
Senior Sermon 

 As the new school year begins, we reunite with friends and 

professors after a three month hiatus and the conversations that ensue are 

full of excitement for the coming year and tales of summer adventures.  

My summers for the last three years have begun in much the same way; 

with a road trip west in a car jam-packed with outdoor gear and good 

friends.  Our destination: Flathead Lutheran Bible Camp on the shore of 

Flathead Lake in beautiful northwest Montana.  My experiences at camp 

have been life changing and FLBC has become a second home.  There 

are many magnificent places at camp, a lookout called Sunset which 

grants hikers a view of the lake surrounded on all sides by towering 

mountains, a peaceful Outdoor Chapel in the woods, even a pebble 

beach where you can wade in the crystal clear water.   

  However, my favorite place at camp, as strange as it may sound, is 

the costume closet which holds classic camp costumes, a princess dress, 

fairy wings, and the ever popular hot dog suit.  It is not my favorite 

because of the aesthetics of the place, quite to the contrary, the costume 

closet is often in disarray with the costumes scattered every which way.  



In addition, upon entering the costume closet one is met by a very 

peculiar and particular odor, nay an outright stench.  This unique stench 

is the result of costumes being worn summer after summer by counselors 

enthusiastically playing games with campers in the heat of the day.  It is 

safe to say that donning a costume from the depths of the odorous 

costume closet takes a certain level of commitment.  I can testify to this, 

as I spent nearly every day of this summer clad in whatever costume 

happened to fit the theme of the day, I dressed up like Mario, King 

Arthur, and for Christmas in July, I dressed up as Santa complete with a 

red jumpsuit and a beard.  That was perhaps the most uncomfortable and 

warm outfit.   

  Why do we counselors feel compelled to dress up each day?  As a 

staff, we often talk about how we are blessed to spend our entire summer 

at camp, but that our campers only get to spend one week at FLBC so 

we are called to make the week special for our campers and in doing so 

they come to feel that camp is a place apart, a place where they feel 

God’s love. One simple way to bring magic into each day is to clothe 

ourselves in a costume, no matter how toasty or unpleasant. 



  In the scripture from Colossians, Paul says, “Therefore, as God’s 

chosen people, holy and dearly loved, clothe yourselves with 

compassion, kindness, humility, gentleness and patience.” In my last 

three summers at camp, I have witnessed counselors and campers alike, 

living out, in simple ways, what Paul implores all of us to do. 

  The last week of this summer we had a camper who was perhaps 

the most challenging camper of the summer, he would run away from 

his cabin and refused to become involved in activities.  We were told 

that his mother had died the previous year from drug and alcohol related 

causes.  Despite being exhausted at the end of the summer, I witnessed 

his counselors go out of their way to engage him in conversation, find 

out his interests, and care for him in the best way they could.  They 

poured out compassion and kindness. 

  Camp quickly teaches you humility.  On many occasions, I have 

been humbled by the resilience of campers.  One week during my 

second summer I had twin girls in my cabin of eighth graders.  It was 

their first time at camp. They were reserved at the beginning but quickly 

came out of their shell. The last night in our cabin the girls told me that 



their parents had told them the week before they left for camp that they 

were getting a divorce.  Their parents had sent them to camp to get them 

out of the house.  I would have had no idea they were going through 

something so difficult.  They told me how meaningful and helpful being 

at camp was for them during that week.  This last summer I was thrilled 

to see them back at camp and doing well. 

  It takes considerable gentleness and patience to be awoken at 2 am 

by a tug on the sleeve, to look up into the tearful face of a homesick 

child and spend the rest of the night soothing and comforting the camper 

knowing full well the demands of the day ahead. 

   Clothing one’s self in compassion, kindness, humility, gentleness, 

and patience is not an easy task.  Often times we are tired and it would 

be much easier to be callous than to be compassionate and kind, to be 

prideful rather than humble, to be hasty rather than be gentle and patient.  

It is at times like these that I remember the costume closet.  It may make 

us uncomfortable and it might not always be easy but we are called to 

clothe ourselves as Christ did, with compassion, kindness, humility, 

gentleness, and patience and in doing so, we can show God’s love to all 



we meet. 

  One of my favorite camp songs is based off of this scripture from 

Colossians.  It ends with this line, Chosen by God for this new life of 

love, we are called, blessed, and sent to serve.  Amen.   

   


