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Dearly Beloved, 
 I want to thank you for the gift of time away. 
It was so very good to set my calendar aside 
 knowing that as I did I had two weeks  

of unstructured, uncommitted time, 
   time to do whatever I pleased, 

time to listen to the drumming of my own beating 
heart, 

  time to simply be and be in the moment. 
Yours was a gracious gift of grace-filled moments. 
 
It was good to go,  
 and it is good to be back. 
I missed you; 
 most especially I missed worshipping with you. 
In her book, Leaving Church, Barbara Brown Taylor says,  
 “Most of do not live especially holy lives. . . .  
 We spend most of out time 
  sitting in traffic,  

paying bills,  
and being irritated with one anther.  

 Yet, every week, we are invited to stop all of that  
for one hour at least. 

 We are invited to participate in a great drama 
  that has been going on without us  

for thousands of years, 
and . . .  will go on as long  

as there is a single player left standing.” 
Oh I missed worshipping with you in this community 
 and knowing that as we do  

we are together and individually being strengthened  
 to go into the world and live fully human lives, 

lives touched by the grace of God. 
 
Grace-filled moments abounded in Italy. 
Soon after arriving in Rome, 
 we rented cars and drove to the coast.  
George had made reservations for us at Le Rocce, 
Built more than forty years ago,  
  the hotel lays nestled in one of the cliffs  
  that rise up several hundred feet  

above the Mediterranean Sea 
Bone tired after being in transit more than 24 hours,  
 we grabbed a bite to eat and went to bed.  



The next day I was very quickly reminded 
 we were not in Texas any more. 
Everywhere I looked my eyes beheld absolute beauty – 
 the vast blue sea,  
  the white stucco hotel resting like a lover  

against the cliff’s embrace,  
 the plants growing from every nook and cranny, 
  the massive palm trees placed strategically  

both to shade and magnify any breeze, 
the blue-domed sky that kissed the sea far 
off in the distance. 

 
And everything I heard was vastly different  

from the sounds I was accustomed to hearing - 
laughing adults and children playing in the sea, 

lovers two patios over from ours whispering secrets 
to one another as they breakfasted, 
 a woman in the room above us 
 moving furniture as she cleaned the room. 

Over, under, and around these sights and sounds 
 sounded the song of cicadas. 
They sang in a language I did not understand 
 and yet, I knew that their song  

bound the sights and sounds together 
and called me to open the ears and eyes of my heart.  

 
How very difficult it is for us  

to open the ears and eyes of our hearts. 
 In the beginning,  

our difficulty stems not from something we do  
but rather from something that happens to us. 

This thing, which is not of our own making, 
comes to us in the form of a lullaby. 

It is a lullaby we hear from the moment of our birth, 
 a lullaby that sounds throughout our lives. 
It is difficult to escape this lullaby, 

for it envelopes us  
much like a mother swaddles her child. 

It comes unbidden as we sleep 
and assaults us in our waking hours. 

This lullaby,  
become a siren song,  

seeks to deceive us into believing 
   that we are the center of the universe 
    and the gratification of our desires  

is the highest and best use of our lives. 
The world sings this song throughout our lives,  
 sings it so loudly  

that it often drowns out  



any other songs. 
If and when we fall prey to this siren song,  
 both we and the world are the poorer for it. 
 
Other songs do sound in the world. 
They have been sounding  

and will continue to sound 
 after the end of time. 

These songs have been sung by prophets,  
wise women and men, 

  seekers of every age and faith tradition. 
One and all, they call us  

to take our eyes off ourselves,  
to listen to something more  
than our own selfish desires,  

to look upward, outward, heavenward 
and in so doing open the ears and eyes  
 of our own hearts. 
   

 This morning, Paul invites us  
to open the ears and eyes of our hearts, 

to look heavenward,  
and as we do, 

to listen to the song he is singing. 
It is a song  
 that teaches us how to live  

manifesting the grace of our gracious God.  
He begins by encouraging us to speak truth to one another, 
 to let all we say reflect God’s reality 

to speak with love and compassion, 
    speak so our words build up and do not tear down. 
Such truth has certainty and force. 
It creates and sustains the community and its members. 
Then, Paul urges us to be angry but not to sin. 
Here, he is making a distinction  

between sin and sinner. 
In effect he is saying it’s OK to be angry about sin 
 but not OK to be angry with the sinner.  
We are to remain in relationship with one another  

as God remains in relationship with us, 
Because our relationships are so vitally important,   

Paul urges us to build just societies,  
societies that strive to provide all people  

access to honest work, 
    work that allows them provide  

for their daily needs, 
     and also have something left over  

for them to help the needy. 
As inhabitants of just societies, 



we are to put away all bitterness and wrath,  
all anger and wrangling,  

all slander and malice 
 and be kind, 

tender hearted,  
  and forgiving of one another.  

What a beautiful song of life together Paul sings . 
 
Who and what we listen to do matter. 
Who and what we allow to influence  

the way we live and interact with others, 
 are of ultimate importance,  

for they influences the tenor of our lives. 
They influence the song we sing,  

the song that sounds  
long after our death. 

God’s song is a song of extravagant love.  
Ours is to also be a song of extravagant love, 
 love that gives to others as God has given to us. 
Love like that builds just societies. 
Love like that makes present God’s kingdom on earth. 
No doubt about it.   
So, let us sing as best we can 

the song God has given us to sing. 
Let us ring the bells that still can ring.  Amen.    
	  


