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  I used as our centering words this morning verses from the Christian Bible, “Asked by 

the Pharisees when the Reign of God would come, Jesus said in reply, “The coming of the Reign 

of God cannot be observed, and no one will announce, ‘Look, here it is,’ or, ‘There it is.’ For 

behold, the Reign of God is among you” (Lk 17:20-21).  There is actually a footnote to those 

verses, the Greek may be translated as either among you or within you.  The Reign of God is 

within you and among you, in you as individual people and among you as a community.   

 

 In my New Testament class back in seminary our text was Norman Perrin’s Introduction 

to the New Testament.  Our professor, a Dr. Dey emphasized that what got Jesus into the most 

trouble was with whom he ate.  He ate with tax collectors who were in cahoots with Rome, the 

oppressor.  He ate with prostitutes, who were outside of the family system and seen as a threat to 

it.  He ate with “other sinners.”  Perrin said the Jewish culture of the day divided people into 

three classes, Jews, Gentiles, and at the very bottom of the social structure Jews who made 

themselves as Gentiles, people like tax collectors and prostitutes.  Jesus by eating with these last 

was not following the structural protocol.  He should have been avoiding these people, but he 

was including them in the community of his followers. 

 

 Our Universalist forebears fully embraced this idea of an inclusive community.  When 

the Baptists and the Methodists had a conversion experience they knew they were saved.  When 

the Universalists had a conversion experience they knew everyone was saved.  

  

Do you know the poem by Linda Underwood?   

“All this talk of saving souls. 

Souls weren’t made to save, 

like Sunday clothes that 

give out at the seams. 

 

“They’re made for wear; they 

come with lifetime guarantees. 

Don’t save your soul. 

Pour it out like rain on 

cracked, parched earth. 

 

“Give your soul away, or 

pass it like a candle flame. 

Sing it out, or 

laugh it up the wind. 

Souls were made for hearing 

breaking hearts, for puzzling dreams, 



remembering August flowers, 

forgetting hurts. 

“These (folk) who talk of saving souls! 

They have the look of bullies 

who blow out candles before 

you sing happy birthday, 

and want the world to be 

in alphabetical order. 

 

“I will spend my soul, 

playing it out like sticky string 

into the world, 

so I can catch every 

last thing I touch.” 

 

 “Souls were made for hearing breaking hearts, for puzzling dreams, remembering August 

flowers, forgetting hurts.”  This is what I meant by today’s sermon title, “Knowing the Blessing 

of One Another.”  I suppose I could have rearranged the words and titled it instead “The Blessing 

of Knowing One Another.”  Either way works.  You are a Blessing. I hope you know that.  To 

know you is a blessing to others.  I hope I and many others know that. 

 

 We were made to be in community.  Perhaps you know a portion of a poem by the 

thirteenth century Sufi Muslim poet, Rumi 

 “Out beyond ideas of wrongdoing and rightdoing, 

there is a field. I’ll meet you there. 

When the soul lies down in that grass, 

the world is too full to talk about. 

Ideas, language, even the phrase “each other” 

doesn’t make any sense.” 

 

 So how do we come to know one another is such a way that even the phrase “each other” 

does not make sense?  We tell each other our stories, and we are brave enough to tell them whole 

and to trust that even if our truth hurts, the other person can bear it and learn from it.   

 

 This week’s Braver/Wiser mailing was written by Rev. Misha Sanders.  She said,  

"You have beautiful hair. If you slim down, Honey, you'll have to fight off the men." A very old 

woman standing behind me in the pharmacy line said that.   

 

"Thanks," I said gently, searching for the way to say what came next. "For the hair compliment, I 

mean. No thanks on the slimming down part. In fact, please never say that to anyone again. It's 

not okay. Neither is having to fight off men." 

 

 In the Braver/Wiser column Rev. Sanders then shared her own history of dealing with 

negative body image and of being assaulted.  She didn’t go into all of that in a pharmacy line, but 

she told the woman who spoke to her enough, enough to make some small difference in a 

relationship with a stranger.  



 

 South African Anglican cleric Desmond Tutu served as chair to the Truth and 

Reconciliation Commission in South Africa at the end of apartheid.  He said, 

“Just in terms of human psychology, we in South Africa knew that to have blanket amnesty 

where no disclosure was made would not deal with our past. It is not dealing with the past to say 

glibly, ‘Let bygones be bygones,’ for then they will never be bygones. How can you forgive if 

you do not know what or whom to forgive? In our commission hearings, we required full 

disclosure for us to grant amnesty. Only then, we thought, would the process of requesting and 

receiving forgiveness be healing and transformative for all involved. The commission’s record 

shows that its standards for disclosure and amnesty were high indeed: of the more than 7,000 

applications submitted to the Truth and Reconciliation Commission, it granted amnesty to only 

849 of them. 

 

Tutu said,“Unearthing the truth was necessary not only for the victims to heal, but for the 

perpetrators as well...” 

 

 Tutu began the 2004 article in which he said this by telling a story about anti-apartheid 

activist Malusi Mpumlwana.  Tutu wrote, “I remember well a day Malusi gave the security 

police the slip and came to my office in Johannesburg, where I was serving as general secretary 

of the South African Council of Churches. He told me that during his frequent stints in detention, 

when the security police routinely tortured him, he used to think, “These are God’s children and 

yet they are behaving like animals. They need us to help them recover the humanity they have 

lost.” For our struggle against apartheid to be successful, it required remarkable young people 

like Malusi. 

 

Tutu noted that,“All South Africans were less than whole because of apartheid. Blacks suffered 

years of cruelty and oppression, while many privileged whites became more uncaring, less 

compassionate, less humane, and therefore less human. Yet during these years of suffering and 

inequality, each South African’s humanity was still tied to that of all others, white or black, 

friend or enemy. For our own dignity can only be measured in the way we treat others. This was 

Malusi’s extraordinary insight,” Truth and Reconciliation | Greater Good (berkeley.edu).  I 

wonder if I were an Afghani woman if I could say of Taliban fighters, “These are God’s children 

and yet they are behaving like animals. They need us to help them recover the humanity they 

have lost? 

 

 The Reign of God is not here or there but within and among us. In that reign “Ideas, 

language, even the phrase ‘each other’ doesn’t make any sense.” “Namaste.  My soul honors 

your soul.  I honor the place in you where the entire universe resides.  I honor the light, love, 

truth, beauty and peace within you because it is also within me.  In sharing these things we are 

united, we are the same, we are one.”  

 

 Sometimes we will not talk at all but just sit with each other and smile and laugh.  

Sometimes we will play a game together.  Sometimes we will share something of our lives.  

Sometimes we will tell hard truths. Sometimes we may need to help someone recover the 

humanity they have lost. Sometimes we may need help recovering ours.  All of it is building 

community.  All of this is bringing into being the Reign of the Holy. 

https://greatergood.berkeley.edu/article/item/truth_and_reconciliation


 

 I have to admit I think it is the poets who speak of this best.  Belgian-American poet and 

novelist May Sarton wrote, 

 “Lovers and friends, 

 I come to you starved  

 For all you have to give, 

 Nourished by the food of solitude, 

 A good instrument for all you have to tell me, 

 For all I have to tell you. 

 We talk of first and last things, 

 Listen to music together, 

 No one comes to this house  

 Who is not changed. 

 I meet no one here who does not change me.” 

 

 This is one of the purposes of a spiritual community, to know the blessing of one another, 

to be blessed by coming to know one another.  We need to provide space for such sharing.  We 

need to be strong enough to tell our truth.  We need to be strong enough to hear truths that may 

call us to account.  This is the way that we will be able to recognize the reign of the Holy in us 

and among us.  

 

 Let us pray using words from the fourth century Christian Eusebius, 

“May I be no one’s enemy and may I be the friend of that which is eternal and abides. 

“May I wish for every person’s happiness and envy none. 

“May I never rejoice in the ill fortune of one who has wronged me. 

“May I, to the extent of my power, give needful help to all who are in want. 

“May I never fail a friend. 

“May I respect myself. 

“May I always keep tame that which rages within me. 

“May I accustom myself to be gentle and never be angry with others because of circumstances. 

“May I know good people and follow in their footsteps.”  Amen.  

   


