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Melville United Church, Fergus Ontario 
Sunday August 30, 2020 

  
Worship prepared today by  

Rev. Tom Watson 
 

Words of Welcome and Introduction 
Good morning! Welcome to online worship, coming to you from historic Melville United Church 
in downtown Fergus, Ontario. This year is a very special year for Melville as it is the 175th 
anniversary of this church. 
 
My name is Tom Watson and I am pleased to be with you on this August 30 Sunday. A sincere 
thanks to Suzanne Flewelling, Joanne and Bob Mitchell, René Crespo and Barry Rawn for their 
musical leadership during this service. 
 
So, again, welcome to everyone and I hope you enjoy being part of this time. 
 
Acknowledgment of Indigenous Territory 
I will begin in the way Melville folks have become accustomed. 
We acknowledge with respect the history, spirituality and culture of the Indigenous peoples 
with whom Treaty 4—also known as the Haldimand Tract—was signed, and the territory 
wherein our church resides, and we acknowledge our responsibilities as treaty members. 
 
Sharing the Light (take a moment to light a candle and centre yourself to prepare to enter in to 
a time of worship and prayer. As you light the candle repeat the following words) 
I light a candle 
in the name of the God who creates life, 
in the name of the Christ Presence who loves life, 
in the name of the Spirit who is the fire of life. 
 
Call to Worship: 
With faith, we draw near to God... 
For yesterday, today and tomorrow, we are God’s people! 
With hope and trust in God’s abiding love, we come to worship. 
Let us worship together. 
 
 
Hymn - God of the Sparrow  verses 1, 2, 5, 6 (VU 229) 
God of the sparrow, God of the whale, God of the swirling stars, 
How does the creature say Awe? How does the creature say Praise? 
 
God of the earthquake, God of the storm, God of the trumpet blast, 
How does the creature cry Woe? How does the creature cry Save? 
 
God of the neighbor, God of the foe, God of the pruning hook, 
How does the creature say Love? How does the creature say Peace? 
 
God of the ages, God near at hand, God of the loving heart, 
How do your children say Joy, How do your children say Home? 



 
Opening Prayer: Creator God, we watch the whale playing in the ocean, we marvel at the 
swirling stars in the night sky, we are delighted at the twinkle in the baby's eye and the laughter 
in the old person's heart...and we are moved to stop from our busyness and give thanks. Be 
with now us as we sing the songs of our faith and recite once again the story of your love that 
dwells with us forever. We come in the spirit of Christ. Amen 
 
Ministry of Music: Judge of the Secrets - performed by Spirit Sings 
 
Scripture Reading: Romans 8:31, 35, 37-39 
What then are we to say about these things? If God is for us, who is against us? Who will 
separate us from the love of Christ? Will hardship, or distress, or persecution, or famine, or 
nakedness, or peril, or sword? 
No, in all these things we are more than conquerors through him who loved us. 
For I am convinced that neither death, nor life, nor angels, nor rulers, nor things present, nor 
things to come, nor powers, nor height, nor depth, nor anything else in all creation, will be able 
to separate us from the love of God in Christ Jesus our Lord. 
 
Message: "Turning I Can't into I Can" 
Romans 8:31, 35, 37-39 

Back in the 1970s, when I was a student minister in Straffordville, Vienna and Port Burwell, 

Ontario, there was a young woman, a university student at the time, who, one Sunday after 

church, said to me, "Well, your sermon today did it! I'm going to sign up to volunteer with 

CUSO—Canadian University Students Overseas—and go over to Africa for a while." 

Her parents were none too happy about her tearing off to the other side of the world like that 

and tended to blame me for getting her all enthusiastic about it. I wanted to say, "Look, don't 

blame me. I was only preaching! It's hardly my fault if somebody takes it seriously." 

A couple of years ago, I had the wedding of a man—Jeremy—who is 35 now, and whom I have 

known since he was about 8. It was a small wedding...14 people...and after the wedding we all 

sat around chatting for a while before we went for supper. At a certain point, people talked 

about how they had come to know each other. 

When it was Jeremy's turn he spoke about how he remembered me as the minister at his 

church when he was growing up, and how he still remembers things from my sermons. 

Now, I really never thought Jeremy was paying all that much attention. So I said, "Jeremy, be 

serious. You remember things I said in my sermons?" Jeremy replied, "I remember everything 

you said." 

Now, I'm sure that's more than a bit of a stretch, but gotta tell ya it felt kinda good. It was as if 

Jeremy could see that, in my more senior stage of life, my arm wasn't long enough for me to 

reach around and pat my back on my own, so he'd do it for me. And that's nice, isn't it. 

Those two examples suggest that I hit the mark once in a while. And to the extent that's true 

I'm grateful. 



Nora Ephron was an American film director, producer, playwright, journalist, and author. She is 

probably best known for her romantic comedy films When Harry Met Sally, Sleepless in Seattle 

and Julie and Julia. 

Just a year before Nora Ephron died at the age of 71, she published a book entitled "I 

Remember Nothing". It's a story about growing older gratefully. Gratefully spelled "grate", not 

"great". 

Although she has had numerous successes in her life, in one part of the book she talks about 

her failures—her flops—and has this to say about her flops. 

In the plays I have written and the movies I have made, I have had hits. But I have also had 

flops. It's horrible to have a flop. It's painful, and mortifying, and lonely and sad. 

Flops stay with you the way that hits never do. They torture you. You toss and turn. You 

replay. You run through the what-ifs and the if-only's. You cast about for blame. They take 

up space in your head because you lie awake thinking: What should I have done differently? 

There are people who have positive things to say about flops. They write books about 

success through failure and the power of failure. Failure, they say, is a growth experience. I 

wish that were true. It seems to me that the main thing you learn from a failure is that it's 

entirely possible you will have another one. 

That's not to say one should just give up when things don't work out. My mother raised me 

to 'Get over it'. "Just get over it," she would say. And that's what I have tried to do, but the 

flop still sits there. 

Yes, Nora Ephron is right: having a flop, a failure at something, is tough to deal with. Maybe 

that's why much of modern education is based on making sure that students don't experience 

failure. Accentuate the positive, eliminate the negative. 

And I agree with accentuating the positive. And I agree with eliminating the negative. To the 

extent that is possible. Trouble is that, out there in the real world, there are negative things 

that happen, there are failures—they are real, they do exist. 

Now, I know what it means to have a flop. Because I've had 'em. With sermons. Fella works all 

week getting something together, gets up here on Sunday morning and holds forth for a while, 

and everything just goes thud out there about where the communion table is. 

How do I tell? Well, I look out there in the congregation, and I see a couple of people checking 

the order of service to see what's next, somebody else is thumbing through the hymn book, 

another person is re-working their grocery list, somebody else is checking their smart phone for 

e-mail, one fella's tearing his hair out because the Maple Leafs were eliminated from the 

playoffs. 

Failures, flops, are real. They happen. And we need to learn how to cope with them. 

But I often think that fear of failure, more than the failure itself, causes us an even bigger 

problem. Fear can keep us from even trying something. It's too scary, or it's too difficult, 

or...well, you've heard this, maybe even said it: "I'd never be able to do that. I simply can't." 

There's no more debilitating word in the English language than can't. For once "can't" gets 

planted in our mind we're sunk. In some cases we learned that ourselves. In other cases we had 



it drilled into us by a parent, or a teacher, or some other authority figure. You tell me often 

enough I'll never be able to do that, or I'm not good enough to do it... and I'll start to believe it. 

"Yep, that's me, old Mr. Can't." 

When I started high school, I weighed 92 pounds. Soaking wet. Johnny Toews, another kid in my 

grade 9 class, outweighed me by 2 pounds. He weighed 94. We went to try out for the football 

team. The coach looked at the two of us. What a joke! 

Here he had all these mutants from some other planet standing there—big guys, 6 foot 3, 

weighed 210 pounds...and this was in grade 9—and then there was Johnny Toews and me. 

Coach looked the two of us over, turned sideways and said, "We're in trouble." 

Want to know what positions Johnny and I played? We were left-end and right-end 

benchbacks. Benchbacks! The cheerleaders said we could join their troop, and it was tempting. 

To give the coach credit, though, you fill your football team with players such as Johnny Toews 

and me and the season's not apt to end well. 

That's why my heart was warmed recently when I read a story by the late Fred Craddock. Now, 

to get the story, you need to know two things. One is that Fred Craddock was the best preacher 

I have ever heard. No, he didn't have a booming voice that could be heard over on the next 

block, it was a bit high-pitched really...almost squeaky...but he used what he had and, man, was 

he effective. 

Second thing is Fred Craddock was only a little man. Only about 5 foot nothing. He probably 

weighed 145 pounds when I saw him, but I suspect that when he was in high school he weighed 

even less than I did. In any event, here's Fred Craddock's story: 

When I was in high school a century ago, I was the quarterback of our little football team—I 

am pausing to let the absurdity of that sink in. It was a small team in a small school in a 

small town. Our heaviest guy weighed 170; he was our fullback. He had all the speed and 

grace of a spastic turtle. Needless to say, our team was not any good. 

One season the team from the town next to us had us down at halftime 21-0. We crawled 

into the dressing room licking our wounds, wishing the game was over. The coach got up, as 

was his usual custom, and he stood there at the end of the dressing room to speak to us. 

We were ready to be chewed out. 

Coach said, "I don't have much to say today. I just want to read this to you." He pulled out 

of his pocket a yellow sheet of paper and, as he started to read it, he choked up. He tried to 

read it again, and he became very emotional. He handed it to an assistant and left the 

room. 

We were as quiet as could be. The assistant said that what the coach wanted to read was a 

telegram he had received. It said simply, "Win this one for me," and it was signed "Joe." 

We didn't know who Joe was. The country was at war, so we pictured Joe as a soldier. We 

pictured him in a foxhole somewhere about to be shot. We imagined that he had graduated 

from our school and had played football here, and surely we could win one for Joe. 

Every guy on the team grew about 6 inches and put on 50 pounds. We went back out on the 

field and beat the other team 28-21. 



The local paper ran a story about the game with a headline that read, "It's not the size of 

the dog in the fight; it's the size of the fight in the dog." We were all so proud. Ah, we felt 

good! 

About 3 or 4 weeks later, we found out that the coach had made up that telegram. There 

was no Joe, there was no telegram. In fact, he'd been using that trick for years. We were let 

down. But truth is, the trick had worked. 

So, back to my point. You tell me I can't and most likely I will believe you. But you tell me I can 

and I, like Fred Craddock, will grow about 6 inches and put on 50 pounds. Well, in my case, you 

can forget the 50 pounds. But you get what I mean. Give me some positive influence and I can 

go out there and beat any team you throw up against me! 

Will telling me that I can guarantee I will win every game in which I play? That I will excel at 

everything I do? Of course not. Does it mean that I will never have another flop, another 

failure? Of course not. But it will help me deal with the fear of trying in the first place. 

You and I have a serious challenge right now. One of the toughest things we've had to deal with 

in our lives. And that's how to get through this Covid-19 time. A few people I know are having a 

dickens of a time with it—the isolation, the lack of social interaction—it all looks like just too big 

a mountain to climb. Some of them are telling themselves "I can't." Given the circumstances, 

it's pretty easy to fall into that rut. 

But...know what...we have to push Mr. Can't aside and turn it in to I Can. I can get through this. 

We can get through this. I believe we can. Why do I believe that? 

What's it say there in Paul’s letter to the Romans? "If God is for us, who is against us? Will 

hardship, or distress, or persecution, or famine, or nakedness, or peril, or sword...or a Covid-19 

pandemic...do us in? No, in all these things we are more than conquerors." 

Hear that? We're more than conquerors! That means we can. No matter what comes our way 

in life, we are more than conquerors. 

We can. You can. I can. 

Amen. 

For in them comes presence of the living, servant God. 

Hymn - I've Got Peace Like a River   (VU 577) 
I've got peace like a river, I've got peace like a river, 
I've got peace like a river in my soul. 
I've got peace like a river, I've got peace like a river, 
I've got peace like a river in my soul. 
 
I've got joy like a fountain, I've got joy like a fountain, 
I've got joy like a fountain in my soul. 
I've got joy like a fountain, I've got joy like a fountain, 
I've got joy like a fountain in my soul. 
 
I've got love like an ocean, I've got love like an ocean, 



I've got love like an ocean in my soul. 
I've got love like an ocean, I've got love like an ocean, 
I've got love like an ocean in my soul. 
 
Offering 
I'm sure that even though you're not able to come here to Melville in person, you still care 
about the church, and still support it financially. That way it will still be here for you when you 
can get back together. 
 
Prayers 
The Lord’s Prayer 
 
Closing Hymn - We Are Marching in the Light of God   (VU 646) 
We are marching in the light of God; 
We are marching in the light of God. 
We are marching in the light of God; 
We are marching in the light of God. 
We are marching, marching, we are marching, oo-oo 
We are marching in the light of God. 
We are marching, marching, we are marching, oo-oo 
We are marching in the light of God. 
 
verse 2: We are singing... 
3. We are playing... 
verse 4: Siyahamb'e kukhanyen' kwenkhos'; 
Siyahamb'e kukhanyen' kwenkhos'. 
Siyahamb'e kukhanyen' kwenkhos'; 
Siyahamb'e kukhanyen' kwenkhos'. 
Siyahamba, hamba, Siyahamba, oo-oo, 
Siyahamb'e kukhanyen' kwenkhos'. 
Siyahamba, hamba, Siyahamba, oo-oo, 
Siyahamb'e kukhanyen' kwenkhos'. 
verse 5: We are marching... 
 
Departing Prayer 
As we go about our daily lives, we know that the road of life has many twists and turns, peaks 
and valleys… 
Good times and bad times, easy times and difficult times. 
In all times, may God empower us to be companions for one another. 
When the road before us divides... 
May we feel the presence of God urging us on. 
And until we see each other again, may grace, mercy and peace be with each of us always. 
Amen. 
 


