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I don’t know what Trinity Church would have 

done without Ben Cooley. Since time in memoriam – 

probably not so long ago that he personally knew Adam 

and Eve, and maybe he wasn’t around when we started 

up in 1765 – but, it sure seems like he was.  Anything that 

needed done could be handled by Ben Cooley: from 

cleaning to woodworking to painting to jerry-rigging: 

something churches have to do a lot of. He could hang 

dry wall with the best of them… hone riding lawnmower 

blades to a razor-sharp edge…whack weeds, fix a leaky 

commode…Shoot!: he could probably have re-roofed 

this entire building by himself…and, I don’t know – 

maybe he did before I got here! 

Ben’s faithfulness to Trinity was unequalled by 

anyone. It was matched with that bunch of work ‘cronies’ 

he used to hand around with: Cal Bailey, Sonny Ruths, 

Matt Matheson…and a few more: always ready, always 

responsive whenever the church called. 

 Ben even helped give Trinity a reputation held by 

no other: the 17 months of our ‘exile’ in 2014 and 15 – 

when we worshiped at Jones’ Funeral Home down the 

block while our new building was being readied – were 

‘unique’ in many ways.  We had their Chapel set up to 

look like a pretty nice little church, didn’t we? But, every 

time they had a visitation or a service, we had to clear 

everything out. and I mean everything: chairs, altar, 

flower vases, PA System – you name it: it had to go – and 

go on pretty short notice:  all the way down this long 

hallway and into the garage. It took a crew of about a 

dozen to break it all down and take it away. 

We used much of the chancel furnishings you see 

here today – including this bulky, full hardwood, heavy 

pulpit. It only took one time of “duck-walking” this baby 

down that hallway – and Ben came up with a ‘better 

idea:’ Ben invented wheels…at least the wheels we 

drilled holes for, and put strategically underneath. What 

a relief!  thanks to Ben and Crew, we just pushed this 

baby – at breakneck speed – from one end of Jones to 

the other. No other church in the world – as far as we 

knew – had the distinction of having a pulpit on wheels!   

And never once did ben ever even suggest that  

it be moved while I was preaching to shorten the service. 

Thank you, Ben! 

He was an indispensable member of our 

congregation – just like Martha: who taught Sunday 

school for 50 years before deciding to ‘take a break’ a 

couple of years ago. If we needed something done, Ben 

was our ‘go to’ guy. 

He didn’t do it to gain notoriety in the 

congregation. He didn’t do it just to get out of the 

house…well, I don’t think he did…he did it because he 

loved the Lord,  and respected the Lord’s house. He 

wanted it to be as ‘right’ as it could be – and made sure 

it was. Ben’s laughter – especially his little chuckle – and 

his often unexpected, hilarious humor – brightened 

every dark corner of this building – and of people’s lives 

for years. 

Ben always reminded me of the story about a 

rich businessman who saw a fisherman sitting beside his 

boat, playing with a small child. 

"Why aren't you out fishing?" the rich guy asked. 

The fisherman replied: "Because I caught enough 

fish for one day.” 

"Well, why don't you catch some more?," the 

well-off businessman said. 

"What would I do with them?," came the inquiry. 

 "Well,” the businessman said: “you could make  

more money. Then with the extra money, you could buy 

a bigger boat, catch more fish, and make enough money 

to buy those indestructible nylon nets with which you 

could catch even more fish and make even more money.  

With that money you could own two boats – 

maybe three. Eventually you could have a whole fleet of 

boats, and be rich - like me." 

  "Then what would I do?" asked the fisherman. 

"Well then," said the businessman, "you could 

really enjoy life." 

The fisherman looked down at his grandson – 

and then back at the businessman - and asked,  

"What do you think I’m doing right now?" 

The plain and simple blessings of the life lived 

simply:  Ben knew what that was like because – years ago 
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– he had been baptized into Christ who said to him:  ‘Ben, 

my child, I want you to know that no matter what 

happens in your journey thru life, I’ll be there for you and 

with you…to the very end – and beyond. 

The ‘simple life,’ that’s what ben lived:  39 years 

with the woman of his dreams, Martha…750 years of 

working in the Frederick County School System, and 

countless seasons of raising some of the best corn and 

green beans and ‘maters I’ve ever eaten.  That was Ben 

Cooley. 

I heard a story about ben that when he and 

Martha started dating, they were both a bit older than 

some others – but, like he said, sometimes, you have to 

wait for the wine to sweeten…  

At any rate, one night they were being really 

open and honest with each other when Ben – being a bit 

older than Martha - told her: "I would marry you, my 

dear, but mother and father are against it."  

Martha – with great surprise - responded, "Are 

you telling me your mother and father are still alive?" 

Ben calmly took her hand in his, looked her in the eyes, 

and said:  “Well, no…I'm talking about Mother Nature 

and Father Time."  

Time is important – and by our measurements – 

ben didn’t have enough with us.  And, I – for one – am 

sorry he didn’t. But, the time he had was time shared 

with joy and enthusiasm, smiles and helpfulness – 

bubbling up from that wellspring of joy he knew as the 

risen Christ: “sealed by the Holy Spirit, and marked with 

the cross of Christ, forever.” 

I want to end with a story that reminds me of 

Ben:  seems that a bank in upstate New York sent flowers  

to a competitor who had recently relocated. But there 

was a mix up at the flower shop, and the card that the 

competitor got read: "With Our Deepest Sympathy." The 

card intended for the bank actually ended-up on a floral 

arrangement sent to the local funeral home. It read: 

"Congratulations on Your New Location!" 

That’s a card we can all send to Ben this 

afternoon: “Well done, you good and faithful servant! 

We’ll miss you – but, "Congratulations on your new 

location!" Save us a space.  Amen. 

 


