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Series: John Wesley
Sermon: Brand Plucked From the Burning

Romans 5:7-10 (NIV)
Very rarely will anyone die for a righteous person, though for a good person someone might possibly dare to
die.  But God demonstrates his own love for us in this: While we were still sinners, Christ died for us.

Since we have now been justified by his blood, how much more shall we be saved from God’s wrath through
him!   For if, while we were God’s enemies, we were reconciled to him through the death of his Son, how much
more, having been reconciled, shall we be saved through his life!

Sermon
Today, and for the next five weeks, I want to look at the life of John Wesley and the birth of the Methodist
movement.  A look back into our heritage as a denomination.  In England, the church of choice, if there was a
choice, was the church of England, or Anglican Church.  And to be honest, it was boring church.  irrelevant,
stuffy, no one wanted to go because they didn’t get anything out of it.  It had the form of religiousness, but
without power or merit.  It didn’t connect with the daily lives of the people.  Sound familiar?  Out of the drab
Anglican church of yesterday, people hungered for something more.  It was in this environment that the people
called Methodist came to be.  That will be in the future Sundays.  Today, however, I want to look at a certain
event in the early years of John Wesley, one that would influence his life forever.  John Wesley was born in
1703 in Epworth, England.  His father Samuel was an Anglican Priest.  His mother Susanna, was a strong
intelligent woman, who raised her family in the tradition of Christian service and worship.  He was the 15  ofth

19 children.  Two had died in infancy, John and Benjamin.  When kid number 15 came along, they named him
after their two lost boys, John Benjamin Wesley.  We’ll talk more about his upbringing next week on Mother’s
Day, but there was one formative experience that he remembered continually.  On February 9th, 1709, the
memorable fire at the Rectory took place. John was 5 at the time.  It broke out between eleven and twelve at
night, when all the family were in bed. The roof of the corn-chamber was burnt through before any one was
aware of the danger. Some of the fire fell upon one of the daughter’s bed, which triggered an alarm.  She at once
ran to call her father. He had heard some one crying “Fire !” in the street a little while before, but did not
understand that his own house was in danger. He roused his family and told them to make haste, because the
roof was falling fast, and only a thin wall or door kept the flames from the staircase. They had not even time to
put on their clothes. Samuel, with the nurse and two of the children, got downstairs into the garden; two others
escaped through the window. After three fruitless attempts Susanna Wesley waded through the fire, which
scorched her legs and face. At last all were safe except for John. He had been asleep in the nursery on the
second floor, with three of his sisters, his little brother Charles, and the nurse. When the alarm was given, the
nurse snatched up Charles, the youngest child, and bade the rest follow her. John was left in bed fast asleep. In a
few minutes he awoke, and, seeing how light the room was, called for help. As no one answered, he put his head
out of the curtains and saw streaks of fire on the ceiling. The child jumped out of bed and went to the door, but
found that all beyond was in a blaze. He then climbed on the chest which stood near the window. While that was
going on, Samuel tried to rush through the flames, which enveloped the staircase, to rescue his boy, the
namesake of his other lost children; but though he made two attempts, holding his trousers above his head as a
kind of shield, the fire beat him down.  Assuming his child lost, he then went into the garden; and, calling his
family around him, all kneeled down while he commended the child to God.   Just then, John appeared in the
second story window.  A man below had seen John, and would have run for a ladder; but another spectator said
there was no time to lose, and suggested that a light man should be set on his shoulders, so as to lift the little
fellow out of the window. The first time the man fell down, but he was helped up again, and was thus able to



reach the child. Just as they rescued him the whole roof fell in. Fortunately, it fell inwards, or the boy and his
brave deliverers would have been crushed by the weight.

When John was brought to his father by the brave men who had rescued him, Samuel cried out, “Come,
neighbors, let us kneel down; let us give thanks to God ! He has given me all my eight children; let the house
go; I am rich enough.” Nothing was saved. In about fifteen minutes the building, with all its furniture, books,
and papers, was utterly destroyed. John Wesley’s wonderful escape always filled him with gratitude.

Paul, the writer of this morning’s scripture lesson, shares with us this same kind of dramatic rescue.  The saving
grace of God through Jesus Christ, that we might not be lost.  This is in the Book of Romans, Paul’s letter to the
____. <Teaching lesson>.  This passage begins with Paul sharing that Christ died for the ungodly.  He says,
“Very rarely will anyone die for a righteous man, though for a good man someone might possibly dare to die.” 
In Paul’s day and age, people didn’t die for each other.  Today, if we see a kid about to get whacked by a car, I
think there are some of us here that, if able, would push the kid out of the way and take the hit for them.  If a guy
came in here with a gun, I think there are some of us here that, if able, would do our best to stop that guy, even
if it meant personal sacrifice.  We’ve been trained that that is what love does.  But in Paul’s age, that kind of
love was almost impossible to find.  Very rarely will someone die for a righteous man.  If they were a good
person, maybe, just maybe, you might find a volunteer to sacrifice themselves on their behalf.  But how much
did God love us?  We weren’t righteous.  We weren’t good.  And yet, God gave us his one and only son.  How
much does this God love us?  More than we can imagine.  And my first point is this: We don’t even know we’re
burning.  We don’t acknowledge that we are in trouble.  While we were yet sinners.  I don’t want to harp on this
too much, but we all fall short of the glory of God.  None of us can make it on our own merit.  One of the first
things we learn about healing and wholeness is the understanding that we are in trouble.  We are in denial.  Ask
any alcoholic about denial.  “I don’t have a problem.  I can handle it.”  Ask anyone who is in debt.  “I don’t have
a problem, everyone is in the hole.”   But we’re in denial.  We’re doing O.K..  When we go to the doctor, most
of us hear these words, “Lose weight, watch your diet, exercise more.”  And maybe, “Quit doing this, quit doing
that, forget about this, don’t even think about that.”  But we’re in denial.  For those who have experienced
marital conflict, you’re in denial about the severity of the issues.  Most of the time, we don’t know we’re in
trouble.  Someone might yell out, “Fire!” and we don’t think it pertains to us.  And like little John Wesley, we
are in danger of the flames.  You’re in danger of burning up.  And in terms of spirituality, that’s not exactly a
metaphor.  We’re in danger of the flames.  I’m O.K., nothing really is wrong.  I’m OK, you’re OK.  We’ll, folks,
I’m not OK.  I’ve got problems to work out, just like you.  One of the things I don’t like about the Roman
Catholic church is their idea of confession.  Confession through a priest to justify and sanctify myself before
God.  However, one of the things I like about the Roman Catholic church is their idea of confession. Most
Protestants just don’t do it.  When was the last time that you confessed to God the sins of your hands, the sins of
your heart?  With confession comes healing.  With confession comes forgiveness.  With confession comes
blessings.  We want God’s blessings, but we don’t want God to question our thoughts or deeds.  We are in
danger of the flames.

And yet, even in the face of imperfection and utter denial, God gave to us his son.  So that we might be
redeemed.  The second point is this, salvation comes!  We are rescued from danger, from the burning pit, from
despair and hopelessness.  We don’t have to live in denial or falsehood or lies.  We don’t have to be alone, in
grief, in worry or depression.  God, through Christ, can deliver us from all of our troubles and tribulations.  Let
me put it this way: If you live a Godly life, good things will happen to you, it’s the way the world works.  If you
live the life as you please, then Murphy will find a place in your home.  You know Murphy, if something can go
wrong, it will.  It seems Murphy follows certain people around and goodness follows other people around.  You
hang around a bad crowd, you’re going to get wrapped up in what they do.  You all know those people who
can’t seem to get a break.  Where they put themselves into a position where they get slapped by life time and
time again.  I know too many examples to share, and I don’t want to offend here, but I have found it to be true, if
you lead a life worthy of the Christian name, then the bad things don’t follow you around as much.  If I choose
to lie, then bad things start to happen.  If I gamble, then bad things start to happen.  If I cheat on my spouse, bad



things start to happen.  If I steal, then I open up a can of worms.  If I mooch off of others, then I become
dependant and trapped.  If I borrow money, then I am a servant and I work because I have to, not because I want
to.  If I swear, I put those words into head and my actions and demeanor spiral downward, you can go on and on. 
Christ saves us by becoming a part of our lives, changing us from the inside out.  We are a brand plucked from
the burning.  Rescued by God’s arms from the torments that we put ourselves through.

And the last point is this, with salvation comes rejoicing.  Paul says it like this: “For it, when we were God’s
enemies we were reconciled to him through the death of his Son, how much more, having been reconciled, shall
we be saved through his life!”  If God loves us when we don’t deserve it, how much more will he love us when
we do claim the name, “Child of God!”  This is where I have to use my imagination just a little bit.  I grew up
with the idea that God loves and forgives me, so it’s not anything new.  If someone would come up to me and
say, “God forgives you.”  I would say, “Great.  Glad to know it.”  If Capital One would call and say, “Your
debts are forgiven.”, some of us would dance for joy and freak out in gladness.  If your long lost child calls and
says, “I want to come home.”, you couldn’t contain your happiness, could you.  If a miracle happened and
whatever health problem you’re facing was suddenly healed, then you would shout and sing for joy.  “Pastor
Mike, God forgives you” (Non-Chelantly) O.K., Doesn’t make sense, does it!  We have been saved from the
burning.  And our prayers go up to God.  Lord, no matter what happens in this life, through thick and thin,
through trials and good times, with you by our side, we are rich enough.  John was saved from the fire and
forever lived for God afterwards.  God has saved us from the fire and now is our chance to live for him.  Amen.


