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April 11, 2015  Florida Hospital Seventh-day Adventist Church 
Romans 12 What Happens Here Doesn’t Stay Here: Authentic 
Christianity, by Andy McDonald 
 
Just two expectations!  That’s what we’ve been saying in our New 
Member Orientation for years now—just two expectations. Without 
even the slightest reservation we can hold to just these two.  We know 
that if each member takes seriously just these two expectations that all 
that needs to be done through the ministries of this place will occur. 
 
These two expectations are the subject of the pair of sermons this week 
and next, and as we explore these expectations I think you’ll see that as 
we each fulfill them it will be true that what happens here doesn’t stay 
here. 
 
The expectation that Jeff will talk about next week is related to the 
seriousness with which we believe in the great Biblical doctrine called 
the Priesthood of All Believers. You are called and you have a place 
and opportunity to “minister” on Christ’s behalf, not just here at our 
facility on a Sabbath morning, but also in many ways throughout our 
week.  More on that expectation next week.  
 
Let’s Pray, Father, Son and Holy Spirit you are the generous God who 
saves. Forgive us for all the times we have tried to take that work from 
you.  Forgive us for our faulty ineffective and wrong headed—thinking 
more highly of ourselves than we ought.  Please open our eyes to our 
real condition before you that we may cry out for the mercy you 
specialize in giving. Amen. 
 
From the very start of our New Member Orientation I consistently have 
taught my expectation that we be real about our Christianity.  But it 
wasn’t until I was preparing this message that I gave studied thought to 
why.   
 
Why would it be so important to me?  Why would I have adopted it as 
part of my framework for what it means to be church? Why is this 
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expectation of “being real” such a big deal?  Looking back on my 
ministry involvement after High School, in College, Seminary, my 
internship, first church, other districts I served, and then my years here 
why has this expectation been so rooted in my mind, my life, my 
teaching, and my ministry? 
 
I’m sure it has been influenced by reading the Bible, from other books 
I’ve read, conferences I’ve attended, groups to which I’ve belonged. 
 
My story may resonate with yours or it may be very different but I 
believe there are occasions when we need to share our story, and that’s 
what I want to do today.  I want to share with you my story. 
 
I love story core and This American Life on NPR. I love to hear 
people’s stories.  Some of them are so unique and far distant from my 
life that it is hard to identify with them, while others feel like they stole 
parts of their script from the screenplay of my life. 
 
In so many ways I lived a charmed life.  My sister is six years older 
than me so by the time I was the same age that she was when I was 
born she was almost a teenager. Our relationship was healthy, I knew 
she loved me but our lives were still at very different points.   
 
My Dad was a man of opinion and conviction.  He never attended 
college but he would read.  We used to laugh that his quotes would be 
from the Bible, Steps to Christ, or the Reader’s Digest!  But seriously 
Dad loved to read, and while those might have been his primary 
sources he also would read encyclopedias for fun.  He was 
uncompromising in his beliefs and convictions. Kind, generous, loving, 
supportive, motivating, and unbending. 20 years ago  he died of 
pancreatic cancer. Dad loved a good nap, and his tombstone says, 
“Napping till the resurrection.” 
 
My mother is incredibly loving and is a woman who in no way relishes 
conflict. Dad loved a heated argument, Mom not so much.  
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 I’ve watched her relate to our daughter and son and their cousin 
Amelia, her grandchildren, and I think I was raised very much the same 
way.  I know mother said no—every mother has to say no to their child 
at some point.  But it was a rarity and that was a gift.  She and Dad 
lived a very improvisational life without even knowing what that was.   
 
The first rule of improve is “Yes…and…”  I’ve observed this amazing 
talent in my mother to divert, distract, refocus with a virtual if not 
actual “yes and”.   
 
One of the grandchildren would be headed for something in her 
museum like house, that she didn’t want them to disturb.  I really find it 
hard to recall her saying “No, don’t touch that.”  But rather without 
using the exact words would say, “Yes, that would be fun to play with  
and instead let’s make cookies!” or “Let’s color a picture.” Or “Let’s 
play hide and seek.” It was like she wanted her grandchildren, and I 
imagine it was the same for me growing up, to engage in life and not be 
restricted from life. 
 
From about 7 years old until I was in College all but 2 years I lived just 
across the street from my Mother’s parents 13 acres of fields and 
woods and a creek.  I lived in those outdoor places, alone, or playing 
with cousins and our ponies. I grew up with a realization that this land 
was part of the family’s from the early days of Georgia land grants. 3 or 
4 miles away were my Dad’s parents who lived in the house in which 
he was born. 
 
I was a very fortunate, very loved little boy.  I was the only son to carry 
on the McDonald name on that side of my family tree and for many 
years the only male cousin on the other side. I was a bit spoiled. 
 
We were churched. Oh my, when the church doors were opened we 
were one of the families that was pretty much guaranteed to be there, 
and when we weren’t, even in those pre facebook days, everyone was 
curious that we weren’t there.  
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My Dad was a local elder, very involved in the church and its 
functioning, and my Mother taught Sabbath School, and served for 
years as the church clerk.   
 
Grandma Flora, my mother’s mom, had serious degenerative hip 
disease in the days before they would just pop in new  hips, and she 
walked with a cane and a significant limp and each week after sitting 
for church she could use an arm for extra support and I would proudly 
escort her down the isle at church. 
 
I was a good littleboy.  I attended SS each week, memorized my 
memory verse, could recite all 13weeks worth at the end of the quarter. 
When an evangelist meeting or revival was held at our church I never 
missed.  My card got punched and the free bible was mine. Every time 
a preacher made a call for people to give their lives to Jesus, my heart 
would be touched and I’d go forward.  I got pretty serious at about 7 
years old that I wanted to be baptized, but our pastor said I was too 
young.  I kept insisting all that year and all while I was 8 to no avail.  
Then JJ Miette who had been an evangelist and was pretty much 
interested in baptizing anyone he could,  became our pastor and so 2 
weeks before my 9th Birthday I was baptized. I was a good boy. 
 
School came easy to me.  I loved learning and teachers loved me. It 
seemed such a great place.  Back then there wasn’t much in the way of 
advanced placement kinds of stuff, but what our teachers did was have 
the students who got the subject quickly help their fellow students who 
might be struggling and I tutored a couple of guys for years. 
 
I was a good boy. I was big into doing the right thing—obeying the 
letter of the law—and pretty much assuming that because of that I was 
just a little bit better than those who didn’t.   I’m pretty sure I grasped 
that God loved everybody but maybe since the adults in my life gave 
me attention and seemed to love me a bit more than some of my more 
mischievous friends, I was pretty sure God loved me more too! 
 
After all I was a good boy. 
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Sunshine bands to sing in the nursing home, visitation of elderly, even 
attending funerals with my mother who was the self designated church 
funeral attender, helping out with whatever was needed, I was a good 
pathfinder, VBS attender and eventual helper, I was developing the fine 
ability to compartmentalize life. 
 
There was the sacred stuff, and there was secular stuff.  I began to see 
that some of the adults talked one way at church and another way when 
they were out and about. 
 
The first big scandal that happened brought to my awareness the gap 
between profession and practice and I was determined to have good 
practice that matched my profession…as the good boy I was. 
 
My Junior year of High School I went off to Georgia-Cumberland 
Academy.  It was great!  I got to know lots of new friends. Enjoyed 
dating.  Was involved in the full life of the school.  Became boys club 
president the second semester, and then SA president my senior year. 
I also worked with the Annual staff as photographer and assistant 
layout editor. 
 
Like everyone else there were  temptations in my life. But whatever I 
found tempting, wherever caved to temptation, I kept well guarded.  
There was a certain amount of in-authenticity in my good boy life and 
maybe especially in my spiritual life.  But I was used to being the good 
boy and so I did a great job of not letting my warts show. 
 
But when the annual I’d helped produce  came out the annual editors 
had messed with the “senior superlatives” and while, I didn’t react 
publically I was slapped in the face by the one under my picture. 
“Unreal”!   
 
I had sort of always prided myself in being real.  I had coonskin hat as a 
kid and I wouldn’t be satisfied with some fake hat it had to be a real 
coonskin with a real coon tail.   I loved and still love being out of doors 
because the woods, and lakes, and ocean and mountains are real. 
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I had a coin collection and there was no place in my collection for fake 
or counterfeit coins. 
 
Even as a kid when we played store I wanted mom to save real cans, 
open them on the bottom and not throw them out but let me use them at 
least real empty cans. 
 
I hated the fake the plastic the cheap imitation, and when I saw that 
moniker of “unreal” I simply determined that I didn’t want that to be 
any part of who I was to become. 
 
But the problem was and is that one of the hardest things for long term 
Christians and those who grew up in the Christian faith, especially 
those who were the good girls and good boys, is to admit that we have 
a problem. 
 
In October of 1991 I wrote this during a time of spiritual reflection: 
 
Do I really plan to practice when I profess? 
Or, is there subtle saboteur I must confess? 
I worship a God, void of hypocrisy 
Says what he does, does what he says with no duplicity. 
That’s what I want …Who I claim to be  
And who I am a perfect match, the real me. 
Can it ever happen here? 
Is it enough to be closer tomorrow than I am today,  
    or was in some past year? 
Inviting people to shed hypocrisy, isn’t that the best appeal 
A call to practice what is preached to just be real. 
 
The saboteur to authentic spirituality is so subtle and so pervasive. 
 
It is the easy illusion that we will judge ourselves as having authentic 
spirituality based on our behaviors, our obedience, our conformity to 
the spiritual standards, rules, and laws. 
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Why is it so hard for us to just be real?  Because in the world of 
spiritual reality,  authentic spirituality,  the first side of the coin is tough 
to take.  Especially if we’ve been good.  If by in large we have 
conformed not to this world but conformed to spiritual stuff, our ears 
don’t like the tone, we resist accepting the clarity that Paul brings as he 
quotes 15 verses from the Old Testament to drive his point home. 
 
Remember that Paul is looking into the mirror as one who towed the 
line, he was the epitome of a good boy, a good man, part of the group 
most respected for their good obedience.  He describes himself in 
Philippians 3:4- 
 
Yet I could have confidence in myself if anyone could. If others have 
reason for confidence in their own efforts, I have even more! For I was 
circumcised when I was eight days old, having been born into a pure-
blooded Jewish family that is a branch of the tribe of Benjamin. So I 
am a real Jew if there ever was one! What’s more, I was a member of 
the Pharisees, who demand the strictest obedience to the Jewish law. 
And zealous? Yes, in fact, I harshly persecuted the church. And I 
obeyed the Jewish law so carefully that I was never accused of any 
fault.  
 
Yet he now considers all that to be rubbish.  He preceded that 
paragraph by saying, “We put no confidence in human effort.” 
 
And for good reason, yet it is the hugest hurdle for authentic spirituality 
 
In Romans 3 Paul quotes 15 OT verses to try and coach us over this 
hurdle.  In order to live a life of Authentic Spirituality, one of the 
expectations here at the Hospital Church we must come to own this 
reality. 
 
No one is good—not even one.  No one has real understanding; no one 
is seeking God.  All have turned away from God; all have gone wrong.  
No one does good, not even one. Their talk is foul, like the stench from 
and open grave. Their speech is filled with lies. The poison of a deadly 
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snake drips from their lips. Their mouths are full of cursing and 
bitterness. They are quick to commit murder.  Wherever they go, 
destruction and misery follow them. They do not know what true peace 
is. The have no fear of God to restrain them…For no one can ever be 
made right in God’s sight by doing what his law commands. For the 
more we know God’s law, the clearer it becomes that we aren’t obeying 
it.” Romans 3: 10-18 & 20 
 
For me it was second semester of my freshman year in college.  I had 
taken it off and was living with two of my friends in an old house on 
our family’s property in north Georgia. Sitting by the stove to stay 
warm, wrapped in quilts, reading Christ Our Righteousness by A.G. 
Daniels I awoke to the truth that brings Authentic Spirituality, All my 
good boy obedience, all my goodness was equivalent of filthy rags, but 
all the absolute perfection of Christ is put to my account, is in reality 
made mine by his merciful and gracious gift, and my part is to accept it 
by faith.  I can’t see the books, I can’t observe the transaction, but I can 
choose to believe and then I will begin to see little confirmations in my 
new life Christ in me the hope of glory. 
 
Let’s just be  real, authentic.  Some of our days are like that cold 
January day in 1974 when it is clear, I am nothing and Christ is 
everything.  And some of our days we begin to believe we are a little 
something which means Christ is less than everything.  And in those 
moments authentic spirituality may be pushed aside for a moment by 
our old hypocrisy.  By thinking more highly of ourselves than we 
ought.   Sure Christ has gifted you, you are an amazing wonder in so 
many ways fearfully and wonderfully made, but when it comes to 
spirituality to be authentic is to own where you are and seek to return to 
the place where Jesus is everything.  But just be real, we are a mess just 
be real, don’t pretend. 
 
Hypocrisy is the curse of the church.  People for whom the moniker 
“Unreal” is all too real.   Own your place.  Wherever you are on this 
journey, faking it or surrendered or whatever place on that spectrum  
own it, it is what it is.  Like in AA make a searching and fearless moral 
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inventory of your life, and make a decision to turn your will and your 
life over to the care of God. 
Jeremiah makes this reasoning plain and wise: 
 
Jeremiah 17  
Cursed are those who put their trust in mere humans and turn their  
hearts away from the Lord 
 
Vs. 7 But blessed are those who trust in the Lord and have made the 
Lord their hope and confidence.   
 
Because vs. 14  O Lord, you alone can heal me; you alone can save.  
My praises are for you alone. 
 
To be authentic spiritually is to be real about where we are. To own our 
inadequacy, to freely admit our failings and faults, no need to pretend 
they aren’t there. And to be authentic spiritually is to give up on us and 
put all of our trust in Christ, Jesus is everything, Christ in you the hope 
of glory. 
 
That’s why we can be real. It’s okay to struggle here. It’s okay to be 
real about where we are and not fake it. Own it.  Then we can speak 
into one another’s lives, love each other, hold up mirrors for us to see 
our real condition and to once again move to the apex of authentic 
spirituality, I am nothing, Jesus is everything.  That’s real, that’s 
authentic spirituality. 
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What are some in-authentic or fake things that irritate you? 
 
 
What is it about being “real” that has an appeal? 
 
 
If we are drawn to the real why is it that we would ever say 
one thing and do another? 
 
 
What are the risks of growing up as the “good girl or boy”? 
 
 
How do those risks compare with the risks of being the “bad 
boy or girl”? 
 
 
How susceptible are you to “thinking more highly of yourself 
than you should” spiritually? 
 
 
What do you think about a saved sinner still being a sinner? 
 
 
How would you define authentic spirituality, and how will you 
go about having it? 
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