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Peace, Justice and Love 
 

Every Summer, Mary Jo, who is the Children’s Ministry Coordinator, plans and leads 
Vacation Church School. And throughout the week, she asks the kids and parents 
and helpers and to look for and record and share with one another what she calls 
“God sightings.”  
 
She does this because it’s an important reminder that when we are gathered 
together as the church, as the body of Christ, there are magical and beautiful and 
grace-filled moments, and it does us a lot of good to take special note of those 
moments. To mark them. Speak them aloud. And remind oneself and one another of 
the goodness and love that surrounds us when we are together.  
 
I want to share with you two God’s sightings, which I experienced this week. 
Because this has been a very hard week, and in the midst of hardship and suffering, 
it is good to be on the lookout for God’s movements through it all.  
 
The first happened late Monday morning, when I learned that after a very long 
goodbye, our beloved June had gone home to be with her God and her loved ones 
who have gone before her.  
 
And in the midst of this deep sorrow, Tab told me that he knew he was going to be 
okay. And that is because his family was surrounding him, keeping him fed and 
keeping him busy with puzzles and games.  
 
And he also shared that he knows he is going to be okay, because throughout this 
difficult journey, he has had all of us, who he named his extended family. He said this 
family has been with him every step of the way, and he finds great comfort knowing 
that this support and kindness and love will continue throughout this next leg of his 
journey.  
 
And I feel assured that the saying is trustworthy and true that: Blessed are those 
who mourn, for they will be comforted. And I give thanks to God for that and for all 
of you and the ways that you show up to make this true. 
 
The next God sighting occurred later that evening. It is a custom of the rotating 
women’s shelter, Village House, to mark the end of a stay with a closing service. And 



so, before we sent the women of Village House off to the next church, we gathered 
together in this very space to participate in an ancient ritual of handwashing.  
 
I like to put my own spin on this ritual, by inviting every person to first have their 
hands washed, and then to turn around and wash the hands of the person behind 
them. And the reason for this, is that I believe very strongly that community 
functions best and most beautifully, when every person is given space to both serve 
and be served.  
 
And the thing is, that this was probably the most powerful time I ever participated 
in this ritual, because, frankly, it had been a hard month for everyone.  
 
For the women, struggling to live in community with one another.  
 
For the volunteers, struggling to navigate the many special and complex needs of 
our guests.  
 
And for all of us, struggling to work through all of these difficulties and still, at the 
end of the day, see one another as good and beautiful and loved.  
 
And so, after a hard month together, we washed one another’s hands with tears in 
our eyes, gratitude in our hearts, and hope in our beings for where our guests’ paths 
might lead them.  
 
Praise be to God, for a moment to remember that: Blessed are the peacemakers, for 
they will be called children of God. I give thanks to God for these kinds of 
opportunities to serve and be serve, and I give thanks to God for all of you for the 
many ways you showed up this month to make this so. 
 
These two moments were not the only God sightings this week, but they are so 
intertwined, and I feel as though they hold within the fullness of this week. The 
fullness of who we are as a community and as the body of Christ.  
 
June’s life and legacy of deep care for all children of God, and her commitment to 
creating space for people to feel a sense of purpose and belonging, peace and love in 
community.  
 
This is the undertone of our life together in this place. And this is what makes it 
possible for all of us to show up night after night, week after week, to do the difficult 
work of providing shelter, community, and care for vulnerable people.  
 



In the midst of hard work and painful goodbyes, these God sightings, which built me 
back up, reminded me that: Blessed are those who hunger and thirst for 
righteousness, for they will be filled. 
 
You know, this list of blessings, known as the Beatitudes, is a very well-known part 
of Scripture, but it doesn’t always square with our experience and also it flies in the 
face of the norms of our society. And in fact, that is the point.  
 
Because this list of blessings, is meant to describe what it’s like when you’re on a 
path towards God. When you are walking in the ways of God, living as the children of 
God in the kingdom of God.  
 
Many assume that the kingdom of God is that faraway fairytale land that we may or 
may not go to when we die. And while that may be so, I can’t say for sure, as I have 
never been there. But when I say the kingdom of God, I am not talking about that 
place. I am talking about this place. I am talking about right here and right now. 
 
And I sometimes wonder whether it is crazier to believe in paradise-like afterlife or 
a paradise-like this-life. When I behold the violence, war, greed and lust for power, 
which threatens the life of every person and plant and creeping thing on this earth.  
 
Or the hatred, prejudice, and fear of the other, which sets nation against nation and 
neighbor against neighbor.  
 
I wonder when I hear the cries of our most vulnerable neighbors, and I feel 
powerless in the face of the growing inequality that is literally killing them.   
 
And I wonder, when I hear the cries of this gathered body and the cries of my own 
heart, and I feel the weight and the pain of loss: the loss of life, of mobility, of 
purpose, and even, sometimes, of hope.  
 
I think it probably is crazier to believe that anything like paradise could exist in this 
life. At the very least, it is crazy making to sustain this kind of belief.  
 
It is crazy making today after day believe that peace and cooperation are possible.  
 
To believe that even among diverse peoples, unity can be achieved.  
 
To believe that equity and justice can lead to prosperity for all.  
 
To believe that mourning and loss does not have the power to overcome us or lead 
us to despair.  



 
It is hard to believe that we and the world can be transformed in these ways. You 
may not believe it at all. Or you may have your doubts. You may want to believe, and 
sometimes you might, while other times you’re just not too sure. And I get that. I feel 
that. It’s hard for me too.  
 
And that is why I get up here week after week: to try to convince you. To try to 
convince myself that it is possible.  
 
It is possible for the world to know peace. For people to celebrate diversity while 
living in unity. For societies to be built on cooperation and compassion. It is possible 
for bodies to be healed. For relationships to be mended. For hearts to be comforted. 
It is possible.  
 
And not only that, but it is why we are here. It is why we have been created and 
gathered into this body in this time and place.  
 
On this World Communion Sunday, we are invited to gather around this table and 
celebrate the great feast of the kingdom of God with folks from all over the world 
and across time. We gather with all the saints who have come before us and the 
saints who will come after us.  
 
As we partake in this meal, we seek to become transformed into a people who if 
even only for one moment, believe that is possible, on this earth, in this life, to know 
peace, to find justice, and to be rooted in and shaped by love.  
 
I would like to close today with a blessing from Jan Richardson. It is a Blessing for 
World Communion Sunday and it is called And the Table Will Be Wide: 
 
And the table 
will be wide. 
And the welcome 
will be wide. 
And the arms 
will open wide 
to gather us in. 
And our hearts 
will open wide 
to receive. 
 
And we will come 
as children who trust 

there is enough. 
And we will come 
unhindered and free. 
And our aching 
will be met 
with bread. 
And our sorrow 
will be met 
with wine. 
 
And we will open our 
hands 
to the feast 

without shame. 
And we will turn 
toward each other 
without fear. 
And we will give up 
our appetite 
for despair. 
And we will taste 
and know 
of delight. 
 
And we will become bread 
for a hungering world. 



And we will become drink 
for those who thirst. 

And the blessed 
will become the blessing. 

And everywhere 
will be the feast. 

 
In the name of the Triune God, who Creates, Sustains, and Redeems us all. AMEN. 
 


