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Jesus said and taught a lot of things. The meaning of some of what he said is easy enough for us to grasp (“A man reaps 

what he sows”); some of what he said strikes us as pretty cryptic (“The Son of God has no place to lay his head”); some of 

it is downright abstruse (“If anyone comes to me and does not hate his father and mother, his wife and children, his 

brothers and sisters—yes, even his own life—he cannot be my disciple.”). And then we have this, the Golden Rule!  “You 

must love the Most High God with all your heart, with all your soul, and with all your mind… and you must love your 

neighbor as yourself.” 
 

Some of you may have neighbors who constantly plays their stereo at concert-decibel levels, or how are convinced that 

their leaf blower endows them with a special, divine right to wake up everyone in the neighborhood at eight o’clock on a 

Saturday morning as the debris blows from his yard into everybody else’s. Feel yourself forgetting how your neighbor 

flicks thier cigarette butts over the fence, how they’re always making racist or homophobic posts on social media, or how 

they won’t even try to keep his dog from constantly barking. 
 

Loving God is easy—but that guy! Who could love that guy? 

Or the guy in the pick-up truck who cut you off on the freeway yesterday. 

Or the lazy, manipulative coworker who keeps trying to take credit for your work. 

Or the boss whose imperiousness leaves him or her apparently incapable of a normal human interaction. 

Or the roommate who thinks it’s cute to eat your food. 

Or this person. Or that person. Or these people. Or those. 
 

My neighbors are from Chile, and the sign in their front yard reads: “No importa de donde eres, estamos contentos que 

seas nuestro vecino.” Which translates to: “No matter where you are from, we’re glad you’re our neighbor.” 

 

I’ll never forget the day I introduced him to my partner. I had never brought up in conversation as a woman, just a 

partner. Being devout Catholics, I thought their glad tidings would stop when they saw the two queer girls standing on 

their front porch. Instead, Jose grabbed her hands and said “It’s so lovely to meet the woman who makes Katie so joyful 

and at peace. We made gluten free tortillas for you, please come in!” 
 

I soon realized that when that sign said “no matter where you are from”, it was conveying both literal and figurative 

meaning. 
 

I used to think that being a naturally loving forgiving grace-filled person was a prerequisite for being Jesus’ disciples. 

Now I think it is the result of being Jesus’ disciples.  I have seen over and over again the ways in which encountering the 

disruptive love and grace of Jesus creates in us the ability to love one another. 
 

Not that loving one another is easy. But the love Jesus commands us to share is not greeting card love. It is Agape Love. 

 Not try and manage a deep fondness for the irritating, the unlikable, the socially awkward, the unlovely.  Jesus knew 

better than to imply that if his followers could only muster up enough niceness they would be up to the task of following 

him. 
 

Agape love is not romance or even friendship – it is the self-giving love of God which formed the foundations of the earth 

then came and walked on that same earth. This is love that spoke through the prophets then spoke a little to long to a 

Samaritan woman at a well. This is love that freed and then fed slaves in the wilderness then was abandoned by his friends 

before his death and fed grilled fish to his friends after his resurrection. 
 

This love we are commanded to share has a source, and thankfully, that is not us. 
 

Jesus provides for us his disciples the love that we are to give. It’s only when we rely instead on our personalities or our 

egos that we mess things up. 
 

But I suspect you guys know this. And the reason I suspect you know this is that I am privileged to witness so many small 

acts of love in my communities.  Strangers welcomed, meals provided, hugs offered. 
 

As I was thinking about love this week I couldn’t help and reflect on how when I hear Jesus say people will know we are 

his disciples if we have love for one another, I always default to that meaning we should give, give, and give love.   Yes, 

to be a disciple of Jesus is to give love. But if God creates love between us because God desires God’s people to be loved, 

then maybe we have a responsibility not only to give it but also to receive it! 
 



I mean, acts of love are a joy to offer.  What can hurt like hell, is to receive them. 
 

To be loved is just harder somehow. I feel loved. No question.  But feeling loved sometimes comes with some interesting 

company. Like also feeling unworthy. 
 

I think the discomfort of receiving love is linked to the ways in which love causes us to reflect on how we have failed the 

person, or reflect on the things we could have done differently, or reflect on any other inelegant truths about ourselves. 

We come by this distorted relationship to receiving love quite honestly though.  Because there always seems to be 

conditions we must meet in order to be truly lovable.  We must be good people, obviously... and only think kind thoughts, 

and always have pure motives, and be selfless and well-groomed and funny and not have embarrassing habits and this 

goes without saying – obviously also be totally free of cellulite.  Then we are worthy of love. 
 

So sometimes receiving love, or grace for that matter, reminds us of all the conditions we have not met in order to 

consider ourselves worthy of that love. 
 

But the thing is: meeting the conditions of being worthy of love is our formula.  Not God’s.  What makes you worthy of 

both giving AND receiving love is that Jesus desires it for you. Were it not true he wouldn’t have made such a big deal 

about wanting us to love one another. And by one another he means he wants you to both love and be loved.  It may sting 

at first but it’s like any medicine – eventually you will be healed by it. 
 

In my mentoring program, we have a mindfulness, or meditation time. My students, I like to call them “my little people on 

loan”, center themselves in whichever way they desire. The other day, one of these little people looked in my direction 

and raised her eyebrows, as to say “Can you come here? But can you not make a big deal about it?” So I went over to her 

but didn’t make a big deal. I just casually sat down in an empty spot next to her and kept facing forward so she could take 

her time telling me whatever she needed to tell me.  
 

Finally, she tapped me on the shoulder and I leaned over. She looked around the room and she whispered:, “Excuse me, 

Ms. Katie, is God coming?” 
 

Then she looked around again, like she was expecting God to show up like the characters do at Disney World. And I just 

started into those big brown eyes that had just asked me the question that every single human being who has ever looked 

around a fancy sanctuary or a busted up family or a hurting friendship or a shocking diagnosis or a messy world is 

thinking: 
 

“Excuse Me. Is God Coming?”  I looked at this little person and responded (well, babbled) the best I could. 
 

“I don’t have an answer, no one does, really. But here’s my hunch. I think God’s already here. I don’t think we wait for 

God to come as much as we bring God to each other. I think God is inside me and you, Jackie. It’s like… you know how 

the Reese’s we both like have peanut butter in them, and that’s what makes them delicious? We have God in us. That’s 

what makes us delicious. And I think God sent US to be here for each other because God’s inside of us–so God knows 

that if we show up–God’s here too. God sends us to each other. Because we are all God’s family and sometimes family 

members send each other. Like you know how sometimes mommies come to pick friends up, and sometimes daddies, and 

sometimes other grownups?” 
 

Then Jackie shocked me: “Only grandpa and daddy and sister pick me up, my mommy’s in Paradise.” 
 

I froze. Suddenly, those deep brown eyes of hers made perfect sense. I let the silence be there for a long minute, and when 

I was finally able to pull myself together, I said a quick prayer “PLEASE God, help me be present for this amazing child 

of yours.” 
 

“So my guess is that God and Mommy are in Paradise together, and that God sent me and your teachers and these friends 

to be here with you today. So that we could love you for God. I think that God loves you more than you can even imagine. 

And I love you too, Jackie. I can’t believe how lucky I am to know you. I think that God sent you here for me. Because 

you are just one of the most special people I’ve ever met. You have beautiful questions about God and you are honest and 

kind and I just think that you are my gift from God today, Jackie. Thank you for showing up here. I’m glad I showed up, 

too. Magic happens when we go where God sends us, doesn’t it? It’s like God sends us places to meet God in others. And 

to be God for others.” 
 

And you guys. Jackie’s face—the face that had been so serious and so sad break into a smile that made it abundantly clear 

that God had shown up. And then she said quietly, “I know what you mean.” 

Is God coming? 

I know what you mean. 

That about sums it up, doesn’t it?  Amen 


