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Camille Cook Murray      February 11th, 2018 
Georgetown Presbyterian Church    Time for a Testimony 
Washington, D.C.      Psalm 62:5-12  
 
For a few years now, we have had a tradition at GPC of hearing testimony from 
our members on the second Sunday’s of the month.  We have heard from our 
member’s stories of their faith, stories of their journeys, stories of God working in 
their lives.  I have loved these testimonies, each and every one of them because 
they are real and they are honest and they are vulnerable and they are not very 
Presbyterian.  A pastor in the Georgetown Clergy group said once that we give 
testimonies as bread for our fellow travelers – we tell our stories so that others 
who are wading in deep waters will hear them and find hope.  Many of you have 
given these testimonies with grace and humor and courage and I hope this is a 
tradition that will continue going forward.  Today I suppose it is my turn to offer 
a particular story of testimony.   
 
As many of you know on January 20th, there was a serious fire at my home in 
Georgetown.  A few questions I have been answering a lot: No one was at home – 
we are all fine.  A painter accidentally started the fire using a blowtorch.  Our 
house has extensive damage but we are working on finding a contractor to 
rebuild and refurnish the house.  We are living in a hotel but soon will move to a 
rental home.  The last three weeks have been disorienting, overwhelming, 
emotional, and exhausting.  Let me tell you a few stories from the last few weeks 
and tell you how I am trying to make sense of this all.  The disclaimer is that my 
thoughts and feelings are not fully formed but developing and changing as the 
days unfold.  So for today three stories – a story with anger, a story with sadness, 
and a story with hope.   
 
The week after the fire I am standing in the house while electricians are trying to 
restore temporary power so we can get heat and the pipes won’t break.  We do 
not have a front door really and so this lady walks into the house and asks me if I 
am the homeowner.  Now she is probably in her seventies and is holding out her 
iPhone and says, “I took photos of your house while it was on fire.  Would you 
like to see them?  I don’t know how to send them to you but if you want to take 
my phone and send them to yourself that would be fine…You really should have 
been here.  It was really awful.  (Now I am staring at this lady trying to string 
words together in a way that tells her I do not care to see her photos because I 
have already seen them on twitter and on text messages and instagram with 
people taking selfies in front of the fire – so no I don’t want to see HER photos).   
 
Now remember I’m barely holding it together and so forming this sentence is 
taking a long time and the words are not really coming out of my mouth yet when 
she starts talking again.  She says, “I heard you are the pastor of the Presbyterian 
Church, right?”  “Yes”, I say.  And then she speaks for the third and final time, “I 
don’t believe in all of that stuff.” She says.  So she has trespassed into my debris 
filled living room, she has offered me photos of my house on fire, and now she 
has insulted not only my profession but also my core beliefs and the very 
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foundation of my life.  Mercifully instead of letting her absolutely have it I left her 
with just two words – “Get out.”  The Psalmist in Psalm 102 writes, “Hear my 
prayer, O Lord; let my cry come to you.  Do not hide your face from me in the day 
of my distress.  For my days pass away like smoke, and my bones burn like a 
furnace.  My heart is stricken and withered like grass.”  This is the story with 
anger and it is one of many.   
 
Next the story with sadness, so a man from the textile restoration company 
comes.  He is a hybrid of an NFL linebacker and the Grinch Who Stole Christmas 
and he packs up all of our clothes and baby carriers and stuffed animals and puts 
them in bags and throws them out the window – actually out the window because 
the door is boarded up.  And then he rolls up all of the rugs and throws them out 
the window and unrolls them on the sidewalk.  One rug after another lined up on 
the sidewalk so he could measure them and photograph them and inventory them 
as damaged.  I had generally been avoiding the house when the Grinch was there 
so I didn’t have to watch this process but unfortunately I returned right when the 
rugs are out on the street.   
 
And I see the ashes and the dirt covering the soft shaggy rug from my son’s 
nursery, and I see the bright colorful round rugs from my daughters room, and I 
see the playroom rug and the bedroom rugs and the kitchen rugs and this colorful 
tapestry that is my life and my memories and my future plans all hung together – 
and it is out on the sidewalk for the whole world to see and it is being catalogued 
as mere floor coverings instead of the precious memories it holds, and it is being 
loaded into the back of a truck with hundreds of other pieces of my world – my 
stuff – just stuff but my stuff – the fabric of my days, the soft coverings of my 
home, and just like that it was gone – and I cried seeing those rugs spread across 
the pavement.  Just like I cried about the blanket my grandmother knit as a high 
school graduation present, and my son’s bassinet, and the Christmas presents 
that had hardly been opened, and the crosses that adorned the staircase, and my 
favorite old rowing t-shirts I never wore anymore but which lined my dresser 
drawers as trophies from the good old days.  Psalm 6, “Be gracious to me, Lord, 
for I am languishing.  Heal me Lord, for my bones are rattled.  And my being is 
very rattled.  And you, Lord – how long?”  This is the story with sadness and it is 
one of many.   
 
Last is the story with hope.  The day after the fire, it was a Sunday morning.  I was 
supposed to be in California attending San Marino Presbyterian Church with the 
Princeton Board of Trustees to hear President Craig Barnes preach, which is 
always a highlight of the year.  But instead I had flown home and was preparing 
to go and see the damage for the first time.  So I was up early sitting quietly with 
my thoughts and I looked up what the Sunday lectionary texts were for the day 
and I read Psalm 62.  I have reread Psalm 62 every day since.  Verse 5 begins: 
 For God alone my soul waits in silence, for my hope is from him. 
 He alone is my rock and my salvation, my fortress; I shall not be shaken. 
 On God rests my deliverance and my honor;  

my mighty rock, my refuge is in God. 
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 Trust in him at all times, O people;  
pour out your heart before him; God is a refuge for us.  

God is my fortress; my honor, my rock, my refuge.  These things are true and they 
have kept me grounded even as I have been overwhelmed, and angry, and 
discouraged.  Scripture is a balm for weary souls – we know that and there is so 
much hope tied up in this holy book that we turn to it when we have stories of 
anger and sadness and grief and loss and confusion.  In the midst of our lives 
with such seasons, Scripture provides hope and good news and perspective.  
Particularly, the psalms – for they are a catalogue of human emotions – poetic 
expressions of lives of faith wrestling with God, praising God, lamenting against 
God yet honestly turning towards God.   
 
Prof. Ellen Davis in her book Getting Involved with God writes, “When you 
lament in good faith, opening yourself to God honestly and fully – no matter what 
you have to say – then you are beginning to clear the way for praise.”  Anger and 
lamentation and sorrow and contrition are all found in the psalter and 
throughout the bible.  And these holy words provide words for us and prayers for 
us when our own fail us.   
 
I think often of the story that I have told before of the Scottish man on his 
deathbed asked by his daughter if he wanted to pray.  He says to her, “Lassie, I 
thatched my roof before the storm.”  Even in the midst of the storm of death his 
faith was firm and he stood firmly on the promises of God Almighty.  And that is 
one of the many reasons we come week after week to church, to hear the 
scriptures, and sing the hymns, and say the prayers – to lay the groundwork for 
storms that will come.  So that even when our days are filled with stories of anger 
or stories of sadness we can still testify to God’s love for us and our faith in our 
eternal homes even when our earthly homes and lives feel less than put together.  
So actually, “I’m sorry” are the two words I should have said to the trespasser at 
my house with the iPhone photos when she said, “I don’t believe in all that.”  I’m 
sorry that you don’t have faith that would help you in times of trial and times of 
heartache.   
 
Jesus said, “Do not store up for yourselves treasures on earth, where moth and 
rust consume and where thieves break in and steal but store up for yourselves 
treasures in heaven.”  A house fire is one heck of a way to drive home this point 
but I would say that the experience has made me deeply grateful that I have a 
faith, which cannot be consumed by moth or rust or fire.  So while there is still 
much to do and much to feel and much to mourn – there is also deep hope in God 
and incredibly gratitude for all those who have uplifted us in prayer, and written 
beautiful cards, and offered assistance of every shape and form.  Yes, I believe in 
these things.  Thank you for listening to my stories – I know they are simply 
stories that join with your own stories, testimonies to our collective faith and 
hope in Christ.   
 
God alone is our rock and our salvation, our fortress and we shall not be shaken.   
Thanks be to God!  Amen. 


