
Blessing: Be a bridge of light from your own heart.  
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Genesis 15:1-6, Psalm 33:12-22, Hebrews 11:1-3, 8-16, Luke 12:32-40 

 

Children’s Sermon: Blessing 

Slow down your breathing. Breathe in, hold your breath a few seconds, and then let it out through 

your mouth. Repeat until you feel your heart relax. Now find a person next to you, maybe someone 

you do not know well as someone else. Look into that person’s eyes. Send love to that person through 

your eyes and your through each breath you exhale.  

How did that feel in your heart? 

This is one way we can love each other. Jesus tells us the light that inside us, the light we all looked at 

in each other, is what we can share with others.  

Now, say, either silently, or aloud, “Bless me” over and over again. 

How did that feel in your heart? 

Sometimes words alone cannot do it. Loving ourselves and our neighbor can be as simple as looking at 

one another with our full presence.  

Adult Sermon 

Jesus tells us, “Do not be afraid, little flock . . . be dressed for action and have your lamps lit.”* There 

is so much fear happening around us in our world. So many opportunities for us to stop love in our 

tracks. So many opportunities to let fear take hold, or to fall into frustration or reaction. Yet we are 

reminded to be ready, to shine our light. How and when we share our light is as unique as each one of 

us. 

I know that there are times in the moment, when I am called to share my light, I know I can share a bit 

of it with someone who crosses my path. It is something that comes from my soul. 

Yet there are also times the suffering is far too great for any action that makes sense to the mind. It is 

the heart that takes over, that decides. Sometimes all we can do is to feel the pain of someone’s 

suffering, to walk with that person, to be present to the suffering. That may be the only thing we can 

do. To feel. 

There are times when I speak to the Divine inside of me and at the foot of Jesus, and I ask, “What can I 

do?” in an attempt to do more. And like we learned a few weeks back, when in the Mary and Martha 

story, Martha wanted more to be done, Jesus asked her to let go and be with him. There are times we 

cannot do more of old responses, for they are not the ones needed at this time. Maybe we need more 

time in quiet reflection. Maybe it is an authentic response.  



Maybe the action is something that is new to us. 

From our readings today, we are assured of strength to help us shine our light, to help us conceive a 

new world. 

We may, like Sara and Abraham, falsely believe we are too old to begin again. We are tired. Maybe 

compassion fatigue has set in. Our bodies have their limitations. Maybe our beliefs and habits are so 

engrained that we cannot imagine any more light able to come from us. Maybe you are telling God you 

just can’t give anymore. There are times in the past year I have felt that weary, given the events of our 

times. Yet we are assured that   

no one but your very own issue shall be your heir. 

Issue comes from the Hebrew word ָהֵעמ** me`ah {may-aw'}, which is a soft part of the body, such as 

our bowels, belly, gut, our hearts.  

What we birth from this soft place is what will sustain us in the days and years to come. Jesus 

encourages us to nurture that place, for that is where the treasure is, where our hearts will guide our 

actions.  

Our descendants, or our heir, are not one group of people of one race or religion. Our descendants are 

the shared light of our actions, "as many as the stars of heaven and as the innumerable grains of 

sand by the seashore."+ 

Yet the soft places of our hearts have been hurting. The walk of compassion sometimes asks us to cry 

aloud for another. Our sisters and brothers have sacrificed their lives to show us the places where 

there are still holes in our world. Whether they are protectors and first responders who vow to protect 

citizens’ rights, or our sisters and brothers of color striving to live with the daily threat of being 

targeted for their skin color—the gaps are there.  

We cannot end the violence of our world in one, fell swoop. Yet Love prods us to be ready. Can we 

bridge the discomfort to hold more love for ourselves and for others?  

Only Love 

Jana Orsinger has created Only Love car and window stickers as a prayer of action, a blessing, that she 

is sharing with our world. It is an action that has been her private practice for a long time, yet now, she 

felt the nudge to share that with others. She reminds us all to stop and focus on what truly matters, 

when the pain can loom so large.  

Prayer also falls in this category. Participating in private, contemplative, and shared prayers gathers a 

presence with others. Compassion San Antonio++ events, interfaith events, or within our own Tuesday 

afternoon peace services, these gatherings matter at such times of upheaval. As my friend recently 

said, it matters that we are not alone. 



The ways of love are many. Which love is needing attention in your life now? 

Self-love  

Self-love is the foundation for the love we can offer others, and it is what we do when we blessed 

ourselves. Are you eating well? Are you caring for your emotions? Are you freeing yourself from a 

painful memory so you can be fully present to your life? Are you feeding yourself spiritually? There are 

times when God wants to help us heal on the inside, so more room can be available for loving 

ourselves and the world. Allow and tend to that time. You are worth it. 

Grief 

Sometimes God puts us in what seems like a holding pattern as we grieve some of our own losses. 

Being willing to grieve and to heal memories through counseling, spiritual practices, and reconciliation 

is never wasted. Maybe the tears for someone else help you to grieve a loss you never had time for. 

Allow the feelings to release.  

In my times of grieving, I have learned to allow the free will choices of others as they walk their 

journey. This is also a form of love. Sometimes we are given help to unlearn how we thought we were 

to love or to share our light. I can love by letting go.  

Restraint  

Another form of love is restraint. Restraint—not in holding someone back—but in holding back our 

initial response, is also a loving action. It is a blessing to offer in our reactive world. Stop. Allow your 

Spirit to show you what is truly happening before you respond. Restraint in judging and restraint in 

speaking may be the only action you can muster at this time. And what a gift that would be. Do not 

judge your restraint as not enough. It is a crucial first step that leads to listening more deeply to 

another. 

Restraint can be so uncomfortable and so different that you may feel that you cannot do it. Your mind 

may want to say to you, “Why can’t I love more?” or, “This is not enough.” Let go of those self-

judgments. 

The messiness of unlearning may be where God wants you to be. 

Surrender 

If we breathe into the messy, discomfort of love, and if we give time for it, restraint will not feel forced 

anymore. After a time, the discomfort shifts, and the restraint or the memory surrenders to the 

softness of the heart.  

We all know this in the walk of our lives. The surrender to the softness does not mean allowing for 

violence to continue. The surrender to the softness does not mean denying what is horrific. The 

surrender may mean listening longer to the painful story of another. The surrender may be offering 



your presence to someone you would not normally look at. It is being ready for the movement of Love 

to take over within us. And it comes from a natural, authentic, soul nudge. 

Individual Action 

When I create my art, I share my true self. With every stroke of paint, with every commitment to 

spending time bringing the beauty of nature onto canvas, I am being authentic. I am sharing my light 

with the world, and it blesses me as I do it. It is my gift of Only Love in this world, at this time. And the 

more I do it, the more I commit to it, I am adding my bit of light to the world. Like life, its layers build 

upon one another. 

Freedom for All 

As a child, when I rode my bike, and later when I first learned to drive, I loved to ride all around my 

neighborhood. It was and continues to be, very freeing, with the wind in my hair. I still love driving 

around San Antonio at night, enjoying parts of the city I had not seen before. It is a peaceful time. It is a 

freedom and a privilege I enjoy. 

Recently, I read an article by a woman who shares my love for the open road. She also shared her love 

for her African-American partner, and how her desire to just drive around in a neighborhood at any 

time of day or night is not possible for him. He taught her that he must have a destination in mind, 

especially during the night hours. There is no wiggle room for him, and because she chooses to love 

him, his limiting experience became part of her awareness. She could not enjoy her freedom without 

looking at his lack of it. 

As many of you know, our son is entering his senior year in high school this fall. He is not yet driving, 

yet he spent this past summer practicing taking the bus all around San Antonio, and we have 

encouraged his independence. This is a time to enjoy watching the bird fly from the nest, yet some 

mothers in our country cannot let go with the same trust. All mothers long for the support of a greater 

village and community to uplift our children, to allow for silly mistakes that we, as young adults have 

made. How many of us have learned from our mistakes, were given room to practice, to be, and to 

grow. Mothers of African-American children tell a different story to their children. They do not share 

the thrill of independence. There is no room for error.  

To listen and open our hearts to these stories is one way to share our light. Like the woman who dared 

to write her story about her husband, to dare to share a story with a world that may react with a 

closed heart or with violence is brave: it is a call to shed light on our experience.  

As painful as events have been in our world, one ray of hope is that we are no longer suffering alone. 

Cell phones and media reports connect us to one another’s pain, exposing it, so that we can offer one 

another compassion, understanding, and connection.  



Each day is yet another opportunity to learn and to grow the soft places of our hearts. Even if it takes a 

while to grow a new world, and even if some of us lost lives to create and shape that world, we are 

here. We are not alone. 

We have learned from our own history at Church of Reconciliation, how some of our sisters and 

brothers for many years could not receive the same blessings for their marriages as some of us did. We 

grew from that time of growth. We have extended what was once a privilege for a few of us to 

include all members of our community.  

Let us extend what we learned here and what we can from our hearts. Let us be bridges of love. 

What is your act of authentic love in the world? Let us breathe, let us bless. One small, act of love. Only 

Love.  

Amen. 

*Luke 32-35 

**Genesis 15:4 from http://lexiconcordance.com/hebrew/4578.html 

+Hebrews 11:11-12 from http://www.greeknewtestament.com/B58C011.htm 
++ 
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