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Two Constants: Change and the Love of God 
 

Well good morning, my dear, dear friends! It feels so good to be here, at the First 
Presbyterian Church of Titusville in Titusville, Pennsylvania. This is the church 
where I first learned how to ring bells and sing. This is the church where I first 
watched veggie tales. Where I first dressed up as King Solomon during vacation 
church school.  
 
This is the church where I met friends who became family, where I was nurtured, 
loved, supported, and welcomed just as I was. Fully and completely.  
 
I know every nook and cranny of this church. It’s an old one, built in … and under 
this sanctuary is a dirt basement, which I have explored many, many times. I once 
used a butter knife to unlock a locked door so that I could hide there during a youth 
group game of hide and seek. I was never found.  
 
This place even has a certain smell that has been the same for at least 20+ years that 
I’ve been coming here. And the moment I walked in today, it all came rushing back.  
 
You see, this church taught me how to love, how to live, in community, how to be 
welcome and how to belong. I cannot even begin to describe how important this 
place has been and continues to be for me.  
 
It feels so good to be here and to bring this beautiful space into our worship as the 
congregation of Stone Church. Welcome, my friends, from near and from far to this 
beautiful space that has nurtured and so many others, this space in which I really 
first learned what it means to belong.  
 
When I first shared with my mom that I wanted to go to seminary, she legitimately 
thought that I was crazy. It came out of nowhere. I was about to finish my degree 
studying physics. I had just come home from Germany. And now suddenly, I was 
going to, in her mind at that time, throw everything away, and become a pastor. Or 
as I reported at that time, a missionary.  
 
It wasn’t actually until one of my dear, dear mentors, a woman I had known since 
middle school. She was a Sunday school teacher, a youth group leader. She went on 
all of our mission trips. She prayed for me, talked earnestly with me. She knew me.  
 



And so my mom went to her to report that I had lost my mind, but Tanya said, 
“Finally! I’ve known that she was going to go into ministry since the day I met her. 
I’ve just been waiting for her to figure it out.” 
 
So you see, I wasn’t out of my mind, and this wasn’t out of nowhere. This was 
something bigger than us. Something my mom and my dad and myself had never 
planned for, something that felt scary and confusing, but something that someone 
else had seen and known was nothing other than the wily, unpredictable will of God.  
 
Every time I read this story in the gospels, I immediately think of this story of mine. 
And because I’ve come to have a lot of compassion and awe at how my parents were 
able to make the shift and go with this whole ministry thing, I always feel a little bad 
for Jesus’ family.  
 
Jesus knew who he was, and when I was going my first discernment period, I was 
afraid, but I was also pretty assured of who I was too. I didn’t know where I would 
go, I still don’t. But I felt and continue to feel deep in my being a sense that I am on 
the right path, and so I can keep doing things that people might misunderstand or 
think are proof that I’m out of my mind, but that I feel or believe or seek to trust are 
the will of God. 
 
But when you’re not the one in the middle of that, but one watching a dear one, a 
loved one, it’s a whole other situation. I have so much compassion for Jesus’ family 
in this story, because they must have been terrified for him. And for themselves. He 
was attracting a lot of attention and really stirring things up.  
 
This is only the third chapter in Mark, and the Pharisees are already plotting to 
destroy him. Because everything he was doing—healing people, casting out demons, 
sitting with, eating with, and even touching society’s most marginalized outcasts—
all of this was in direct conflict with the rules of the Pharisees. And Jesus blatant 
display of disrespect for their authority earned him their wrath and ultimately, a 
death sentence. 
 
So yeah, his family was afraid for him. They were worried about his mental health, 
because what he was doing was putting him and them at great risk, and they 
couldn’t understand why he was so insistent. I like to believe that like my own mom, 
Jesus’ came around too. She was with him until the very end, so surely she came to 
understand or at least accept it.  
 
I’m not a mother yet, but I’ve got a great one who has taught me a lot about 
motherhood. I’ve learned from her to accept that kids are gonna do what they’re 
gonna do, and our job is to just love them through it.  



 
Love them through it when it doesn’t make sense, when it’s not how we would do 
things, when we disagree or disapprove, we still just seek to love them through it.  
 
In this story, Jesus’ legally bound family wasn’t doing this very well, but those 
crammed into his house, surrounding him so thoroughly that his own family 
couldn’t even get to him, these folx got it. Maybe they didn’t understand it all fully, 
but they weren’t trying to stop him. They knew he was causing trouble. That even 
being there could put them in danger, but they heard something. They felt 
something. They knew something that kept them there. Rapt by Jesus and his 
message.  
 
I imagine that at a certain point, the crowds, the healings, the palpable hope in the 
air, wore down his family and their concerns for safety. I imagine that at some point, 
someone said something to them, and suddenly, they got it. They began to see it too.  
 
The thing about the will of God is that it can be so intangible, so ephemeral and 
difficult to grasp. It does not always make sense. It is rarely straightforward. The 
path is never straight and rarely unimpeded.  
 
The will of God is not something that anyone can claim to fully know or grasp. And if 
they do, you should be wary of them. The most important life lesson I have gained to 
date, is that the only thing I can be certain of is that I should never be certain of 
anything.  
 
Certainty smothers faith. It extinguishes creativity. Suppresses exploration. It makes 
discerning the will of God impossible. Because when we become certain, we are no 
longer open to the movements of the Spirit. We are no longer open to other 
worldviews, other possibilities, other ways of being and moving in the world. We 
are no longer open to who God is who or God is calling us to be or do. 
 
We are living in a time of serious, global transition, my friends, and in general, 
people aren’t very good in times of transition. We don’t like change. We like 
predictability and stability. We like to know what’s going to happen, control our 
surroundings and our outcomes.  
 
Change or transition is unnerving and anxiety producing. When it’s happening, we 
feel out of control. We can’t plan for tomorrow or anticipate what’s going to happen 
next. And this is terrifying. So we react to our fear, and we all do it in different ways.   
 
Some fall into serious denial: “What change? There’s no change here. Maybe out 
there, but not here.” 



 
Others kill themselves trying to control the uncontrollable: “Well if I just plan for 
every outcome, can’t take me by surprise!” 
 
Then there’s those who go into actual battle mode: “Change will happen over my 
dead body.” 
 
I’ve been practicing radical acceptance of change since I started this whole 
discernment journey, so I’m so practiced at resisting change, that I don’t even 
always realize when I’m doing it.    
 
But the truth is, that change is constant. There are times in life when it feels more 
obvious, more disruptive, but even when we think we’re experiencing some stasis, 
we’re not. We’re always changing, always evolving, always deepening our 
understanding of ourselves, our world, our God.  
 
And this can be frightening, I know, but it can also be so full of grace. Because it 
means that if we aren’t doing too well, we can trust that we won’t be stuck here 
forever. If we are longing for something, hoping for healing, for newness, for insight, 
we can find solace in the inevitability of change and the possibility that it will lead to 
that which we most desire. 
 
And when we practice this in community, when we practice hope, when we practice 
the acceptance of change for ourselves and on behalf of other one another, then we 
are increasingly more able to perceive what God is up to in our midst. We become 
more attuned to God’s movements, to God’s love, to God’s peace. We become more 
open and thus more able to discern how to live out the will of God in our midst.  
 
This past week, one of our beloved redwoods, Bob James went to be with his buddy 
Jesus. That’s how he always described him to me. Jesus was always there with him, 
watching over him, comforting him, leading him. Bob had a relationship with Jesus 
like no one I’ve ever met.  
 
And he loved his family. And he loved his church. He had so many stories of how he 
served the church and how he found belonging in the church. How all his friends 
went to Stone Church. They raised families together. Ate together. Laughed together. 
Grew and changed and practiced hope together. 
 
And Hazel shared with me recently that Bob knew without a doubt that when he 
died, his buddy Jesus would be there to welcome him home. As Hazel and I talked, 
we both admitted that neither of us felt as strongly as Bob did about this, but we 



both hoped for it, and we both felt immensely grateful for Bob’s faith. That he held 
that faith for us when we couldn’t hold it for ourselves.  
 
As the apostle Paul says, in life and in death we belong to God. And I’ve always taken 
that to also mean that in life and in death we belong to one another. That whether 
we live or whether we die, we belong to God and we belong to one another. And 
though change is constant, this one thread is woven throughout. This one thing 
cannot be broken. 
 
And so though we are going through a really difficult time of transition, we can trust 
that the love of God is constant. God desires about all else for all of Creation to know 
healing, justice, and restoration. To live in perfect union with God. To be whole. Full 
of joy and beauty. The will of God is always for all to know peace and love.  
 
How we are called to live into this will can and does shift and evolve and change all 
the time. It is the ever-evolving call to build God’s kingdom where God’s will can be 
done on earth as it is heaven.  
 
It’s never straightforward and rarely clear, but we know we’re on the path when 
we’re driven by a desire for wholeness, when we’re taking risks or upsetting 
authorities for the sake of healing, when we’re certain only of the love of God and 
open to any and all the ways God calls us to experience it.  
 
And most importantly, when we are doing in community. Holding hope when our 
neighbor can’t. Proclaiming love and excitement, when fear of change threatens to 
overtake us. 
 
For only change and the love of God are constants. Thanks be to God for that. 
 
In the name of the Triune God, who creates, sustains, and redeems us all. Amen.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


