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 Everyone wants to know if I’m mad about the roof.  

 

“They unroofed the roof!” people say. “They unroofed your roof.”  

 

And they’re not wrong. Truth be told, I was pretty mad at first. I mean, there’s a hole in 

my roof for crying out loud! When we’re done here, you can go see it for yourself. I haven’t had 

a chance to throw the slats and palm leaves back into place and mat everything down with clay.  

 

Listen, I’m not overly fussy. When Jesus asked if he could stay with me, I knew he would 

probably draw some attention. So, I said, “Jesus, you go ahead and use the whole house.” I 

wanted to make a good impression on him. But it’s the people you just can’t always account 

for… How I could I have prepared for so many of them? I don’t even know where they all came 

from, or who they all were! By the time the day was in full swing, I had already started feeling a 

bit like a stranger in my own home. 

 

I was crammed inside with everyone else when dirt started to fall from the ceiling and the 

first bit of light peeked through. All of a sudden, my roof was disappearing! People were 

distracted, muttering to each other and pointing! Jesus was getting interrupted! “That’s my roof!” 

I thought with panic. “My roof’s getting unroofed!” Oh, if I had gone out there and seen who it 

was and what they were doing, gosh, I believe I would have stopped them. I would’ve said 

something like, “Get down from there! If you keep unroofing my roof, I’ll call the authorities.” 

Or, “Can’t you see people are trying to listen in there? Come down now and wait at the front of 

the house with the others!”  

 

But I was stuck. I was caught between so many people, there was nowhere I could go, 

nothing I could do but watch. Which now I’m grateful for. Because it was then that I looked 

more closely at Jesus, and his face steadied me. 

 

Jesus was unperturbed by the whole thing. I think, at first, he was as surprised and 

curious as everyone else in the house. But when he saw those four heads pop over the edges of 

the hole and look down, when he saw their dirty, sweaty faces, their big smiles and calculating 

brows, when he saw the bottom of the mat appear and watched it begin to descend toward him, 

he was overwhelmed with joy. I swear I saw his eyes shining with tears as he looked up at the 

body coming down to him out of the sky. I mean, my goodness, it was such a crazy, desperate 

thing to do – unroofing the roof. It moved him.  

 

I watched with attention. I didn’t cry out in objection. Even though people were jabbing 

me with their elbows and whispering, “Man, that’s your roof,” something inside me said, “Wait 

for a minute. Wait and see.” I’m glad I listened to that voice. I wouldn’t have wanted to miss 

what happened next. 



You’ve heard the story by now, or you wouldn’t be here asking me questions. Jesus said 

to the paralytic, “Child, your sins are forgiven,” and the scribes who were there cried foul. They 

thought it was blasphemy for Jesus to say something like that. Jesus knew their thoughts. He 

called them out, and he proved his power to them by healing the man’s paralysis right before 

their eyes. He called the man a beloved child. He forgave his sins. He told him to get up and 

walk back to his own home.  

 

Home. Hearing that word in that moment… it hit me differently. There I was, feeling like 

a stranger in my own home, getting my roof unroofed. But then – how do I even put this? – what 

was happening above us started happening to us, in us…the whole crowd, me. I felt a… a… 

space opening up in my mind… something like… like shingles … falling from my eyes. I felt 

opened, more aware… I mean spiritually… My anger and distress left me. I forgot for a moment 

that the house was mine. It’s hard to put in words. I felt the light pouring in.  

 

“This man has a home,” I thought. Then it dawned on me: he had a home but couldn’t 

walk around it; I had a home but couldn’t see past it. So, he and his friends unroofed my roof and 

enlarged my vision, and he got to go out and walk through his own front door. The grace of that 

just about knocked me over. 

 

You should have seen the man when he got up. He was so joyful, so beautiful! Everyone 

inside gasped and gawked. The four on the roof whooped and hollered and wept. Talk about 

seeing something that you never thought you’d see… and in my house. 

 

Then something happened, and all you can do is laugh about it. Would you believe that a 

way appeared? The guy got up, took his mat, and walked out of the house. That’s right – in its 

amazement, the jam-packed crowd shifted and made an aisle for him like he was royalty, and he 

passed right on through. It was like the seas parting. “So there had been room for him all along,” 

I marveled. We all just had to pivot a bit, move our bodies around some. Mad as I was at first 

that my roof had been unroofed, I realized that we all could’ve done a little more to make sure 

everyone had a chance to get close to Jesus.  

 

After everyone cleared out for the night, I went to bed and found that I could look out at 

the night sky through the hole in my roof. I could see the stars. The stars brought Abraham, my 

ancestor, to mind. I remembered how he, all those years ago, walked beneath the stars one night, 

communing with God in his heart, commended by God for having faith. I remembered how 

Abraham’s faith was bold, creative, persistent, and big-hearted. He and Sarah were elderly, they 

already had a home, but when God called, they left their old lives behind and went out believing 

that they’d be led to where they were supposed to go. I thought about him, night after night 

setting up camp, morning after morning tearing it down again and going a little further on his 

journey. He knew what it was like to get his roof unroofed. He did it willingly for the blessing of 

the whole world. “That’s faith,” I thought to myself. “That’s the kind of faith found in the people 

of God.” Abraham acted on his convictions, just like the four friends. 

 

That’s what moved Jesus so much yesterday. He saw their faith. Jesus saw them working 

together with boldness, creativity, persistence, and big hearts to get a person in need into his 

presence.  



They made a way where there was no way. They believed that this was the time, this was 

the place; here was a need, there was the Savior. Nothing was going to stand in their way, not 

even the crowd. They unroofed the roof. It makes me think that I still have a lot to learn, and a 

lot of courage to muster, when it comes to my own faith. 

 

Well, I ought to get going. I told you how big that crowd was yesterday. I woke up this 

morning to dirt that needs sweeping, scuffs that need buffing, trash that needs collecting.  

 

Oh, yea, I’ll get the roof put back together.  

 

I’ll be glad the hole is patched next time rain comes through.  

 

But maybe I’ll leave that for last. Yea, maybe I’ll just wait and see if I can get to it. 

 

I’ll need some friends to help me get it back together, anyhow.  

 

They’ll ask me what happened, how my roof got unroofed, and I’ll tell them everything. 

 

Amen. 


