
OUTSIDE IN AND UPSIDE DOWN 

Lifting the Roof off! 

 

What’s the greatest gift one person can give another, do you suppose?  I love 

this story and every time I read it, it makes me want to cry!   

One day, when I was a freshman in high school, I saw a kid from my class was 

walking home from school.  His name was Kyle.  It looked like he was carrying 

all of his books.  I thought to myself, “Why would anyone bring home all his 

books on a Friday?  He must really be a nerd.” 

I had quite a weekend planned (parties and a football game with my friends 

tomorrow afternoon), so I shrugged my shoulders and went on.  As I was 

walking, I saw a bunch of kids running toward him.  They ran at him, knocking 

all his books out of his arms and tripping him so he landed in the dirt.  His 

glasses went flying, and I saw them land in the grass about ten feet from him.  

He looked up and I saw this terrible sadness in his eyes.  My heart went out to 

him.  So, I jogged over to him and as he crawled around looking for his glasses, 

I said, “Those guys are jerks.  They really should get lives.”  He looked at me and 

said, “Hey thanks!”  There was a big smile on his face.  It was one of those 

smiles that showed real gratitude. 

I helped him pick up his books, and asked him where he lived.  As it turned out, 

he lived near me, so I asked him why I had never seen him before.  He said he 

had gone to private school before now.  I would have never hung out with a 

private school kid before.  We talked all the way home, and I carried some of 

his books.  He turned out to be a pretty cool kid.  I asked him if he wanted to 

play a little football with my friends, he said yes.  We hung out all weekend and 

the more I got to know Kyle, the more I liked him, and my friends thought the 

same of him. 

Monday morning came, and there was Kyle with the huge stack of books again.  

I stopped him and said, “Boy, you are gonna really build some serious muscles 

with this pile of books every day!”  He just laughed and handed me half the 

books. 



Over the next four years, Kyle and I became best friends.  When we were 

seniors, we began to think about college.  Kyle decided on Georgetown, and I 

was going to Duke.  I knew that we would always be friends, that the miles 

would never be a problem.  He was going to be a doctor, and I was going for 

business on a football scholarship. 

Kyle was valedictorian of our class. I teased him all the time about being a nerd.  

He had to prepare a speech for graduation.  I was so glad it wasn’t me having 

to get up there and speak.  Graduation day, I saw Kyle.  He looked great.  He 

was one of those guys that really found himself during high school.  He filled 

out and actually looked good in glasses 

He had more dates than I had and all the girls loved him.  Boy, sometimes I was 

jealous.  Today was one of those days.  I could see that he was nervous about 

his speech.  So, I smacked him on the back and said, “Hey, big guy, you’ll be 

great!”  He looked at me with one of those looks (the really grateful one) and 

smiled.  “Thanks.” He said. 

As he started his speech, he cleared his throat, and began.  “Graduation is a 

time to thank those who helped you make it through those tough years.  Your 

parents, your teachers, your siblings, maybe a coach but mostly your friends.  I 

am here to tell all of you that being a friend to someone is the best gift you can 

give them.  I am going to tell you a story.” 

I just looked at my friend with disbelief as he told the story of the first day we 

met.  He had planned to kill himself over the weekend.  He talked of how he 

had cleaned out his locker so his mum wouldn’t have to do it later and carry his 

stuff home.  He looked hard at me and gave me a little smile. “Thankfully, I was 

saved.  My friend saved me from doing the unspeakable.” 

I heard a gasp go through the crowd as this handsome, popular boy told us all 

about his weakest moment.  I saw his mum and dad looking at me and smiling 

that same grateful  smile.  Not until that moment did I realize its depth.   

Never underestimate the power of your actions.  With one small gesture you 

can change a person’s life.  

What’s the greatest gift one person can give another, do you suppose? 



Here’s another story I love.  Let me ask you the same question, and see if you 

come up with the same answer!  What’s the greatest gift one person can give 

another, do you suppose? 

Jesus Forgives and Heals a Paralyzed Man 

17 
One day Jesus was teaching, and Pharisees and teachers of the law 

were sitting there. They had come from every village of Galilee and from 

Judea and Jerusalem. And the power of the Lord was with Jesus to heal 

the sick. 
18 

Some men came carrying a paralyzed man on a mat and tried 

to take him into the house to lay him before Jesus. 
19 

When they could 

not find a way to do this because of the crowd, they went up on the roof 

and lowered him on his mat through the tiles into the middle of the 

crowd, right in front of Jesus. 

20 
When Jesus saw their faith, he said, “Friend, your sins are forgiven.” 

21 
The Pharisees and the teachers of the law began thinking to 

themselves, “Who is this fellow who speaks blasphemy? Who can 

forgive sins but God alone?” 

22 
Jesus knew what they were thinking and asked, “Why are you thinking 

these things in your hearts? 
23 

Which is easier: to say, ‘Your sins are 

forgiven,’ or to say, ‘Get up and walk’? 
24 

But I want you to know that the 

Son of Man has authority on earth to forgive sins.” So he said to the 

paralyzed man, “I tell you, get up, take your mat and go home.” 
25 

Immediately he stood up in front of them, took what he had been lying 

on and went home praising God. 
26 

Everyone was amazed and gave 

praise to God. They were filled with awe and said, “We have seen 

remarkable things today.”  (Luke 5 v 17-26) 

I’m wondering what your answer to the question is now?  I’m wondering if it 

has something to do with what we might call true friendship.  Imagine for a 

moment what life would have been like for either of the people in those two 

stories.  One, a lonely, isolated, friendless life full of pain that no-one else 

knows anything about.  One, a world that is defined by a mat, maybe a couple 

of feet by a few feet, a world of complete dependence on others, a world of 

begging and pain. 



These are both really challenging, heart touching stories…but, I’m wondering if 

one of them tells of something far bigger and better than the other.  So I am 

going to focus on that story.   

Imagine being a paralysed man in the time of Jesus. His life is literally defined 

by his mat.  His mat is what he lives on – he never goes anywhere without his 

mat.  People know him as the man on the mat.  His mat means he relies on 

others to do literally everything: feed him, clean him, clothe him.  He can’t go 

anywhere or do anything unless others carry him.  And his future? Well that’s 

simply more of the same.  He has no hope of change – there is nothing that can 

be done for him medically and no-one who can help him.  He has nothing he 

can contribute to the society in which he lives.  He will only ever be one of life’s 

takers – his whole life will be a begging one. 

Whatever dreams he might have of one day things being different he knows, in 

truth, he will never see.  He will never be free of his mat!  But…but…he has one 

thing that opens the possibility of change: he has friends.  Perhaps this 

paralysed man is part of the most amazing life group since Shadrach, Meshach 

and Abednego…remember that group meeting in the furnace when a fourth 

person joins them for the experience?   

Maybe, just maybe, something similar will happen in his life group!  You see, 

the thing is, what makes this story so amazing, is the simple truth that without 

his friends, this paralysed man will never see Jesus and this extraordinary story 

only takes place because of his friends. 

How’s your Life Group doing? 

I’d really encourage you to find one, join one or create one if you’re not 

already in one.  I understand that Life Groups can be challenging, difficult 

sometimes – and the truth is we have to work hard at them.  That’s true of any 

real, genuine friendship isn’t it?  And it was true for this paralysed man and his 

friends too. 

In truth the odds were stacked against them all. The ancient world was 

extraordinarily harsh for people with physical disability or deformity.  Today 

we are much more conscious of the issues and challenges and have laws in 

place to prevent any kind of discrimination.  But in the ancient world it was 

brutal.  The Greeks regularly disposed of new babies born with physical 

abnormalities.  Aristotle wrote: Let there be a law that a deformed child shall 

be raised. 



In Rome in the 5
th

 Century B.C. there was a law that said: Quickly kill a 

deformed child.  In Israel there was, of course, another stigma with which to 

contend.  It was the understanding of suffering.  Suffering, including physical 

suffering, was considered as a punishment by God brought about by the one 

suffering, as a consequence of sin.  When Jesus heals a blind man, the question 

he is asked is: “Rabbi, who sinned, this man or his parents that he was born 

blind?” 

The point for the paralysed man and his friends, the point for us today, this 

friendship, this life group, was intentional! Against all the odds, they made this 

friendship work and it cost them.  Think of the sacrifices that would have been 

necessary for this paralysed man to survive.  There was the social stigma, the 

inconvenience, the time, the money, the uncertainty. They chose to be friends 

and they chose to invest in a paralysed man.   

Perhaps the challenge for us might be this: it is almost impossible to drift into 

real friendship.  The real challenge with that thought might be one word: time.  

I’ve been really struck by one thing I’ve heard as I have spent time in my 

counselling role at St. Catherine’s Hospice.  People will say: “Thank you so 

much for listening.”  As I reflected on that I realised a simple thing: what was 

so valuable was the time set aside to talk.  This is uninterrupted time, one on 

one, to talk and the only reason it happens at all – it is intentional. 

I have to re-arrange my week, make sure I don’t put anything else in the diary, 

turn down other things…to keep that time for counselling.  It has proved quite 

a challenge, and there are sacrifices and consequences.  I am fully aware that it 

is a very different kind of friendship than the one I think we’re talking about 

here today… but I hope you understand the point! 

Here’s a very challenging, extremely personal truth: everyone has a mat!  Think 

for a moment what it must have been like for the paralysed man on his mat.  

Do you think he ever got jealous of his friends…after all he would never be able 

to do what they did?  He is, let’s be honest, extraordinarily vulnerable on his 

mat, isn’t he?  Every time his friends take him somewhere there is a risk they 

will drop him!   

Here’s my best guess: we are much, much better at serving than being served. 

We are much, much better at helping than being helped!  We are not so bad 

when faced with the vulnerability of others, but we are not so good at having 

others see our own vulnerability!Truth is, everybody has a mat.  Perhaps one 



of the reasons AA is effective is because the starting point is admitting you 

have a mat: “Hi! My name is Ian and I am an alcoholic!” 

What’s your mat? 

Here’s another, perhaps more challenging question: Who carries your mat?  

Perhaps another way of asking it might be this:  

 Who do you show your struggles and weaknesses to? 

 Who do you ask to pray for you in them? 

 Who sees your brokenness? 

Perhaps true friendship, real, deep, lasting friendship is letting someone else 

carry your mat sometimes.  And maybe, just maybe, that is what brings a Life 

Group to life.  That’s what this group of friends do for the paralysed man on his 

mat. 

Then one day, Jesus came to town.  Truth is, we have no idea what these 

friends know about Jesus but it’s probably true to say they’ve heard about him 

and they’d heard about the kind of things he’d done.  Maybe they have dreams 

for their friend on the mat.  Maybe they dream that one day, somehow, 

against all the odds and everything they know, he will be able to walk.  They 

want to go and see this Jesus, but they don’t want to go on their own without 

their friend. And maybe Jesus can do for their friend what he’s done for others. 

Wouldn’t that be fantastic! 

So, at great cost to themselves, and probably not a little amusement to those 

watching, they pick up the mat for their friend, again.  Only this time it’s 

different because this time they will carry him to Jesus.   

When they get to the house they can’t get in. They can’t get in because all the 

religious people got there early to save seats for each other, but, they are 

determined that their friend will get to Jesus.  So they come up with a plan: 

“Let’s do a bit of roof crashing – let’s lift the roof off for our friend!”  So that’s 

exactly what they do. 

Let me be honest with you for a moment – I don’t like to be interrupted when I 

am teaching!  If it happens, and it sometimes does, I find I get a bit cross and 

annoyed.  I’ve carefully prepared what I am teaching and what I have to say is, 

of course, really important!  I suspect that Jesus absolutely loved being 

interrupted that day while he was teaching.  Jesus always had really important 

things to say – no I really mean that: really important things to say! But I think 



Jesus loved the roof crashing, the disruption, the confusion.  I think he loved 

seeing four dirty, sweaty, slightly embarrassed faces peering down through a 

hole in the roof. 

I think he loved looking into the face of a terrified paralysed man on his mat, 

after he just descended on ropes without the aid of a safety net!  I think Jesus’ 

heart was absolutely bursting with joy at the thought of four guys lifting the 

roof off for their friend, who’s now looking up at them with a face that says: 

“What did you do that for?”  I think Jesus wants to let out a great big: 

“Yeeeessss!”  The bible records it this way: “When Jesus saw their faith, he 

said: ‘Friend, your sins are forgiven.” (5 v20) 

Friends, there is nothing more deep and profound, than for a person to hear 

those words: “your sins are forgiven.”  Maybe, maybe, you long to hear those 

words.  You can: bring your mat and come to Jesus – he’d love to be 

interrupted.   

The wonderful privilege of being part of a Life Group is that we get to carry 

each other’s mats from time to time.  Jesus loves it when we lift the roof off for 

our friends.  I love the story of the high school friend.  It is an extraordinarily 

powerful story because it is friendship that saves a life.  We know that it is only 

Jesus who can do what none of us can ever do.  Jesus is the only one who can 

say: “Friend, your sins are forgiven.”  We know that it is only in that moment 

that we can know we are truly, fully and eternally loved! 

I really don’t know what that paralysed man expected that day when his 

friends picked up his mat and said: “We are going to take you to see Jesus!”  

What I do know is that because he met Jesus and heard the words: “Friend 

your sins are forgiven,” and then moments later: “Get up, pick up your mat and 

go home,” his life was never the same again.  And, at a guess, neither were the 

lives of his friends.  His world, their world, was turned upside down, a man very 

much on the outside, invited in! 

Four friends committed enough to bring their friend to Jesus and lives are 

turned upside down.  Four friends desperate enough to lift the roof off for a 

friend on his mat.  Now that’s worth thinking about isn’t it? 

 

Preached at Crawley Baptist Church on Sunday 28
th
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