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  God before us.  God beside us.  God behind us. 
  God above us.  God beneath us.  God within us. 
         Be also now between us. 
           Amen.    
 

I love that little prayer and I found myself praying it a lot this week as Martha 
was away for work.   It came in handy too, as I prayed for a former parishioner of 
mine, Mary Kate, from Connecticut, a young woman almost thirty as she underwent 
yet another surgery.  I had been with her, her family and several friends for the first 
brain surgery at Johns Hopkins in Baltimore.  Mary Kate is one of those very rare 
people who absolutely exudes joy.  She loves God with her whole heart and those of 
us who have been privileged to know and love her have been humbled by the gift of 
her profound faith and her indomitable spirit in the face of health diagnoses that 
would simply overwhelm me on my strongest days.    I talked to Mary Kate last 
Saturday on her birthday and she was full of gratitude for her life…  even with its 
tremendously burdensome challenges.  She is a Divinely given gift, a presence of the 
Holy Spirit that humbles me, challenges me, and blesses me all along my journey.  Be 
now between us, for sure!   

 
I prayed this prayer too as I rounded the aisle at Wholefoods intent on 

getting only the few groceries I needed.   From the moment I made the turn down 
the aisle I saw a child about four years old standing with his back to me and 
shouting at his astonished mother: 

 
“I can’t hear you!  I can’t see you!  I can’t hear you!  I can’t see you!” 
 
Lordy, I thought…   I remember those days…   I couldn’t help but say a prayer 

for this exasperated mother as the child really believed that in closing his eyes, he 
became invisible and in sticking his fingers in his ears, he could not hear.    

 
Be now, between them…    Be now, between us-  even in those exasperating 

moments when we, too, wish we could so easily become invisible.  Or in those 
moments of great fear and trembling when we wish we could neither see nor hear 
unwanted news or bear the consequences of our own doing.   

 
All through this week, the image of that little one kept popping up in my 

consciousness even as I tried to focus on a busy agenda.  And then it happened, not 
once but twice…  when I found myself so completely distracted by own agenda half-
listening and having to say, rather embarrassingly, “Oh, I’m sorry.  What did you 
say?”     

 



How many times do you and I get so caught up in our own worries, so 
distracted by our long to do lists, so embarrassed or frustrated by our own 
limitations that like this child, we find ourselves saying, “I can’t see you!  I can’t hear 
you!” to the One who gives us Life, Healing, Hope, and Love every moment of every 
day?    

 
Richard Rohr, in his book, Things Hidden:  Scripture as Spirituality, also tells 

the story of a child who upon welcoming her new brother home, tells her parents 
that she would like a little time alone with him.   Not wishing to discourage the older 
sibling, the parents leave the nursery and go around the corner as they listen.  
“Quick,” she says, “tell me who made you.  Tell me where you came from.  I am 
beginning to forget.”   Ah, the profound wisdom of the child! 

 
Rohr goes on to say that as we grow older, and as we fill our consciousness 

with distractions of all kinds, as we begin to dis-believe our own inherent goodness 
and that of others, as we try to separate sacred from profane, ordinary from 
extraordinary, we distance ourselves from the very truth of our own nature, from 
our own sacred story.  He reminds us of a profound and simple truth-  life, all life is 
one sacred reality.  We cannot objectively separate ourselves, creation, nor any 
other of God’s creatures from the Divine.  We came from God and we will return to 
God.  “Everything,” Rohr reminds us, “ everything in-between is a school of 
conscious loving.” 

 
What truth and what a gift is this re-minder echoed in our Scriptures this 

morning.   Authentic spiritual knowing is not knowledge of the mind, it is the 
remembering of the heart.  Such spiritual knowledge is not given that we might 
analyze and comprehend the mystery of our beginnings in the Divine.   Such 
spiritual knowledge is not quantitative, it can never be parsed up and divvyed out as 
something we possess.   This truth, that the Divine is always at the very center of our 
being, that the Divine dwells in the very heart of our knowing, is something we 
simply can never leave behind- even if we wish it so.   Rohr calls it “re-cognition” …  
a knowing that is a re-membering, a re-newing, a re-embracing of what is our 
beginning, our middle and our end, life abundant, in union with the Divine.    

 
I am reading an absolute treasure of a little book:  Name Them-  They Fly 

Better:  Pat Hammond’s Theory of Aerodynamics by Christopher Ornealas.  It is a truly 
beautiful glimpse into the life and spirit of one of our own Reconcilers, Pat 
Hammond, wife of Hall Hammond.   At every turn, the beauty and brilliance of this 
woman is astounding…   giving the reader a glimpse not only into Pat’s life but 
equally as important, it seems to invite the reader to sink more deeply into the life of 
our own soul and spirit.  Although the book is certainly a testimony to Pat’s artistic 
brilliance, her own son, Robert describes this brilliance as different from any other 
of his friends’ mothers.  In the very first chapter of the book, the author gives a list of 
Pat’s “Re-words”…   He instructs the reader:    “Review them at your leisure.  
Rearrange them.  Reflect on hidden meanings.  Remedy any glaring omissions.  Relax- 
there won’t be a quiz at the end.”  



Personally, I love “re-words” and it seems to me that Jesus did, too.  After all, 
he said of the blessing of the bread and the sharing of the cup, “Do this to re-
member me.”  Re-membering…   not only the act of memory but the actually re-
constructing, re-discovering, re-enacting of that most sacred story of communion 
with the Divine.   Like the child who asks her newborn brother to help her re-
member, I believe that the deepest knowing, the deepest sense of belonging is 
anchored in the seat of the soul.  It’s how, even those I have visited who are 
described as “comatose” or those who are experiencing Alzheimer’s or another kind 
of memory loss…   can, when invited in an open and safe place, often sing their 
favorite hymn, or pray the Lord’s prayer, or recite a psalm or a poem of great 
meaning.   Re- words are important.  They renew, redeem, and re-vitalize what is 
most meaningful in our life when we have somehow thought ourselves to be quite 
separate from or alienated from something or someone we love.   

 
Our lesson from Paul’s letter to the Romans helps place this simple yet 

profound truth before us once again:   
 
The Spirit helps us in our weakness…We know all things work for together for 
good for those who love God, who are called according to his purpose…   What 
then are we to say about these things?  If God is for us, who is against us?  … 
Who is to condemn?  It is Christ Jesus who died, yes, who was raised, who is at 
the right hand of God, who indeed intercedes for us.”    

 
On a good day, well, even on a pretty good day, I can attest to these words from 
Romans.   I am able to trust that even though I may only see or hear partially the 
good that is being done on my behalf, I can cast myself on the mercy of God and trust 
that in Jesus Christ, I have been claimed, justified, and saved.   That’s on a good day… 
 

But there are those other kinds of days…    the days when my adult children 
don’t see the light at the end of the tunnel of depression, or I am worried about the 
health of someone I love, or …   well, you know.  What are the deep-seeded cares, 
fears and distractions you bring here, this day, on your heart?    
 

Let’s be honest, though.   In really good times, well, I can be equally as blind 
or deaf to the glorious mercy, compassion, and love of God.  After all, I seem pretty 
darned in control of things and everything seems to be “falling into place.”   Like that 
child in the midst of a temper tantrum with his mother, I’ve got this.    
 
Thanks be to God, for the re-minder from Paul…   
 
 Who will separate us from the love of Christ?  Will hardship, or distress,  
 or persecution, or famine, or nakedness, or peril, or sword?  …  No, in  
 all these things we are more than conquerors through him who loved us. 
 
This is Paul re-asserting truth.   And yet, it is truth in which you and I must 
participate in sharing and proclaiming in and through our lives.  As followers of the 



Way of Jesus, we are called to be the companions of others who are in distress, or 
need, or in any danger or sorrow.   We do this as we pray.   We do this as we 
intercede on behalf of others.   We do this as we protest injustice.  We do this as our 
youth are doing on mission in serving the people of God.   We do this each time we 
gather around this table to break the bread and share the cup in re-membrance of 
the One who re-deems us all.   
 

So, my friends,  when you find your inner child in tantrum mode, or when 
you need to be re-minded that absolutely nothing separates you at any moment in 
your life from the love of God in Christ Jesus…     Look around and listen…   perhaps 
like me, you will be able to shout to the Divine… 
 
                     I can see YOU!  I can hear YOU!    
 
    Be now between us.   
 
                   Amen.   

 
 
 
 

 


