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The Son of Man, the God incarnate who could walk on water, heal the sick, raise the dead, praying for people who 

probably can’t even remember what they had for breakfast this morning. Jesus is celebrating our humanity in his 

prayer for us in the Gospel today. Celebrating that He brings us one giant leap closer to our outside matching our 

insides, for who we are to truly match what we put out to the world. We are taught from a young age to be tolerant of 

others opinions. I disagree, traffic jams on the Merritt Parkway are to be tolerated. People are to be celebrated. 

 

On Thursday, I was in the car driving Sara to the barn for her horse riding lesson when I saw what I thought was a 

good moment to teach about what we want, versus what we need. What we want, versus what God knows we need. 

What we need, day in and day out—no matter how much coffee and self-righteousness and deep breaths we need, 

are Jesus prayers for us. 

 

“I want X, Y, and Z.” She would say.  And I would reply, “well I want a life time supply of chocolate-peanut butter 

ice cream, an A on my Thesis, a corgi puppy, and world peace. But at least three out of four of those things are 

clearly not going to happen.” 

 

One of the main consequences of human suffering is wanting everyone to agree with our opinions. I think we can all 

agree the worst kinds of people are the ones who say “I love everyone! I’m all for equality!” but really they mean “I 

love everyone, as long as they agree with my viewpoints. I’m all for equality… as long as I don’t have to give 

anything up!” 

 

The biggest role models in my life have taught me that when we learn to fight for what to believe in, when we realize 

the best decisions are not always (correction, not usually,) the easiest, it clears the crap from our eyes so we can see 

what we truly need in this life.  

 

There’s a picture on the Internet that has gone viral. Jesus is sitting on a rock and preaching to several people 

surrounding him. “Ok, so here is what I want you to do. Love others as I have Loved you. Take care of them and 

don’t judge them.” To which someone questions “What if they are gay, or a different religion, or have less money 

than me, or don’t own a home, or have a different color skin, or were born in a different country, or vote for 

someone I don’t like?” To which Jesus simply says “…Did I stutter?” I mean, the words from Jesus prayed to His 

Parent seem pretty clear: “I ask not only on behalf of these, but also on behalf of those who will believe in me 

through their word, that they may all be one. As you, Father, are in me and I am in you, may they also be in us, so 

that the world may believe that you have sent me” (John 17:20-21).  

 

One of the few kinds of people who come closest to exhibiting Christ like love, are mothers. So to you mommas, 

biological or otherwise, I say Happy Superhero Day! One of my favorite people ever has advice for you on this 

special day: 

 

 “I just want us to remember than when we became parents, we didn't change species. We're still humans. I mean, 

we're bad-ass humans, for sure, but humans nonetheless. We make mistakes, all day, and that's good. We want our 

children to see that. We want them to learn how to handle mistakes because that's an important thing to learn. We 

expect to make mistakes, we say we're sorry, we forgive ourselves, we shrug and smile, and we try again.  

Repeat.  

Repeat.  

Repeat.”  

 



No surprise, we are the same species as our ancient counterparts from 2,000 years ago. Our society, the way we 

attach meaning to our social world, may have changed, but at the end of the day we are one. A society should be 

known by the way we treat our children.  Children are not born cruel; children are the best mirrors in the worst way I 

think all mothers know that their children don’t act the same way at home and at school assemblies. They want so 

badly to be seen as ‘grownup’, they act how adults act when they think they aren’t looking. They act how we really 

act. They believe what we really believe. They say the things we day. Society has taught them that gay people are 

not OK. That overweight people are not OK. That Muslim people are not OK. They are somehow born inherently 

unequal to us, that they are to be feared. You know what people do to things they fear? They hurt them; we know 

that; we see it happen in schools and in the media. The sole difference is school children bully in the hallways and 

the school cafeteria, while we bully from behind pulpits and legislative benches and sitcom one-liners.  

 

The one constant of family, biological or otherwise, is you have to keep showing up. Jesus shows up for us without 

fail. We are a church family; we have to keep showing up for one another. It is in those moments of showing up that 

Jesus brings up pure, unadulterated Truth. When we grapple with this Truth, we must be warned that this Truth will 

undoubtedly make certain people uneasy or downright angry. We’ll need to share it strategically rather than 

haphazardly; perhaps through a medium like art or sport or music, in which God offers a safe way to express our 

beautiful human balance of joy and madness. We have to find humans we trust, our people, to help us find our 

medium, so we don’t feel as though we have to hold or breath or hide any longer. For when we exhale, we discover 

we create the space to inhale Jesus’ love, which keeps us going.  

 

A very special friend of mine passed away a little over a year ago. She was twenty years old.  Very few days go by 

where I don’t think about her and why God takes young lives so soon. I didn’t know her long, but there were few 

instances where I didn’t see her smiling or laughing. I remember one day asking her over Skype how she did her 

hair. And she sighed and replied ‘It’s not really how I pictured it, but I still totally love it.’ How fitting. No one ever 

thought she would leave so soon, but the way she lived her life here was truly glorifying to God. Life is rarely how 

we picture it. Sometimes we get these really far out people and events and moments in our lives where we feel 

undeserving. Trust me, I of all people know. My ability to turn good news into anxiety is rivaled only by an ability to 

turn that anxiety into chin acne. But the world also gives us some really crappy stuff that we don’t deserve. But 

that’s the stuff we keep deep down under, the parts we compartmentalize.  

 

But Jesus says “The glory that you have given me I have given them, so that they may be one, as we are one, I in 

them and you in me, that they may become completely one, so that the world may know that you have sent me and 

have loved them even as you have loved me” (John 17:22-23). 

 

I’m adamant that God didn’t pick only the brightest, positive things in our world to hand down to the Son of Man. 

When you follow Jesus, you get the whole package, the uncut footage. Yet so many of us were raised in an un-

unified church where were are taught that God is only interested in loving and promising salvation to a cleaned up 

version of ourselves. God is interesting in saving us through a human who loves sinners and throws around blessing 

and mercy like that stuff grows on trees. We may feel an invisible push to create a version of ourselves we feel is 

worthy. I’m constantly questioning why the same God who seems to have the worst taste and uses the worst parts of 

us in God’s name, also grants us love and joy in our life on Earth.  

 

My past, chock full of depression and constantly trying to balance my faith and cynicism, has come way more in 

handy on how to solve life’s problems than any class I will ever take. We are so fortunate to serve a God for whom 

nothing will be lost, and all will be redeemed. The same God who was there when you entered the world, the same 

God who watched over your skinned knees and the One who felt absent in your angst-ridden youth. The One whose 

name you have called on in prayer, and the God will be present at your final breath and will guide you to Paradise. 

God will use all of your footage of your life, every single bit. Especially your awkward first slow dance in middle 

school. Nothing is lost or wasted. The good is beyond good and the bad is so useful. And to the glory of our 

Heavenly Parent’s name, it will all be raised on the last day.  

 

You are loved, without a single unless. Hallelujah, Amen.  


