
 

 

 

 

 

 

Pádraig Ó Tuama shares a humorous moment in worship. He sat next to a woman 

with a small boy on her lap, about three years old. An ordinary Sunday, and being 

Catholic, that always included communion. Prayers used in Catholic liturgy remain 

much the same across all times and places. They get familiar, settling into mind and 

heart, shaping faith. I treasure that, even as I also like fresh expressions; and as our 

belief differs — like bread and juice not literally turning into Jesus’ flesh and blood. 

Well, this three-year old had already begun to know the prayers and what they 

meant. It came time for the consecration. The sanctuary fell silent. The priest held 

up the bread. A bell was rung. That’s when the boy who’d been sitting quietly, 

shouted out: “Hello Jesus!” Except he kind of yodeled: Helloooooo …! Everyone in 

church turned. And like many children when realizing they have an audience, he 

shouted again, louder: Helloooooooo Jesus! 

 

The priest looked shocked, as if Jesus had actually turned up in flesh and bone. The 

woman looked mildly embarrassed, but mostly pleased that the child was so 

engaged. Theologically, Pádraig Ó Tuama notes, it was spot on. He imagines the 

boy hearing many times whispered encouragement to say hello to Jesus when the 

bell rings. So he did! Except he hadn’t yet distinguished between an inner and outer 

voice.i  

 

In similar spirit, Chrissy shared a delightful anecdote about one of our little boys 

who comes to get communion, usually asking for more than one piece of bread! His 
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mother has to say three is enough! Three pieces? Trinity? Could have some fun 

there. More simply, I get that desire in worship, including in Catholic Abbeys. I’ve 

been grateful when Catholic rules were winked at and I was welcome to receive the 

bread. I’ve been moved during extended periods of silent meditation on the host—

fifteen minutes when monks kneel facing the table where a priest sets a large wafer 

on view and they savor how Christ’s love nourishes their lives. And the hunger, 

thirst, yearning gets rekindled each time like recently when, being non-Catholic, I’m 

not welcome to share the sacrament. My friend Chip and I watched others file 

forward. He thought about crashing the party, going up as an act of protest. Though 

I felt like our little boy, as their guest, I respected their house rules and tried to 

connect in mind and heart with others who feel excluded by whatever rules and 

routines of culture or faith. Others yearning to receive love, fed to give love in 

return. Yearning to say Helloooo Jesus, to know God-with-us, to feel the Spirit 

touch us. Yearning to hear our inner voice of Sacred Grace come alive and discern 

how to use our outer voice in the world.  

 

Two weeks ago, our seniors gave voice to their church experience. Then we 

welcomed new members. Makes me ponder what commitments we live. I admire 

monks and nuns, even as I can’t wait to join fellow pilgrims in a few weeks living in 

community at the Iona Abbey. Friends, we don’t take vows of obedience, chastity, 

poverty. What shapes our minds, hearts, actions as we follow Jesus? What faithful 

promises do we make in return for God’s promise of steadfast love enduring 

forever? For a few weeks, we’re centering worship on core parts and practices of 

our living faith, at best. Monastic rhythms center on ora and labora. Prayer and 

labor, worship and work. Today we get to ora / prayer. For me, it all begins with 

humility—a promise of prayer as an expression of humility. 

 

That’s what Jesus repeatedly tries to teach and practice. Don’t try to remove our 

neighbor’s speck until we get rid of our own log. Don’t get too big for our britches, 



thinking we’ve mastered all knowledge. Make sure any good life we dwell in gets 

built upon a solid foundation—God our Rock and Redeemer. You see, we know 

how not be humble. In a way, that’s what we confess with our opening prayer each 

week—variations on ego, pride, insensitivity. Being hyper critical of others, in ways 

that become hypocritical. Little petty things to pick on. Or absolutist declarations 

that condemn. No need to name church leaders, elected reps, star athletes, business 

execs. Start by looking in the mirror, lamenting realities we see. Start there, because 

often when people condemn others, it’s really something in themselves they can’t 

face and accept, and so they project. We know how not to be humble, building an 

edifice of success with no grounding in gratitude, care, reverence for Grace, respect 

for others. Without such core values, yearning for good life can lead to Kardashian-

esque success in eyes of society, that’s hollow, shallow, deceptively mannequin-

esque if not settled inside. Without such pure inspiration, even well-intended 

altruism can betray clueless assumptions and self-centered decisions that hurt more 

than help. For Jesus, humility entwines with integrity. What’s external grows and 

flows from what is truest about ourselves internally—good or bad fruit and all of 

that. Ripe sweetness grows from seeds of grace nurtured gratefully deep inside us. 

Figs of sacrificial love. Grapes of patient kindness and courage. A whole farmers’ 

market of good relationships to treasure. 

 

Friends, here’s a peach I savor in our Presbyterian fruit basket at best: humble 

yearning to learn and grow evermore. We affirm God’s image in everyone. No one 

has all the answers. So, we trust in collective wisdom and decisions. We review past 

and present, accepting faults and failures. We live into the future beyond prior limits 

or conflicts, grounded in hope, guided by new insights, growing into renewed 

possibility. We change perspectives. We alter priorities. We delight when the risen 

Christ appears again in the face of friend or stranger, when we feel a gust or breeze 

of the Spirit. And we yearn to share such moments again, like deer longing for 

flowing streams. 



 

Where is your God? the psalmist repeats. Probably a taunt on lips of attackers. 

Picture Monty Python and the Holy Grail—that scene at the castle, hands on 

helmets. Or an awards comic monologue gone too far. Putin’s unceasing scorn. At 

least, it’s a challenge from the voice of doubters, even a voice inside us when times 

get tough—where is God? Maybe, ironically, it’s an affirmation of relation that 

endures—not perfectly, but which instills envy in those without it, and in the end, 

hope for those with it. I admire people who stay faithfully centered amid chaos, 

confusion, brokenness of life. As if holding a flickering candle in the deep darkness, 

or at least looking, looking, believing a beam of light will come. Praying: God send 

out your light and truth; let them lead me into your presence. Until I find your 

purpose and I feel again your power to live it.  

 

Christians over the ages have affirmed variations on this theme: our souls are 

restless until we rest in God. We find purpose in life when we’re at peace in Holy 

Love. That’s why we pray. Today we won’t get into specifics. We have classes and 

would love to talk anytime, exploring a vast variety of ways to pray. Pádraig Ó 

Tuama urges no single form is perfect for all people. Just try, practice. It doesn’t 

have to be five or seven times a day like our Christian monastics or Muslims. 

However often we pause, whatever pattern we practice, maybe think of praying 

without ceasing as Paul says—more than unending muttering, it’s a posture to meet 

God, an orienting compass for our next step, rhythm and rhyme amid the pell-mell 

that compels.ii  

 

When will we behold the face—that is sense the presence, feel God’s power among 

us? Maybe the psalmist’s poetry echoes our inner voice, yearning to say: hellooooo 

Jesus! Hungering for a few more morsels of Christ’s love to nourish our lives. Or an 

outer voice we hear in someone near or far longing for peace, food, water, shelter. 

We wait in dark places where home is not safe; where dark clouds settle over life 



after we’ve received the diagnosis; when we’re seeking direction through whatever 

storms blow in over nation … O God, send out your light. Christ be our light! We 

wait in murky confusion, discerning and claiming who we most truly are, making 

sense of how privilege and prejudice have shaped our lives, longing to hear good 

news of faith that’s really relevant after what now seems more like bad news we’re 

trying to unhear … O God, send out your light and your truth. Christ shine through 

our hearts! We wait lost about what to do or say next, how to face realities and 

decide what’s best for a beloved, how to find compassion to connect, loving power 

to speak and act … O God, send out your light and your truth, let them lead us to 

your holy dwelling. Christ shine in your church gathered today! 

 

Amid the psalmist’s humble recognition of our dependence on God, we hear 

repeated affirmation of hope. Hope in Divine Love revealed through our 

interdependence of living faith. Commitments we share. Promises of time, talents, 

resources we offer. Faults or failures we accept and successes we celebrate together. 

Here’s what I remember in hope, the psalmist urges—how I went with a throng of 

others, processing into God’s house. And so, I know I’m not alone. And so, I accept 

that living faith isn’t an individual test of strength, determination, perfection. Rather, 

personal salvation and communal transformation inextricably interweave. And so, if 

we stay humble enough, something holy comes alive in our shared humanity — 

beauty, life-changing insight and inspiration when our voices join in prayer or song.  

 

On this Juneteenth, maybe we remember our society’s need to be humble about 

abusive prejudice in our history. That black American children and parents, 

inventors and musicians, poets and politicians are so much more than chattel they 

were demeaned and dehumanized to be. And in that Spirit we keep reflecting on all 

forms of bias, trying to be more aware, yearning for liberation and cultivation of 

abundant life for all people. 

 



On this Father’s Day, maybe we humbly gratefully remember those who poured into 

us parental love, like a father … or ways we’ve offered that care to others whether 

we’re literal fathers or not. It’s an occasion to imagine and celebrate true 

masculinity that cuddles and laughs, teaches and builds and plays ball, as much as 

defends and protects. It’s an occasion to be savor, amid sometimes foolish, faltering, 

selfish attempts to parent, that somehow by the grace of God, those recipients of our 

love turned out okay in the end anyway!  

 

Finally, last Sunday I realized a milestone in ministry. I planned to savor it quietly 

through lunch with staff, relishing fruits of effort to host Presbytery. Friends, I think 

the last time I checked Facebook Luke was writing his gospel! Please … no offense, 

if there’s ever been no response! On Friday, Suzanne showed me how someone 

posted and others responded. 25 years in ministry for me. Five years for Chrissy. 

Commitments made. Promises embodied imperfectly. I bought lunch and share this 

moment with you, not to laud personal achievement. No. I treasure humbly the great 

throng of people with whom I’ve entered into God’s presence—Scotland, Marshall, 

12 years here, and other places. Joy, inspiration, Holy Love shared. And I lament 

humbly causes like one on the very anniversary this past week—through oversight, 

inattention, misunderstanding, whatever, someone didn’t feel that Holy Love 

through me. Here’s what gives me hope for the church, for Sacred Grace and Peace 

in our world, whatever small bits of fruit we offer. It’s the solid foundation we’ve 

built—the smiles I see, voices I still hear, compassion and forgiveness shared, 

laughter and tears and hugs, chasing basketballs, soccer balls, or frisbees, swinging 

hammers or paint brushes, serving meals, tender conversations at church, in your 

homes, and on walks that make real “God, send out your light and your truth”, and 

the meetings and meetings and meetings … these things I remember, and I behold 

the face of God. These things I remember and savor, when I recall how Lew Briner, 

beloved pastor and friend, offered the ordination prayer 25 years ago. Except he 

forgot to invite all others ordained to lay hands on me, as I knelt on these steps. It 



left me thirsty, like a deer for flowing streams. Still, whenever I need a sip, these 

things we’ve shared I remember … and I feel the anointing hand, the flowing grace 

of God. 

 

Dear friends, as we prepare to join our lives singing again, praying to install two 

elders to share selfless yearning purpose, feeling Divine power fill us, we close with 

two humble prayers to the God of our life and all life. One from Iona that feeds me 

day or night joined with earliest followers in Ephesus who said “Helloooooo Jesus” 

and maybe took three pieces of bread. “If it be your holy will, God, grant that this 

place of your abiding may continue still to be a sanctuary and a light.” “Now to 

God, who by the power at work within us is able to accomplish abundantly far more 

than all we [imperfectly] ask or even imagine, to God be glory in the church and in 

Christ Jesus, now and forever.”  

 

Thanks be to God. Amen.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
i Pádraig Ó Tuama, Daily Prayer with the Corrymeela Community (London: Canterbury 

Press Norwich, 2017), ix-x. 
ii See ibid, xii, 13. 


