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Rocks
Crosspointe, Saturday, September 27, 2008

Text: Joshua 4
For those of you who don’t know me, my name is Paul, and while I really enjoy speaking like this 
when I can, my day job is at the Seattle Post-Intelligencer, a newspaper, where I work as a computer 
geek.

It's really a fascinating place to work, because for the last 140 years, the P-I 
has recorded the daily life and growth of the city of Seattle and, really, this 
entire region. From the first report of gold in the Yukon to Bill Boeing's 
airplane factory, from the Seattle fire to the World's Fair and on, for the most 
part anything that was significant or interesting that happened in this city has 
been covered in the P-I. 

I love to go into our archives and read the older papers and look at the ads and 
read the stories of what was happening here 100 years ago or more. There's 
really a connection to history, and that connection helps us to remember where 
we came from.

One neat part of working for the P-I has been getting to know some of the 
people who work there, and one person I was glad to get to know was Phil 
Webber. Phil was a photographer for the paper for 50 years -- started when he 
was 17 years old. He was the first member of the press in Washington to have a 
police scanner in his car. 
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He covered everything from 
neighborhood events to popular 
tourist attractions.

He was there when the viaduct went 
up and when the Kingdome came 
down. 

He photographed the Space Needle being built, and he was 
present for the first test flight of the Boeing 747 -- his editors 
sent him to shoot it because they didn't think something that 
big would be able to get off of the ground.
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But what really made Phil someone of whom I 
will always have fond memories is that he was 
the first person to photograph our oldest son, 
Chester.

When we first found out we were pregnant, my 
wife didn’t believe it, so she kept taking 
pregnancy tests, even though they a! read 
positive.

He photographed celebrities from Ralph Nader . . .

. . . to Santa Claus . . . 

. . . and every president from Eisenhower to W. 



 4

Phil started in the days before 35 millimeter and made 
several transitions, eventually to digital photography. I 
spent a lot of time with Phil going over how to get his 
pictures off the camera and onto the laptop and 
transmitted to the paper and backed up onto CDs. In 
exchange, once a year or so, Phil would take pictures of 
my boys. We've got some fantastic pictures of those first 
few years together.

Photographs are an 
important way to link 
to our past -- to 
remember significant 
moments or people or 
places we have experienced. 
They help us mark things we 
have deemed worth 
remembering.

Here's a photo of me with 
one of my college 
roommates when he came 
out to visit from Ohio. We 
went and visited Jimi 
Hendrix's grave. It was a 
fun time having him visit, 
and pictures help me to 

remember some of the places we went together.

There are moments that I will never forget, whether or 
not I have pictures to remind me. When our youngest 
son Peanut was born, I remember the first time Chester 
came into the room, 
and they had Peanut 
over on the table and 
were taking 
measurements and 
checking him over, 
and I picked Chester 
up and carried him 
over to see his brother for the first time, and he leaned 
his head on my shoulder and said, 

"Ohhh, he's cute . . . can we keep him?"
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Just as communities have newspapers to 
record significant events, and people keep 
pictures as remembrances of certain times, 
people keep other kinds of mementos as well. 
I'm a pack rat -- my wife will tell you I keep too 
many things that have some kind of meaning to 
me. But I do have some things that are 
significant to me, and it was one of those 
collections that started me thinking about what 
I want to talk about tonight.

On my desk at work, I 
have a collection of 
rocks, and they each 
represent to me 
something specific. 

The first is a large, 
round, smooth, heavy 
marble-looking stone. 
When I was in college, 
we spent one spring break in Washington, DC, 
for a work project. At the time, the Lincoln 
Memorial was being renovated and some work 
was being done on the grand steps that lead up 
the front of the memorial. 

One night we were 
visiting some of the 
memorials and just 
taking in the majesty and 
history that you can't 
help but run into in that 
town. We walked out 
onto the steps and spent 
some time looking at the 
nighttime reflection of 
the Washington 
Monument on the reflecting pool. At the time, 
I had been studying Martin Luther King, Jr., 
and reading some of his letters and speeches. 
(Spring break the following year would include 

a visit to the Ebenezer Baptist Church and Dr. 
King's grave in Atlanta.)

It was one of those DC nights where 
everything is clear and the air is heavy with 
history and as we walked down the steps 
through the area being renovated, a stone 
broke free of its concrete setting and clattered 
down a few steps in front of me. I picked it up 
and was struck with the sense that someone 

had probably stood on 
that stone and listened to 
and watched Dr. King 
deliver his "I Have A 
Dream" speech. I kept it, 
and in 12 years I have 
managed not to lose it.

I keep this rock to 
remind me that God has 
given me a passion for 

justice, a love of history, and the ability to 
connect stories of the past to the present.

The second and third rocks are from our trip 
home from college after graduating in 1997. We 
left Indiana and drove to New Mexico to 

attend my cousin's 
wedding, then home to 
Seattle from there. 

One stop we made was to 
visit the site of the 
Oklahoma City bombing. 

It was two years after the 
bombing, and at the time 
the rubble had been 
cleared from the federal 

building site, but much of the foundation and 
skeleton of the bottom floors remained. 

There was a chain link fence surrounding the 
site, and tied to the fence the entire 
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circumference of 
the site were 
pictures, teddy 
bears, clothes, 
pacifiers, 
letters to loved 

ones, both children 
and adults, that were lost in the attack. 

Walking those few city blocks was one of the 
most heart-wrenching things I have ever 
experienced.

Across the street from 
where the bomb was 
detonated was a brick 
building that had also 
been destroyed in the 
attack. I picked up a 
piece of brick that was 
laying in a pile near the 
sidewalk -- rock number 
two in my collection.

I keep this rock to remind me that God has 
given me a desire to seek truth. The men that 
caused so much death and destruction in 
Oklahoma City were conspiracy theorists so 
misled by their twisted understandings that it 
became acceptable to destroy a city block with 
complete disregard for the lives, for the 
children who paid the price. 

To remain faithful to my God, to pass on a 
legacy worth inheriting to my children, it is my 
responsibility to seek the truth. Whether in 
response to a naive remark about the Christian 
faith, a television show that glamorizes 
immorality, or a misguided email (political or 
otherwise), it is up to me to seek the truth, and 
to speak such truth in love, sometimes to 
others but most importantly to my children.

The third rock 
comes from a 
little almost-
ghost-town in 
the Nevada 
desert where my 
grandparents lived for a short time 
while my grandfather was working as a 
carpenter. 

My uncle wrote several 
stories about his 
memories of childhood 
in Goldfield, including a 
stint in the county lock-
up for breaking a window 
with a rock. We visited 
that jail cell and laughed 
about what it would have 
looked like to such a 
young boy.

I keep this rock to remind me that God has 
blessed me with a large, loving family, diverse in 
their experience and gifts and viewpoints, and 
to inspire me to be a better father, husband, 
son, brother, cousin. (But not nephew. I’m 
already an awesome nephew.)

The fourth rock is actually a tile, a kitchen 
tile from a home that was destroyed by 
Hurricane Katrina. When we were down in 
Louisiana last year, there was a pile of old 
kitchen tiles outside of one of the homes we 
were repairing. I picked up a few and brought 
them home. 

It was a difficult trip in the sense that I saw 
many things that I will never forget, things that 
were embarrassing to see in my country, things 
that I cannot imagine living through. I also, 
however, met some amazing people with a 
spirit of determination and strength in the face 
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of unbelievable loss that 
continues to inspire me 
today.

I keep this tile to remind 
me that everything I have, 
ultimately, is God’s, and 
that I need to appreciate 
what I have because it can 
all be gone in a moment. It 
urges me to really pay 
attention to what is important, and what is not.

The fifth rock comes from my favorite beach 
in one of my favorite places in the world -- La 
Conner, WA. It’s a great little town where we 
have a membership to a campground right on 
the water. I have so 
many memories of 
great times with my 
boys, with good friends, 
with family in this 
place; it is peaceful and 
beautiful and just plain 
fun.

I keep this rock to 
remind me that God 
has given me a love of 
life. He declared His 
creation good; on the seventh day God rested; 
God placed man in His creation to enjoy it and 
watch over it. 

The Bible speaks often of remembrance. 
From the rainbow given as a sign of God's 
promise, to various feasts to significant places 
and the names given those places, the Bible is 
clear that we are to remember the things that 
God has done for his people. And one of those 
methods of remembrance is rocks.

Rocks are significant, especially in the Old 
Testament. Abraham seems to build altars and 

heaps of rocks wherever he 
goes -- almost obsessively, 
like he's the Adrian Monk 
of the desert: 

"God did something 
here, and God did 

something here, and 
here, and over here . . ."

Jacob had a dream in which 
he saw the angels ascending to and descending 
from heaven, and God made a promise to him 
in that dream. When he awoke, he set on end 
the stone he had used for a pillow and named 
that place because of what had happened there.

Moses received the ten 
commandments, and 
the first thing he did 
was to build an altar of 
stone.

When Israel defeated 
the Philistines against 
all odds, Samuel set up 
a stone memorial.

Rocks used as a method 
of remembrance are all 
over the place in 

scripture.

The passage I want to look at tonight is 
Joshua, chapter 4. After the Israelites have 
been miraculously led out of Egypt and crossed 
the Red Sea, and then wandered through the 
desert for 40 years, it is in this passage that 
they finally leave the wilderness and cross into 
the promised land. This chapter records that 
very moment -- that highly anticipated moment 
when God's promise to them is finally realized.
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1 When all the people were safely across the 
river, the Lord said to Joshua, 2 "Now choose 
twelve men, one from each tribe. 3 Tell the men 
to take twelve stones from where the priests are 
standing in the middle of the Jordan and pile 
them up at the place where you camp tonight."

4 So Joshua called together the twelve men 5 and 
told them, "Go into the middle of the Jordan, in 
front of the Ark of the Lord your God. Each of 
you must pick up one stone and carry it out on 
your shoulder-twelve stones in all, one for each 
of the twelve tribes. 6 We will use these stones to 
build a memorial. In the future, your children 
will ask, `What do these stones mean to you?' 7 
Then you can tell them, `They remind us that 
the Jordan River stopped flowing when the Ark 
of the Lord's covenant went across.' These 
stones will stand as a permanent memorial 
among the people of Israel."

8 So the men did as Joshua told them. They took 
twelve stones from the middle of the Jordan 
River, one for each tribe, just as the Lord had 
commanded Joshua. They carried them to the 
place where they camped for the night and 
constructed the memorial there.

9 Joshua also built another memorial of twelve 
stones in the middle of the Jordan, at the place 
where the priests who carried the Ark of the 
Covenant were standing. The memorial remains 
there to this day.

10 The priests who were carrying the Ark stood 
in the middle of the river until all of the Lord's 
instructions, which Moses had given to Joshua, 
were carried out. Meanwhile, the people hurried 
across the riverbed. 11 And when everyone was on 

the other side, the priests crossed over with the 
Ark of the Lord. 12 The armed warriors from the 
tribes of Reuben, Gad, and the half-tribe of 
Manasseh led the Israelites across the Jordan, 
just as Moses had directed. 13 These warriors-
about forty thousand strong-were ready for 
battle, and they crossed over to the plains of 
Jericho in the Lord's presence.

14 That day the Lord made Joshua great in the 
eyes of all the Israelites, and for the rest of his 
life they revered him as much as they had 
revered Moses.

15 The Lord had said to Joshua, 16 "Command the 
priests carrying the Ark of the Covenant to 
come up out of the riverbed." 17 So Joshua gave 
the command. 18 And as soon as the priests 
carrying the Ark of the Lord's covenant came up 
out of the riverbed, the Jordan River flooded its 
banks as before.

19 The people crossed the Jordan on the tenth 
day of the first month-the month that marked 
their exodus from Egypt. They camped at Gilgal, 
east of Jericho. 20 It was there at Gilgal that 
Joshua piled up the twelve stones taken from the 
Jordan River. 21 Then Joshua said to the 
Israelites, "In the future, your children will ask, 
`What do these stones mean?' 22 Then you can 
tell them, `This is where the Israelites crossed 
the Jordan on dry ground.' 23 For the Lord your 
God dried up the river right before your eyes, 
and he kept it dry until you were all across, just 
as he did at the Red Sea when he dried it up 
until we had all crossed over. 24 He did this so 
that all the nations of the earth might know the 
power of the Lord, and that you might fear the 
Lord your God forever."

Let's read the passage:

Joshua 4
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Now let's go back and fill in some of the 
details.

The Jews have been wandering around the 
desert for 40 years. Most of the people who 
initially left Egypt for the promised land have 
died by this point, and those who are about to 
cross the Jordan have no first-hand memories of 
the experience of plagues and miracles that 
finally resulted in the waters of the Red Sea 
being parted and freedom from slavery actually 
becoming a real thing to them. These 40 years 
have been rough, and life expectancy was 
probably not very long.

So you have a group of people who have heard 
stories about the waters being parted but 
probably didn't experience it first-hand, and 
maybe think that the older folks who told them 
these stories probably exaggerated a little; we 
can't say for sure what their expectations were. 
We’ve all heard stories from older relatives that 
began with “Back in my day . . .”

Now the Jordan River is in some places quite 
calm, but where they crossed into Canaan the 
river is very fast and steep, and at the time of 
year they crossed, the river is at flood stage, so 
it may have been as wide as 200 ft., and up to 
100 feet deep. This was not the same Jordan 
River where, generations later, people would 
calmly step out into the waters to be baptized. 
This was further upstream, where the river 
makes its descent from the foothills of Mt. 
Hebron toward the deepest valley on the face 
of the earth. At this part of the river, the banks 
on both sides are steep slopes with tall ridges 
running along the river's course.

So the Israelites finally arrive, and in 
chapter 3, right before the passage we just read, 
God tells them to wait three days before 
crossing the river.

Back on that cross-country trip after 
graduation, my wife and I were so excited to be 
coming home for good we could hardly stand it. 

When we crossed the Columbia river, we 
stopped at the "Welcome to Washington" sign 
and got out of the car and jumped up and down 
and kissed each other and took pictures in 
front of the sign -- we had anticipated that 
moment and when it finally came, we were so 
excited! It was an event worth celebrating.

We had been gone for just a few years, had 
come home for summer and Christmas, and 
had been in Indiana where we made some of 
the best friends we'd ever find. Even so, I can't 
imagine having reached the Columbia and 
being able to see Washington and stopping, 
even for a moment.

But God tells the Israelites to wait for three 
days. 

To "prepare to cross." 

What?

Had I been there, this would quite possibly 
have been my response: 

Joshua, we're nomads. We've been wandering. 
Everything we have is bundled up and on our backs. 
If we stop, we have to unpack, set up tents, build fires, 
blah blah blah. Then we'! have to pack it a! up 
again so that, in the end, we wi! be exactly as we are 
now. Why not just go now?

But they obey, they camp the three days, 
watching the river. 

Perhaps it was to make them watch that 
powerful river, to really take in the thought of 
crossing it with no boats, no bridges, to give 
them a proper fear and respect for where they 
were and what God was about to do. 
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Did the parents have to keep a closer eye on 
their children, lest the underestimated strength 
of the water grab a child who ventured too 
close, only to realize too late how steep the 
bank was? Did they stand on the ridge 
overlooking the river and wonder how it could 
possibly be done, whether the stories told to 
them when they were little about the crossing 
of the Red Sea were entirely true or just a bit 
exaggerated? 

We can only imagine what would have gone 
through their heads, partly by thinking about 
what would have gone through ours in a 
situation like that. But eventually the time of 
preparation ended, and it was time to start.

The Ark of the Covenant goes first. This is 
the box built at God's instruction, which 
represented God's presence to the people. 

The Ark went first. Where God was calling 
them to go, He went first. God was not asking 
them to go somewhere He was not. God was 
*with* them in the moment, in the experience.

The Ark was not small; it required several 
priests to carry it. So the priests lift the Ark 
and start awkwardly down the steep bank. 
Those in front are trying somewhat successfully 
to keep a steady pace so as to avoid pulling 
those in the back off balance; those in the back 
try their best to keep a steady pace so as to 
avoid pushing those in front into the river. 

They approach the river, the roar of the waters 
means they can hear neither each other nor the 
entire nation of Israel lined up along the top of 
the ridge, watching. Watching them shuffle 
downhill in sandals toward the water carrying a 
big, awkward box, a big important, awkward box.

Inelegantly, eventually, with little of the grace 
or majesty such a box normally inspires, they 
reach the river's edge.

When I was in high school, there was a 
swimming hole near the camp where we spent a 
lot of time in the summer. It was far up a 
winding, one-lane gravel logging road which ran 
parallel to a shallow river. Next to one spot 
where there was just enough room to pull a 
couple of cars off to the side, the stream 
tumbled about 30 feet down a waterfall, carving 
out over the centuries a hole just deep enough 
for jumping into, before continuing 
downstream.

There was a rock that jutted out just a bit 
higher than the top of the waterfall, and from 
that point you could see every rock on the 
bottom of the crystal-clear pool. It was best to 
be the first one in so that your mind didn’t have 
time to process anyone else’s reaction to the 
temperature of the water. It was mountain 
runoff, and it was cold. You had to be mindful 
about holding your breath in order to avoid 
gasping at the cold when your body hit.

And there was no getting in the water and 
getting used to it first. You just had to jump, 
not giving your body a chance to tell your mind 
what you were about to do. It wasn’t terribly 
treacherous, it was just pure, cold mountain 
water.

A bit like I would imagine the Jordan River felt 
that day, thousands of years ago when the two 
priests in the front stepped in. 

The water is cold -- flood-stage, melting-snow-
runoff cold.  They begin to step out into the 
water -- first getting their toes wet, then up to 
their ankles, and as they continue to step 
deeper into the river bed, preparing themselves 
mentally for the cold water to rise up higher on 
their legs, they notice -- maybe at the same 
time, exchanging a glance -- that the water is 
not rising, that as they step further into the 
water it remains ankle-deep. In fact, as they 
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step out further, the water even starts to get a 
little shallower. Soon they realize the valley is 
completely silent, save for the sound of their 
feet slapping the muddy riverbed.

Then, nothing. They stop in the middle of the 
river, realizing that the ground is completely 
dry.

All of Israel stands silent in awe at what their 
God has done. They have heard of such a thing 
happening, but to see it -- to realize that God 
has done it again . . .

One person starts shouting. Then a few 
more, and quickly the shouting spreads down 
the ridge and echoes throughout the empty 
canyon, and they all begin descending, running, 
shouting, cheering, exchanging looks of 
amazement and every wordless sound that 
comes from their mouths is a song of praise to 
the God who has fulfilled His promise, who is 
with them and in them and of them. 

The priests stand silent in the middle of it all, 
trying to take it all in, the significance of the 
moment.

When all have crossed, Joshua gathers twelve 
men. Though they are now in the promised 
land, he instructs them to go back, to return to 
the middle of the riverbed and gather twelve 
stones in order to build a memorial. 

But the text says that they also built a 
memorial there, in the middle of the river. 
Some have speculated that they gathered the 
stones for such a marker as they waited, 
"preparing" themselves for the crossing. 
Perhaps they gathered large, rough stones that 
would be visible through the clear water of the 
Jordan, rough stones standing in contrast to the 
smooth, round river-worn stones everywhere 

else, stones that would bear witness of what 
God had done, stones that said 

Here, we walked.

The stones here would certainly be covered in 
the water's return. They would be visible, 
perhaps, from the ridge, depending on where 
one stood or where the sun was in the sky.

Or maybe they would not be visible. Maybe 
they would only be seen in certain conditions -- 
when the water ran so low that drought 
threatened the land and their ability to sustain 
themselves and their livestock. When the river 
ran low and their anxiety ran high, there would 
appear a monument, perhaps temporarily 
forgotten, bearing witness to the God who 
called them His people, to what that God had 
done and how that God had kept His promise 
to them, even after they had screwed up, even 
after their faithlessness resulted in a 40-year 
exile.

Once the monument is erected, the priests 
begin climbing out of the riverbed, the water 
beginning to trickle around them and then rise 
up a little on their feet so that when they 
reached the edge and stepped out of the river, 
the water is again at flood stage and the valley 
filled with the sound of its flowing.

So they made camp and Joshua instructed them 
to take the stones they had gathered from the 
river and build a memorial. And the scripture 
tells us that it was on the 10th day of the first 
month -- a detail lost to most modern readers, 
but important because what it says is that they 
were entering their season of remembrance, the 
season of Passover, the season when their ritual 
would remind them of what God had done for 
them the first time, made all the more real by 
what they had just experienced.
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The stones stood as a monument to God's 
faithfulness; even though they had not 
fulfilled their part of the bargain, God 
remained faithful. It may not have happened as 
they initially imagined it would, but here they 
were, in the promised land.

We build memorials today. As a society, we 
build stone monuments but we also name 
schools or bridges after people to extend their 
legacy.

On a smaller scale, we might name a building or 
part of a building -- like the Carlson Center just 
down the hall from us tonight -- after someone 
whose work played a part in where we are today.

How do we memorialize things on an individual 
basis? What do we do, or make, or keep, in 
order to remember a person or a specific time 
or place or event? We might write in a journal, 
or keep a scrapbook, or hold onto mementos 
related to the thing remembered. We have 
photos and videos, and for some even quilting 
commemorates a special time.

We do this for many types of moments in our 
lives, but how often do we do this in order to 
remember what God has done for us?

It may just be a matter of rephrasing what 
we've already done -- instead of saying, "I have 
this rock because I really think La Conner is 
beautiful and I like to throw rocks there," 
instead I rephrase it to remind myself that God 
has blessed me by allowing me to live in one of 
the most beautiful places on earth, and that I 
need to be mindful of that blessing and make 
the most of it, that God enjoys His creation 
and I should, too.

Or maybe we just need to slow down in order 
to notice when God is doing something or has 
done something for us.

I want to challenge you to find ways to 
memorialize the important God moments 
in your life. We need to remember what God 
has done, and that means being aware of what 
God is doing. 

There will be times when His work is not 
evident until the moment has passed and it 
becomes obvious in hindsight, but how often 
do we see his hand at work in hindsight only 
because we were too busy to stop and see what 
God was doing in the moment? God made the 
nation of Israel stop at the river's edge, even 
though they were all packed up and ready to go, 
because they needed to stop in order to really 
appreciate what God was about to do.

We need to be watching for significant 
moments in our lives, to be aware of what God 
is doing right now, and to take the time to 
acknowledge it.

We also need to be open to what God wants to 
do. It may very well be that God wants to use 
you to accomplish something that will be a 
testimony of His faithfulness to generations to 
come.

There's one other aspect to all of this, and 
without it all of this is meaningless:

We need to tell our story. We need to tell 
others what God has done. There is no 
significance in the memorial without the 
explanation of what it stands for. The memorial 
built in the promised land was not built as a 
pile of rocks for them to look at and remember 
what God had done; it was a trigger, a curiosity, 
so that "your children will ask" and "you can 
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tell them." I keep this pile of rocks 
on my desk, and unless I tell you 
what they mean to me, they are 
nothing but a pile of rocks.

I'm blessed to come from a family 
of storytellers. My mom was a 
master at recognizing and telling 
God stories -- so much so that 
when she passed away, we had it 
engraved on her tombstone as a 
remembrance of who she was: 
Have I got a God story for 
you!

In the book God Moments, author Alan 
Wright identifies five types of God moments, five categories of 
moments in your life where “His hand is most likely to be found.” They are:

Five types of God moments
1. AMAZING RESCUE: a moment when God guarded you, healed 

you, rescued you, or made a way out for you

2. HOLY ATTRACTION: a moment when God led you toward a 
healthier path, enabled you to resist a temptation, or inspired you to 
take the high road

3. UNEARNED BLESSING: a moment when God gave you an 
unexpected blessing or an undeserved gift

4. REVEALED TRUTH: a moment when God spoke to you through 
the Bible, inner peace, wise counsel, or a God-inspired message

5. VALUABLE ADVERSITY: a moment in which God sustained you 
in a difficult time or made you stronger through the test of adversity

We need God-monuments because we are 
a forgetful people. We need reminders that 
will give us strength in times of doubt. The 
enemy will sow doubt, and we need something 
to point to, something stronger than 
responding "nuh-uh."

We need God-monuments because they 
connect us to something larger than ourselves, 
and to the past, to those that have come before 
us.

But most importantly, we need God-
monuments to prod us to tell our stories.
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In Joshua chapter 4, the stones are to represent 
a story, to be an actual, physical reminder of a 
spiritual truth.

In 1 Peter 2:4-5, Peter writes,

As you come to him, the living Stone – 
rejected by men but chosen by God and 
precious to him – you also, like living 
stones, are being built into a spiritual 
house to be a holy priesthood, offering 
spiritual sacrifices acceptable to God 
through Jesus Christ. 

We are living stones. We need God-monuments 
in our lives, but we also need to recognize that 
we are God-monuments. 

The story of the nation of Israel finally 
reaching the land promised them while they 
were still slaves in Egypt does not end with the 
crossing of the Jordan River. There is no "and 
then they got there and they lived happily ever 
after." This chapter of the story of God's 
people does not end with the arrival; it ends 
with the remembering. It ends with recognizing 
what God has done.

The story of the crossing does not end with the crossing. It ends with the telling of the story.

The story of what God has done, and is doing, and will do in your life does not end with 
the doing . . .


