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Life	without	Walls	Series	 	 	 	 	 	 Be	a	Gate	Builder	
Jeff	Cinquemani	 	 	 	 	 	 	 August	5,	2017	
	
The	Florida	Hospital	Church	Vision	states:	“We	will	be	a	church	without	walls,	fully	
engaged	in	serving	the	people	of	our	community.”		So,	what	does	that	mean	to	you	.	.	
.	a	church	without	walls?		
	
There’s	a	picture	that	the	book	of	Joshua	paints	early	on	in	its	narrative.		The	
children	of	Israel	have	been	wandering	around	in	this	dessert	for	40	years,	and	
finally	now	it’s	time	to	move	into	the	land	that	God	has	promised.		So	here	they	are,	
ready	to	start	a	new	life,	and	they	come	up	against	Jericho,	perhaps	one	of	the	most	
fortified	cities	of	its	time.		To	the	Israelites	who’d	been	living	in	tents,	this	must	have	
seemed	to	be	an	incredible	obstacle.			
	
Since	their	beginning,	walls	have	always	been	built	to	accomplish	two	main	
functions	–	to	keep	something	out,	or	to	secure	something	within.		We	now	have	
classical	images	of	these	kinds	of	walls	when	we	think	of	fortresses,	or	castles,	or	
even	more	modern	forts.		However,	to	an	extent,	this	“wall	mentality”	of	
protectionism	and	security	has	also	made	its	way	into	thinking	about	what	a	church	
should	be.		In	the	name	of	religion,	we	have	built	very	elaborate	walls	to	protect,	
secure,	and	sometimes	even	exclude	others	without	ever	laying	one	stone	on	
another.	
	
The	motivation	for	this,	in	many	people’s	minds,	is	a	sound	one.		However,	we	were	
never	meant	to	be	a	fortress.		Christ	told	us	to	go,	not	stay.		To	go	into	the	world.	Yes,	
today	we	are	here	worshiping,	but	when	you	leave	these	doors,	the	church	will	be	
wherever	you	are.	
	
Isn’t	it	interesting	that	this	right	now	is	not	just	a	nice	time	to	praise	and	worship;	
this	is	Christ	working	within	you	to	prepare	you	for	what	you	will	be	doing	when	
you	leave.		Nothing	here	is	meant	to	hold	anything	in	or	preserve	it	until	you	get	
back	here	next	week.		This	is	all	meant	for	you	to	take	with	you	as	you	go,	a	church	
without	walls.	
	
Along	with	that,	no	walls	means	all	are	welcome.	Seriously	ALL	are	welcome.		Here’s	
an	excerpt	from	our	welcome	statement	from	the	website:	
	
Here	at	FHC	we	are…..single,	married,	divorced,	female,	male,	straight,	LGBTQ,	poor,	
rich	old,	young	and	we	welcome	any	member	of	the	community	to	join	us	in	
worship.		We	don’t	care	if	you’re	a	practicing	Christian,	or	got	lost	in	traffic	and	
wound	up	here	by	mistake.		We	want	to	offer	you	grace	and	peace	as	you	begin	or	
continue	your	faith	journey.		We	are	FHC	and	we’re	all	welcome.	
	
Let’s	Pray.	
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When	I	was	in	college,	one	of	the	guys	in	my	doctrines	class	had	come	up	with	a	
paper	that	he	thought	could	be	use	in	“Soul	Winning”	efforts.		He	first	presented	it	to	
our	teacher,	and	with	his	approval,	his	little	document	was	passed	out	to	everyone	
in	the	class.			I	can	still	remember	the	title	at	the	top	of	the	page	when	his	handout	
landed	on	my	desk.		It	read	in	bold	print,	“How	to	Argue	with	.	.	.	”	
	
Although	I	was	only	a	sophomore	and	barely	into	my	first	year	of	pastoral	classes,	I	
could	hardly	contain	my	uneasiness	with	what	I	was	seeing	as	I	leafed	through	the	
pages.			He	had	systematically	laid	out	what	he	felt	were	vulnerable	teachings,	or	
flaws,	in	the	doctrines	of	just	about	every	religious	group	that	we	might	come	in	
contact	with.			
	
He	stood	up	in	front	of	all	of	us	and	stated	that	we	now	had	plenty	of	ammunition	to	
trip	up	or	hammer	down	on	pretty	much	every	faith	group	out	there.			He	then	said,	
“You	should	never	have	to	worry	about	losing	an	argument	with	anyone	over	
religion.	I’ve	even	added	a	section	for	atheists.”		
	
After	class	I	went	over	to	him	and	said,	“You’ve	missed	a	section.”		“Oh?”	he	said	
“and	what’s	that?”	
	
“You	missed	the	section	about	how	to	argue	with	a	Seventh-day	Adventist.”		He	gave	
me	this	odd	look,	like	“how	dense	are	you?”		Then,	as	kindly	as	he	knew	how,	he	said,	
“Well	that	is	the	point,	isn’t	it?”	
	
“What	point?”	I	said,	now	coaxing	him	a	little.	
	
“That	.	.	.	well,	how	can	you	argue	with	a	Seventh-day	Adventist?”	he	sharply	stated.	
	
“Well,”	I	returned,	“maybe	if	you	wrote	it,	we	could	find	out,	right?”	
	
I	have	looked	all	over	my	papers	from	college,	and	I’ve	never	been	able	to	find	my	
copy	of	that	document.	I	don’t	really	recall,	but	I	think	he	might	have	taken	it	back	
right	about	then.	
	
As	uneasy	as	I	felt	about	that	paper,	I	am	sure	that	there	have	been	many	times,	
through	my	own	lack	of	consideration	for	others,	that	I	have	caused	defenses	to	go	
up	and	even	doors	to	be	closed.			You	see,	even	if	we’re	not	trying	to	be	
argumentative,	much	like	we	saw	in	the	sketch	with	Tami	and	Craig,	there	are	times	
when	our	well-meaning	attempts	to	help	or	bring	healing	to	someone	is	met	with	
seemingly	immoveable	walls.		
	
In	this	world,	we	know	there	will	always	be	pain	and	suffering,	indifference	and	
hate.		So	with	that,	we	will	always	have	our	walls	that	go	up	from	our	distrust	and	
fear.	
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As	I’m	sure	you	recognized,	the	sketch	we	saw	earlier	was	an	adaptation	of	this	
incredible	story	found	in	John	4,	where	Jesus	comes	up	to	Sychar,	which	is	a	small	
town	located	in	Samaria.		Now,	he	decides	that	he’s	going	to	stay	out	by	this	well,	
which	is	located	just	outside	the	town,	while	his	disciples	go	in	and	grab	something	
to	eat.	
	
While	he’s	resting	there	in	the	heat	of	the	day,	the	real	story	begins.		You	see,	not	
long	after	the	departure	of	the	disciples,	a	woman	comes	out	to	draw	water	from	the	
well.		It’s	very	likely	that	she	has	no	intention	of	disturbing	this	visiting	guest	as	she	
quietly	and	discretely	lowers	her	bucket.			
	
Yet	even	if	she	seems	private	and	inconspicuous,	she	is	not	unnoticed	by	Jesus.		He	
sees	her,	and	not	just	her,	but	the	picture	of	her	life.		It	is	the	picture	of	someone	
who	has	long	been	struggling	with	the	belief	that	her	life	has	somehow	already	been	
discounted,	and	her	future	deprecated.		And	don’t	even	get	her	started	on	her	
relationship	status;	it’s	way	beyond	calloused	by	now.		So	needless	to	say,	her	
attitude	is	argumentative,	and	her	words	are	sharp	and	cynical	to	anyone	who	might	
provoke	her.	
	
However,	for	us	to	understand	what	Jesus	was	setting	up,	we	have	to	see	God	and	
his	Kingdom	in	a	different	light.		In	the	Kingdom	of	God,	there	are	no	walls,	nothing	
that	divides	us	or	keeps	us	from	him.		Yet	everyone	around	him	during	his	ministry	
was	working	and	living	in	a	different	paradigm.		God	had	never	been	this	available	
or	accessible,	but	that	was	going	to	change	today	for	this	woman	and	this	town.	
	
So	Jesus	intentionally	engages	her	and	makes	a	seemingly	harmless	request:		
“Would	you	give	me	a	drink	of	water?”	
	
Almost	immediately,	we	see	her	wall	go	up.		First	it	is	a	social	or	racial	wall.		The	
Samaritans	and	Jews	were	arguably	the	very	worst	of	enemies,	and	no	self-
respecting	Jew	would	ever	engage	a	Samaritan	in	conversation,	much	less	a	
Samaritan	woman.			
	
So	she	asks,	somewhat	brazenly	actually,	“How	is	it	that	you	a	Jew,	are	asking	me,	a	
Samaritan	woman,	for	a	drink?”	
	
How	good	is	this,	right?		I	sometimes	wonder	if	Jesus	wasn’t	tired	at	all	from	the	
walking.	Maybe	he	was	just	tired	of	talking	to	Jews	this	whole	trip,	and	now	he	could	
hang	out	with	a	quick-minded	Samaritan.		
	
	Jesus	is	well	aware	of	these	racial	divides,	and	as	we’ll	soon	see,	he’s	also	well	aware	
of	this	woman	and	the	deeper	sides	of	her	life.			So	instead	of	inciting	an	argument	
about	who	has	the	greatest	social	or	racial	standing,	Jesus	starts	to	build	a	“gate,”	if	
you	will,	a	gate	in	her	wall—the	wall	that	she	thought	was	always	forced	up	against	
her.		
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So	……		
10 Jesus answered, “If you knew the generosity of God and who I am, you would 
be asking me for a drink, and I would give you fresh, living water.” 
11-12 The woman said, “Sir, you don’t even have a bucket to draw with, and this 
well is deep. So how are you going to get this ‘living water’? Are you a better 
man than our ancestor Jacob, who dug this well and drank from it, he and his 
sons and livestock, and passed it down to us?” 

	
Each	time	that	Jesus	would	chisel	a	little	bit	more	out	of	her	wall,	she	would	fire	
back	at	him,	trying	to	get	him	to	argue	her	point.		Yet	each	time	the	gate	got	more	
and	more	accessible.	
	
She	argued	racial	inequality,	she	argued	religion	and	reason,	and	each	time	Jesus	
comes	back	with	an	invitation	to	know	who	he	really	is	and	find	a	higher	calling	than	
the	one	she	believes	she’s	stuck	in.	
	
Finally	he	says,	“Woman,	go	bring	your	husband.”	
	
To	which	she	promptly	states,	“I	have	no	husband!”	
	
“Ah,”	Jesus	says,	“that’s	true.	Actually,	you’ve	had	five	husbands,	and	the	one	you’re	
living	with	now	isn’t	your	husband.”	
	
Now	the	conversation	changes,	even	though	the	woman	tries	one	last	time	to	
deflect.	“Oh,	what?	Are	you	a	prophet?”			
	
But	she	knows—she	knows	now	that	this	isn’t	just	a	religious	debate	or	a	political	
discussion.		This	isn’t	just	a	crucial	conversation;	this	is	her	crucial	conversation.		
And	with	each	comment	now	that	he	makes,	her	heart	starts	to	beat	faster,	and	her	
head	starts	to	spin.		
	
But	how	is	this	possible,	she	thinks.	I’m	not	one	of	the	“privileged.”		Yes,	I	talk	a	big	
game	sometimes,	but	I’m	small	potatoes,	and	I	mostly	fake	it	at	religion.			I’ve	seen	
my	life,	and	it’s	not	pretty.		
	
Jesus	sees	her	emotions	now,	the	wheels	turning	inside	of	her	mind,	and	he	relieves	
her	inner	fears.		It	is	this	kind	of	authenticity	that	God	is	truly	looking	for,	he	says.		
The	time	has	finally	come	where	you	will	no	longer	have	to	worry	about	where	to	
worship,	or	where	you’ve	come	from,	or	who	you’re	called.		You	see,	God	just	wants	
people	who	are	simply	and	honestly	themselves	in	their	adoration,	in	their	worship,	
and	in	their	serving.	
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You	can	almost	see	her	wiping	her	eyes	and	looking	down.			
25 The woman said, “I don’t know about that. I do know that the Messiah is 
coming. When he arrives, we’ll get the whole story.” 
26 “I am he,” said Jesus. “You don’t have to wait any longer or look any further.” 

	
Just	then,	it	says	the	disciples	come	into	the	picture.		It	feels	a	bit	awkward,	really.	
Here’s	the	most	critical	part	of	the	whole	conversation,	and	all	twelve	of	them	come	
bumbling	onto	the	scene.			Furthermore,	it	says	that	they	are	all	biting	their	tongues	
and	trying	not	to	say	what	was	on	everyone’s	mind.	
	
“Jesus,	you	stayed	back	from	having	some	quality	time	in	town	with	your	buds	to	be	
out	here,	talking	to	a	Samaritan	woman?		Hello!	What’s	wrong	with	this	picture!?”	
	
Their	looks	and	stares	told	the	story,	but	it	says	that	no	one	said	it	out	loud.			
	
It	says	that	the	woman	took	all	of	this	as	her	signal	to	leave.		Perhaps	she	was	trying	
to	keep	Jesus	from	defending	her;	perhaps	she	left	because	she	didn’t	want	to	suffer	
the	embarrassment	herself.		But	either	way,	it	says	she	went	right	to	the	people	of	
her	town	and	shared	what	had	just	happened	to	her.		In	her	excitement,	she	shared	a	
powerful	revelation	about	the	conversation	with	Jesus.	
	
She	said:	
	
29-30 “Come see a man who knew all about the things I did, who knows me 
inside and out. Do you think this could be the Messiah?” And they went out to 
see for themselves. 
	
She	had	come	to	understand	that	this	encounter	was	not	meant	for	just	anyone	that	
day;	it	was	meant	for	her.		You	see,	the	main	problem	with	religion	is	that,	by	it’s	
definition,	it	gives	off	the	impression	that	there	is	a	preferred	path	to	get	to	Christ.		
We	have	become	confused	a	little	on	this.		Yes,	salvations	IS	through	Jesus	Christ	
alone,	but	there	is	no	ONE	way	to	get	to	him.		
	
I	was	backpacking	in	Colorado	with	a	friend	of	mine,	and	his	dad,	who	lived	in	
Colorado	at	the	time,	wanted	to	go	up	with	us.		I	didn’t	think	there	would	be	a	
problem	with	him	being	a	little	older.	Besides,	he	did	live	in	the	foothills,	and	he	was	
in	pretty	good	shape.		
	
Our	first	day	would	be	the	hardest.	With	all	the	switchbacks	and	the	steep	inclines,	it	
would	make	five	miles	seem	more	like	15.		It	was	important	that	we	got	started	
early	so	we	could	take	our	time.		However,	that	was	not	how	it	turned	out.		We	got	to	
the	trailhead	much	later	than	we	wanted,	and	when	we	finally	reached	our	first	
camp,	I	could	tell	that	we	were	all	pushed	much	harder	than	I	wanted.	
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It	was	about	four	in	the	morning	when	Mike	unzipped	my	tent	flap,	poked	his	head	
inside,	and	said,	“Hey,	Jeff!	Wake	up!	I	think	my	dad’s	having	a	heart	attack!”			
	
My	friend,	Mike,	was	a	medical	student	at	the	time,	and	his	dad	was	a	CRNA,	so	you	
can	imagine	that	it	didn’t	take	me	long	to	go	from	blissful	slumber	to	hyper	
awareness.			I	immediately	went	into	action,	pulling	my	pants	up	and	fishing	for	my	
flash	light.		“Listen,”	I	said,	“you	stay	here	with	your	dad,	and	I’ll	run	back	down	to	
the	trail	head	and	get	the	car.		I’ll	find	the	closest	phone	and	call	the	hospital	to	air	
lift	him	to	an	ER	as	quickly	as	possible.”				
	
“Okay,”	he	said.	and	with	that	I	bolted	down	the	mountain.			
	
The	adrenalin	was	pumping	so	hard	that	I	don’t	think	I	even	felt	the	fatigue	for	the	
first	hour	of	running.		Just	before	the	sun	was	about	to	come	up,	I	slowed	a	little	just	
to	finally	catch	my	breath.		It	was	about	then	that	I	felt	the	ground	under	my	feet	
vibrate,	as	if	a	huge	tractor	was	rolling	by	in	front	of	me.		And	then	I	heard	it.	It	was	
the	sound	of	hoofs	pounding	the	ground.		I	looked	up,	and	there	in	the	dawn	of	the	
morning	was	a	huge	bull	moose	running	up	the	trail	straight	at	me.			I	stopped,	and	
at	the	same	time	he	stopped—both	of	us	a	little	shocked	to	see	each	other.			
	
I	had	no	idea	what	to	do;	I	couldn’t	go	anywhere.		It	was	a	straight	up	rock	on	my	
right	and	a	steep	wooded	drop	down	on	my	left.		I	had	never	encountered	a	moose	
before,	and	I	wasn’t	really	sure	if	should	turn	my	back	on	him.	Would	he	just	run	me	
down?		Besides,	I	did	have	to	get	down	this	mountain,	so	I	started	to	wave	my	little	
flashlight	to	hopefully	scare	him.			He	was	undaunted	by	my	little	light,	but	finally	
after	what	seemed	to	be	an	eternity,	his	stance	softened	and	his	head	turned	just	
slightly.		He	then	lowered	his	head	and	slowly	stepped	off	the	trail	and	down	that	
steep	terrain	through	the	trees	and	out	of	sight.				
	
For	a	few	seconds,	I	have	to	admit	not	only	was	I	in	a	state	of	shock,	I	was	in	awe.	
How	did	he	do	that?		Not	only	how,	as	I	thought	of	trying	to	navigate	down	that	
steep	terrain	with	those	huge	antlers,	but	why?		He	could	have	flung	me	off	that	trail	
without	a	thought	as	to	where	I	might	land,	but	he	calmly	walked	off	the	trail	as	if	he	
decided,	“Oh,	okay;	I’ll	just	take	this	route	then.”	
	
However,	as	thrilling	as	those	few	seconds	were,	it	wasn’t	long	before	I	was	
speeding	down	the	mountain	again	as	if	someone	had	just	given	me	another	shot	of	
adrenalin.		I	made	it	to	the	car	without	any	more	disruptions,	and	I	was	able	to	
contact	the	hospital.	They	did	get	him	airlifted	to	Loveland	Hospital.		Fortunately,	it	
turned	out	that	it	wasn’t	a	heart	attack,	but	merely	a	reaction	to	the	altitude	that	
gave	off	all	of	the	symptoms	of	having	one.	
	
I	will	never	forget	that	moment	with	that	moose	on	the	trail.		In	a	way,	it	has	become	
a	spiritual	metaphor	for	me—that	stand	off.	
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I	was	helpless.	As	much	as	I	knew	that	trail,	as	many	times	as	I	had	backpacked	that	
mountain,	there	was	no	comparing.		That	path	was	the	only	way	I	knew.	For	me,	
there	was	no	other	way	forward.		But	the	moose	.	.	.	he	was	at	home,	and	this	path—
well,	it	was	just	a	different	one.		In	those	few	moments	that	I	took	after	the	moose	
stepped	off	the	trail,	I	aimed	my	flashlight	down	in	the	direction	where	I’d	seen	him	
go.		He	was	gone;	he	had	disappeared	without	a	trace	and	without	a	sound.		
	
Church,	Jesus	wants	us	to	become	so	familiar,	so	at	home	in	his	Kingdom,	that	it	
becomes	natural	for	us	to	see	past	the	walls	that	others	put	up.		That	our	concerns	
are	not	to	win	the	petty	arguments	of	whose	path	is	right,	or	who’s	agenda	is	more	
holy.	He	calls	us	to	be	builders	of	other	paths,	other	gates,	that	allow	others	to	get	
past	their	walls	and	come	as	they	are	to	lay	everything	down	at	the	feet	of	him	who	
calls	us	all	his	children.		
	
In	doing	this,	we	become	a	church	without	walls.		
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8.5.17  
Read the 4th Chapter of John 
 
1. This story is about two kingdoms that intersect beside a well in 
Samaria. The woman had become quite adept at moving through her 
kingdom, but she never knew how limiting it was until Christ opened 
her eyes to see a better life outside the walls of her kingdom. What do 
you think might be walls in your life that are limiting you from seeing 
an even clearer picture of God? 
 
2. Jesus seemed to go places in the conversation that might be 
considered inappropriate in today’s culture. However, the meaning of 
the story was not only how God sees us, but how he is able to reveal 
himself to us, even with our limited vision. It’s like he’s got prescription 
glasses made specifically for our eyes. In your thinking, what aspect of 
God is most clear to you, and what aspect might be dim or out of focus? 
 
3. Take a moment and imagine yourself back in that town as one of 
Jesus’ Disciples. Now fast forward to the time when you’re walking back 
up to Galilee. You’ve just spent two full days with Jesus and a town full 
of Samaritans, people you’ve thought all your life you were supposed to 
hate. What do you think would be new thoughts and revelations 
regarding your worldview? 
 
4. What kind of gates do you think are needed in the walls you see 
erected around you in your world? What would it take to start building 
them? How would your life be different if you were to build even one?  

8.5.17  
Read the 4th Chapter of John 
 
1. This story is about two kingdoms that intersect beside a well in 
Samaria. The woman had become quite adept at moving through her 
kingdom, but she never knew how limiting it was until Christ opened 
her eyes to see a better life outside the walls of her kingdom. What do 
you think might be walls in your life that are limiting you from seeing 
an even clearer picture of God? 
 
2. Jesus seemed to go places in the conversation that might be 
considered inappropriate in today’s culture. However, the meaning of 
the story was not only how God sees us, but how he is able to reveal 
himself to us, even with our limited vision. It’s like he’s got prescription 
glasses made specifically for our eyes. In your thinking, what aspect of 
God is most clear to you, and what aspect might be dim or out of focus? 
 
3. Take a moment and imagine yourself back in that town as one of 
Jesus’ Disciples. Now fast forward to the time when you’re walking back 
up to Galilee. You’ve just spent two full days with Jesus and a town full 
of Samaritans, people you’ve thought all your life you were supposed to 
hate. What do you think would be new thoughts and revelations 
regarding your worldview? 
 
4. What kind of gates do you think are needed in the walls you see 
erected around you in your world? What would it take to start building 
them? How would your life be different if you were to build even one?  


