
 

 

 

 

 

 

For a time, when I read this story something like scales covered the eyes of my 

heart. A shield of insecure defensiveness, a thick film of danger. You see, I respect 

that other people recall and maybe still feel such a powerful conversion experience. 

A time and place when life was going down a bad path and got turned around 

instantly. A “Damascus road” encounter, maybe even with mystical light or voice. 

As it helps us or someone else be a good Christian and follow God’s way in this 

world, hallelujah! Trouble is, I hadn’t seen it, heard or felt it in that way. As a young 

adult figuring out what it meant to be a Christian, people asked: have you been born 

again, centering the power of such experiences. If we haven’t had one, are we good 

enough? Or doomed to hell if we don’t believe (like Saul breathed threats, murder)? 

As much as what others voiced, surely, it was also my own insecurity about true 

faith. Why not me? Did I do or not do something? Scales of fear, combined with 

valid honest questions, blinded me from seeing, believing, fully following God’s 

way of love in Jesus Christ.  

 

When did I come to know and give my life to Christ? Well, I can’t name a time I 

didn’t know God’s love. I was raised in church—cradled as an infant and taught 

Bible lessons by some of you. And looking back, like many of us say in our own 

way, we also see anew times when faith deepened. When amid hesitation, questions, 

whatever condition of life in the moment, we caught the vision more clearly. We felt 

the passion and compassion of Christ more fully. And with hope and joy we 

committed more completely. If you’ve never been bothered as I was, thanks be to 
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God! If we can cherish times, places, people through whom we’ve been touched by 

Holy Love, hallelujah!  

 

Truth is, friends, still none of us is perfect. If we’re honest, we all have choices 

made, relations and decisions in life we might rightly lament—some more drastic 

and poignant than others. Maybe even some rooted in earnest faith, which we later 

realized wasn’t quite right. The night before he was to die sitting around the table, 

Jesus gives his close friends and followers a new commandment to love. Except, it’s 

not a new idea. That’s what their Jewish faith envisioned all along—love God and 

love neighbor. It's just that often that’s not the way of Roman world, like our 

society. Even some leaders of faith lost focus, didn’t see the forest of life in God’s 

love … for every tree of a rule about this or that applied legalistically. They lost 

sight of grace.  

 

I love Aaron’s photo on our bulletin. The look, the relation of two children—how 

they see each other. Wouldn’t it be great if we see one another in our beautiful 

similarity and difference with a gaze of child in a swimsuit, with a gesture of ease or 

under a towel, near a river or a sprinkler of joy, fun, summer relief from heat 

spraying in the background. A gaze curious and open, radiating security, trust, love. 

It’s sad that along life’s way, we become suspicious, critical, wary, often unaware of 

it, expecting the worst of others and ourselves. Sometimes there’s reason. Still, as 

we have eyes to see and ears to hear we glean new insights, helping us recall loving 

goodness in which we’re all created. And God’s Spirit keeps calling us anew, all the 

time, to live that love.  

 

That’s how I’ve come to see this story—not so much a super-special-extraordinary 

moment we must have to be good enough. Rather the way living faith keeps 

unfolding. You see, in and beyond particular people and places, the book of Acts 

helps us get the big scope of how Good News of Holy Love in Jesus Christ spread 



from such a few to so many followers. And then we feel inspired to keep spreading 

that message—to be a Christian, living the commandment to love in ever new ways. 

More than any one-time act, conversion, transformation, inspiration keeps 

happening as we share life together.  

 

This story gets labeled the conversion of Saul. And it’s true, in part. Except let’s not 

to lose sight of two simple points. Paul already practiced deep faith—the same faith 

as Jesus. It’s not conversion from nothing to everything. More like another step, 

another turn on a long journey, momentous though this was. And in the end clarity 

comes when Ananias visits. In fact, half the story is about him, his conversion. Paul 

gets the plaudits. Ananias deserves credit, too. Maybe God would have moved 

someone else to visit Saul if Ananias refused. As the story goes, it’s simply true that 

St. Paul would not have become the greatest founder of our Christian faith without 

Ananias loving, healing, clarifying his call in the lineage of Sarah and Abraham, 

Moses, and many prophets in the Bible. Being seen lovingly by others, helps us see.  

 

Picture this. I wonder if Saul / Paul was ever a child under a towel playing in a 

sprinkler on a hot summer day, meeting a young friend or stranger with curious, 

playful gaze. I wonder what made him grow into the earnest defensive persecutor he 

became. We’ll never explain it. We know Saul was a faithful Jew, like Jesus. Except 

his zealous practice of religion fueled hate and threat, wounding and even killing 

other Jews following Jesus’ way. I wonder why, what shaped his way; what 

goodness and unsettling struggles made scales shroud his heart. I want to know 

because maybe it’ll help me and you recognize what isn’t quite right for us too—

ways we don’t see clearly God’s will and purpose and way ahead, living Jesus’ love 

command.  

 

I don’t know about Saul. I know in myself and others often we go to a place of 

attacking someone, when we feel especially vulnerable, threatened, needing 



absolute truth to bring control, comfort, make us feel we’ll be okay. Being a Jew in 

ancient Rome was hard. Clash of values. Forced to do things unwanted. Trying to 

maintain faith and identity as a people when essentially outside threats arose all 

around. Then comes Rabbi Jesus who challenges accepted norms from the inside. 

As more people start following the Way, we can imagine how individuals like Saul, 

and whole synagogues could start feeling unmoored—a kind of civil war. His 

persecution of others likely reflected something going on inside himself.  

 

Maybe it’s like how Brené Brown humorously tells about a crazy time of life—

launching a new company, a book tour, training hundreds of people and deciding 

that she’ll train to be an instructor-level pilates guru in a matter of months. Life 

went off the rails. She hated pilates! Her work exploded in chaos around the 

house—taped to walls, piled up everywhere. One day her husband Steve came 

home, headed into the kitchen, opened the fridge and said: “We don’t even have any 

blasted lunch meat in this house.” (Brené uses saltier language. You can read the 

book for fuller effect!) 

She first thought: “What did he just say?!” with clenched jaws and tight fists. She 

walked into the kitchen, “Hey babe?” with the tone of voice that launched thousands 

of fights in kitchens around the world.  

“Hey. What’s up?” Steve answered a bit wary.  

“You know the big ‘ol truck you drive,” Brené answered. “I bet if you point it down 

the road a mile and a half you’ll run into a big ‘ol grocery store. And I bet if you 

give them your credit card, they’ll give you a bag of ham.” She felt very pleased 

with herself.  

He looked puzzled and worried. “Did you leave your credit card there again?” 

Man, you’re killing my jam here, she thinks. “No, I didn’t lose my card. I’m just 

saying you can get your own lunch meat!” 

“Are you okay?” 

“Yes, I’m okay. I know it’s 6:30. You’re hungry. Dinner isn’t on the table. I get it.” 



“Wait. What? … Okay, Brené, what’s 30 x 365?” 

Oh my … he’s math-shaming me. This is a total takedown. You wanna dance? Let’s 

dance! Sarcastically she retorted, “I don’t know, Steve, what is 30 x 365?” 

Refusing to reciprocate, he said, “I don’t know either, but it’s the number of days 

we’ve been together. And whatever that big number of days is, in that time, not once 

have I ever come home and seen dinner on the table. If I came home and dinner was 

on the table, I would think one of two things: You’re leaving me or someone in our 

family is really sick. When we cook dinner we always do it together. And anyway, 

who’s done the grocery shopping in this family for the last five years?” 

Man, Brené thinks, this isn’t following the movie script in my head. “Ahh, yeah, you 

I guess.” 

“Right … so, what’s really going on?” 

To be in touch with ourselves and a situation Brené Brown says it’s often a good to 

ask: “What the story I’m telling myself or making up about this situation.”i 

 

Friends, maybe that’s good advice for some of our kitchen conversations. It also 

seems true for our wider lives, relationships, society and creation we share. When 

life together goes off the rails, and something inside us distorts how we see others, 

hear what gets said, react to what happens. When we don’t feel loved and love 

ourselves, cataracts of shame, fear, defensiveness, unhealthy choices, insensitive 

insecurity cloud our vision. When it’s hard to grow through teen years into young 

adulthood. When we face conflict and separation among family or friends. When 

public policy, punditry, and social media get so rancorous. What’s inside harms 

others outside and all around. When twisted illusions of Putin and his cronies 

unleash horrors in Ukraine we’ve seen in too many other places. When expressions 

of Christian faith get so judgmental, condemning, or just stuck in rut limiting, 

confining, not life-giving. 

 



The story Saul told about Jesus and his followers, false and twisted as it was, failed 

to see the goodness and suffering of others, the grace and mercy of God. That’s 

what I’ve missed when I’ve been too judgmental. That’s what’s made me humble 

when I glimpse beauty, wisdom, faithful service in others often counted out or 

condemned. I wonder if we closed our eyes for a minute what moments and people 

we might cherish when we’ve received fresh insight. When someone turned out to 

be much more kind and good than we thought; when our view of what’s wrong and 

right in the world shifted through a lens of love; when something unsettled in 

faith—some way we’ve asked “Who are you, Lord?”—became more clear and 

inspirational. Friends, claim those moments, the holiness in them, as they continue 

to shape how we see. Or maybe today we’re a little more aware of something 

troubling some kind of scales through which it’s hard to see. On the road nearing 

Damascus, Saul became aware of how much he wasn’t seeing. Ananias arrived and 

gave him love, like holy laser surgery on the eyes of his heart. It’s another revelation 

of the power of resurrection. He saw anew and wanted to follow, too. He started to 

become Christian. 

 

A recent metaphorical road to Damascus led me to an abbey in southern Indiana. 

There a minister friend Chip, Brené Brown, and a few other authors were Ananias 

for me. Helping me see how Paul’s lifelong efforts continued what started on the 

road to Damascus—moving religion from taking life to supporting how people walk 

in newness of life. Inspiring me to nurture ways of serving together with empathy 

amid vulnerability, fostering loving clarity, trust, and imaginative possibility beyond 

boxes that so often confine. Respecting monastic commitment to a life of prayer and 

work, yearning for such centered purpose and peace, even though my life journey 

has taken a different direction. Jacqui Lewis recounting “Damascus road” turning 

points in life that lead her to be a Presbyterian minister, and say clearly what it 

means to be Christian. Her story, like all of ours, moving from being Saul / Paul to 



being Ananias. We see through the eyes of love—believing, worshipping, praying 

becoming Love embodied for the world.ii  

 

Truth is, dear friends, often you are Ananias for me. Though I guess I hope, in this 

moment, God might be using me to be a kind of Ananias for you, encouraging all of 

us to get up and go to others seeking vision for living faith in grace and peace. Truth 

is, the world, other people, can be scary at times. God’s ever new call to us is not to 

be naïve. God’s Spirit gives us courage to see through eyes of love in ways none of 

us had a clue about when we were toddlers in swimsuits. In all our class discussions, 

personal conversations, committees and ways we serve, friends, want to start with 

humility, openness, empathy to see new beauties and goodness through the eyes of 

love. As we try to care for ourselves, raise our children and grandchildren, support 

parents and heal broken relations, friends, want to name what’s not right and see 

ways to forgive and bring out the best in others through the eyes of love. In all our 

zeal, as we talk about Supreme Court decisions, bias in society, jobs, inflation, 

economic realities, climate change, friends, rise above arrogance and self-centered 

truth claims, wanting to see through the eyes of love, a curious angle we hadn’t 

considered, shared possibilities beyond all the problems, how to order our world in 

ways that bring life to others and all creation.  

 

I suppose, maybe like you, I’m still working out what it really means to be 

Christian. Probably always will. Jesus gives us a new commandment to love one 

another, just as he loved. By this ever-new responsibility and opportunity, people 

know we belong to the Way. There’s much about Saul turned Paul, much about our 

world we don’t know. As I regain sight, at least glimpses of faith now and then, I 

trust we need one another to help us see. Being seen lovingly by others, helps us see. 

That’s living faith. Converted, reoriented, committed, more than once, anew every 

day … ready to listen, ready to walk and serve in all the world when Jesus says: 

“Come and follow me.” 



 

Thanks be to God. Amen.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
i Quoted and abridged from Brené Brown, Dare to Lead (New York: Random House, 2018), 

244-247. 
ii Jacqui Lewis, Fierce Love (New York: Harmony Books, 2021), 194. 


