back sinewed and brown, your hands are callused 

from constant pressure, and your legs have become massive and hard.  



“Yes, you are old, but through your work, through opposition, you have grown much and 

your abilities now surpass that which you used to have. You haven't moved the rock—that 

is true—but your calling was to be obedient and to push and to exercise your faith and trust 

in my wisdom. This you have done and now, my child, I will move the rock. As for you, I 

have other work. Follow me and I will show you.”  

That’s the story. You may remember me telling a somewhat different version. I’ve added 

the dimension of age to it, specifically for today—a day when we honor our seniors.  

While we list the names of those ninety and over and offer them tokens of affection, the 

truth is that this day is for everyone who’s grown older and believes that because they are 

older, God can no longer use them. I’m here to tell you that this is nonsense. Truly. I’ve 

said repeatedly that when God is done with us he’ll tell us himself. In person.  

Still, in our world that so often prizes and idolizes youth, it can be hard to believe—as our 

reading from Proverbs tells us—that “...gray hair is a crown of glory.” It’s not hard to 

believe that you have nothing left to offer. But God places no expiration date on serving 

him. Your church body needs you. We need the gifts and unique life experience of all 

generations. You may have pushed on the rock for years and believe that you’ve gained 

nothing—but is that really so?  

We need to take a good look—an honest look—at our lives and ask ourselves: Was it really 

about completing certain tasks for their own sake—or might God have been preparing us 

for what he’d planned for us now? What skills, knowledge have you acquired? What 

wisdom have you acquired? What might we share to make someone else’s life better? How 

can I continue to serve God as I grow older?  

Let me say it this way: when we continue to serve, there’s something particularly helpful 

to your church family, in that your faithfulness points to God’s faithfulness—even if the 

way(s) you serve have changed across the years. As our first reading from Psalm 92 put it:  

“The righteous flourish like the palm tree, and grow like a cedar in Lebanon. 

They are planted in the house of the Lord; they flourish in the courts of our 

God. In old age they still produce fruit; they are always green and full of sap, 

showing that the Lord is upright; he is my rock, and there is no 

unrighteousness in him.  

Sometimes you may not feel that your church wants you to serve—I get that. But it’s not 

true. I will tell you, as a pastor who just turned sixty—that you are loved and needed. We 

may not always be good at expressing this, but most of us want to grow in communicating 

our love for you and in helping you find ways to serve in the church body. It’s always a 

blessing it has been to me when someone has taken the initiative to ask me how they might 

serve. Maybe it is time for you to take that initiative, or maybe you need encouragement to 

continue what you’re already doing.  

I’m asking for you to look for ways to help. There are people already helping and they 

themselves are older. They can’t do it alone and they certainly can’t do it indefinitely— 

they need your help!  



Brothers and sisters, here’s the thing: The enemy—as in our story earlier—wants you to 

believe that you’re rejected and useless. But God speaks a better word over your life:  

“Even to your old age I am he, even when you turn gray I will carry you. I have made, 

and I will bear; I will carry and will save.”  

Let’s believe this together.  

I’d like to close with a poem by Herbert A. White, entitled A Living Faith:  

I’ve dreamed many dreams that never came true,  

I’ve seen them vanish at dawn,  

But I’ve realized enough of my dreams, thank God,  

To make me want to dream on.  

I’ve prayed many prayers when no answer came  

Though I waited patient and long,  

But answers have come to enough of my prayers  

To make me want to keep praying on.  

I’ve trusted many a friend that failed  

And left me to weep alone,  

But I’ve found enough of my friends true blue  

To make me want to trusting on.  

I’ve sown many seed that fell by the way  

For the birds to feed upon,  

But I’ve held enough golden sheaves in my hands  

To make me want to sowing on.  

I’ve drained the cup of disappointment and pain  

And gone many days without song,  

But I’ve sipped enough nectar from the roses of life  

To make me want to live on. 

 

Thanks be to God. Amen and amen. 


