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Series: Paul’s Second Missionary Journey
Sermon: At Road’s End

Acts 18:18-22 (NIV)
Paul stayed on in Corinth for some time. Then he left the brothers and sisters and sailed for Syria, accompanied
by Priscilla and Aquila. Before he sailed, he had his hair cut off at Cenchreae because of a vow he had taken. 19
They arrived at Ephesus, where Paul left Priscilla and Aquila. He himself went into the synagogue and reasoned
with the Jews. 20 When they asked him to spend more time with them, he declined. 21 But as he left, he
promised, “I will come back if it is God’s will.” Then he set sail from Ephesus. 22 When he landed at Caesarea,
he went up to Jerusalem and greeted the church and then went down to Antioch.

II Corinthians 4:7-9 (NIV)
But we have this treasure in jars of clay to show that this all-surpassing power is from God and not from us. 8
We are hard pressed on every side, but not crushed; perplexed, but not in despair; 9 persecuted, but not
abandoned; struck down, but not destroyed.

Sermon
There is an old, old legend that circulates in the beautiful Missouri Ozark mountains.   When the white settlers
came into the rolling hills region 200 years ago, they were struck by the raw beauty, the rustic peacefulness, and
the potential for precious metals within the Ozark mountains.  One such family explored the region, looking for
fortune.  Yolkum was their name.  They built a log cabin in the deep hills close to the White River.  After
building their cabin, legend has it, they struck it rich.  They found silver somewhere in the mountains.  Every
month they brought in a sack full of high quality silver into the small, nearby town.  The silver was so pure and
fine, that the region minted their own coins with the ore from the Yolkum Silver Mine.  The local hillbilly
population treated the Yolkum silver dollar with higher respect than normal U.S. currency, and for a number of
years, paid their taxes with them.  What makes the story even more interesting is the fact that the Ozark
population did not know where the Yolkums were mining their silver.  The family kept it a secret.  No one knew
the location of the mine except the Yolkum family.  Oh sure, people followed them around and tried to get in on
the silver action.  Every week, the Youlkums would get on their horses with their saddlebags and venture into
the forest.  They would camp out for several days and come back with saddlebags full of silver.  Even those who
followed them into the hills could not figure out where or how they got the silver.  They seemed to go to
different places every time they went into deep woods, and never appeared to be working.  Extensive and
precise maps were made of their every movement when they journeyed into the back woods.  Then one day, the
Yolkums stopped mining silver.  There was an accident at the mine and one of the womenfolk was killed in a
cave-in.  Instead of reopening the mine, the Yolkums decided to let their deceased relative rest in peace.  The
Yolkums moved away, leaving their cabin in the woods, leaving their past along with their loved one.  Shortly
after, their cabin burned down in a fire leaving no trace of it’s existence.  Yet the maps of their movements
stayed with the local townsfolk.  For years after they had left, many a fortune hunter went into the hills
searching for any trace of the mine.  There was still tons of silver yet to be discovered, if they could only find it. 
It was about 60 years after the Yolkums have left that an old gentleman came to town.  Of course, everyone in
town still talked about the legend and mystery of the silver mine and every now and then someone tried to find
it.  The old man who came to town made a big stir in the community because he was a Yolkum.  Matter of fact,
he was in the immediate family of the Yolkums who ran the mine.  He was about 3 years old and lived in the
cabin when tragedy struck the family and moved away.  Did he know where the mine was?  Yes.  He knew.  As
it turns out, there was a deeply hidden family secret about the mine.  All this time, it was believed that the
family went out every week to the mine to work, and then go home with silver in their bags.  The secret was,



was that their own log cabin was built on top of mine, with a trap door that led to a tunnel into the mountain
under the log cabin.  The family would leave the cabin, pretending to be going to the mine, and camp out for a
couple of days, throwing off the scent of anyone who followed them.  They came back home with the silver that
they had actually taken from the cabin.  The deception worked, no one had a clue as to the real location of the
wealthy mine.  And now this old man comes home to reclaim the family tradition and find the family treasure. 
The only problem was that he could not remember, being a three-year old at the time they left, where the family
cabin was located.  Come to find out, nobody in town could remember or have ever heard, where the family
cabin was located.  They went through old maps that surrounded the legend of the Yolkum mine, and most of
the spots where the family made their deceptive camping trips were precisely labeled and located.  But no where
on the maps showed their home, and hence the mine.  He never did find his family’s homestead or treasure. 
And to this day, even with all of the development and tourism around that area, where this story takes place, no
one has found or identified the place where the Yolkums mined millions out of the mountain.  The fortune
seekers who looked in all of the places where the treasure should have been, looked in vain.  The treasure was
not where they expected the treasure to be.   The treasure was not where they expected the treasure to be.

We are wrapping up a sermon series on Paul, and not just Paul, but on his second Missionary Journey. 
Someone this week told me, that’s great that you’re doing this sermon series, but one question: Who’s Paul? 
Maybe I neglected to actually say who Paul was in this series, and why we should care!  He was not one of
Jesus’ original disciples.  Those were Peter James and John and company.  But after the ressurection and
accention, there was a group of devout jews who were going around and rounding up people of the Way, Jesus
followers.  These new fangled Christians.  And Paul was one of them - although he was called Saul back then. 
But when he was on the Road to Damascus, he had a blinding vision, quite literally of the ressurected Christ,
whom he was persecuted, and the vision asked, Saul, Saul, why are you persecuting me?  Saul’s conversion
moment literally knocked him off his horse.  Even the Lord had to tell another Disciple, who did not trust this
Saul guy, “This man is my chosen instrument to carry my name before the Gentiles and their kings and before
the people of Israel.  I will show him how much he must suffer for my name.”  And Paul became a preacher
after that.  And he went on a few missionary journeys to spread the name of Christ to the known world.  That’s
who Paul was, and we are finishing up his second missionary journey, this one thru Greece.  At we are at Road’s
End.  The end of the line.  The last stop before going back home to Antioch, by way of Corinth, Ephesus,
Caesarea, and Jerusalem.  Don’t know about the vow he took, or why he had to cut off his hair, commentaries
are all over the place on this one - so I won’t postulate.  What I do want to cover is what he found in all of these
new places he went.  And I want to use part of a letter he wrote to the church in Corinth.  We used part of this
letter last week with the love chapter - love is patient, love is kind.  That letter.

Paul, in all of his travels, found that people put their pride and their stock in things that go down in value. 
Things that go down in value.  Maybe it was the intellegence and sophisication of Athens.  If your worth as a
human being is in how smart and classy you are, you’re not worth much in God’s eyes as you may be in human
eyes.  

Maybe our worth is in our looks and beauty - items prized by the Corinthians.  But looks fade.  Beauty is
fleeting.  If my self worth is made up of my looks, then I’ll be pretty bankrupt in 100 years from now, I don’t
think I’ll be looking too good.  Do we feel like our importance, our inherent value as a human being is wrapped
up in our appearance, our attractiveness?  Each year, billions of dollars are spent on cosmetics, on plastic
surgery, on hair growth products, on tummy-tucks, on electrolysis and on magazines that tell us that our
importance is based upon our weight.  Stephanie and I, while walking through the mall last week, saw a sign
which read “We now offer size 0 for our dresses”.  Size 0?  How thin do you have to be to wear a size 0?   I go
to the gym.  We have a cruise coming up, gotta get in shape.  Now, I consider myself an average healthy guy for
my age.  However, at the gym, I was one of the most pathetic looking souls in there.  There were men walking
around with big, bulging biceps, perfectly built bodies without blemishes, without receding hairlines, without
those little love-handles.  I mean, these people have muscles in places that I don’t have places.  I was ashamed



of my body.  How pathetic does that sound.  I was ashamed of my average body.  Our world tells us that to be
important, you must have the right look.  You must be Hercules or wear a size 0.  Your value lies in how
attractive you are.  We place too much importance on outside appearances.  We believe that the value of
someone or the value in ourselves is in the way we look, when we know that in God’s eyes, we are all beautiful.

Maybe my worth is in my social status like the people of Thesselonica.  I am important because I am important. 
Politics change.  And we have different celebrities now, and not much value is placed in has been celebrities.
Sometimes we believe that a person’s value is tied in and determined by their social status in the community. 
Their importance and their social status was determined on the power and the authority that they had over other
people.  What job they had, how far they were in  the government ranking.  Your value as a human being was
determined by which wrung you were on of the social ladder of success.  The higher you were, the more
valuable and important you were.  The gods favored you more than those below you.  Again, does this sound
like ancient Greece, or does it sound like the present day, here and now?  Am I more valuable than other people
because I have a white-collar job?  Am I more important than other people because I control more resources
than other people?  Do I think that God shines his little light on me just a little more because I am a minister? 
Of course not.  There is that illusion in society that says that our intrinsic value as a human being is determined
on what we do or what we control.  And we know that it’s a lie, but many of our attitudes and judgments are
based on that notion of our self-importance in society.

The places that Paul travelled had a lot to learn.  They were looking for value in people in all of the wrong
places.  They looked to their beauty, they looked in their athletic ability, they looked in their wealth, they looked
in their education.  They looked for what made them feel important and what made them feel special.  They
were not disappointed.  They found beautiful people.  They found amazing athletes, they found political leaders
and strong civil authorities, they found highly educated people.  AND THESE ARE ALL GOOD THINGS,
BUT THEY’RE NOT THE MOST IMPORTANT THINGS.  But all of these people were looking for treasure
in a place where there wasn’t any.  Yes, it would be nice to be attractive.  Yes, it would be nice to be successful
and to climb the social ladder of achievement.  Yes, if I could play for the Cubs, I would.  Yes, there is worth in
education and helping others with your knowledge.  But that is not where true treasure resides.

Paul walked into Greece, a province where people felt that their worth as a human being, as a person came from
how well they decorated their box, how well their lives looked to others.  Paul gives them a message that they
cannot understand.  A message that goes against the grain.  “But we have this treasure in jars of clay to show
that this all-surpassing power is from God and not from us”.  Jars of clay.  Paul was referring to the human
body.  Jars of clay.  Simple, earthy, fragile.  The Romans worked very hard to perfect their image, to make their
lives important.  They decorated their lives with outside frills.  They believed that their value came from the
things that they did.  It was all “me” focused.  I can do this.  I can do that.  And Paul comes in and says “I can’t
do anything!!  Compared to your ornate lives of wealth and prestige, I am nothing but a jar of clay.  I am
nothing.  But within me, there is the power of God.  Within me, I carry around the death of Jesus in my heart, so
that the life of Jesus may also be revealed in me”.  Paul is saying “Personally, I am nothing, I have no value.  My
beauty, wealth, career or of no meaning.  Except I have the power of God at work within me, and that is what
makes me valuable.”

Many times in our lives, we are dropped, crumpled, and ground into the dirt.  We may get older and lose our
hair and get wrinkly, we may lose our physical strength, we may lose our jobs.  But no matter what has
happened or will happen to our lives, we will never lose our value in God’s eyes.  Our families might be messed
up, or broken.  To God, dirty or clean, smart or not smart, pretty or ugly, rich or poor, we are still priceless.  The
people Paul found in his journey looked to themselves for worth.  They were looking for treasure in all of the
wrong places.  If we look to God for our treasure and keep his message in our hearts, we will strike it rich every
time.  And the family of God said, AMEN!


