
5 Easter A -- 10 May 2020;  St. Bartholomew’s 

Livermore 

  

Good Morning, Livermore!  I pray you are all well and 

happy.  Today, I have good news for you, and some 

REALLY Good News as well. 

  

As some of you know, I've been teaching Religion at our 

local community college.  I started out with World 

Religions, and was enticed to move over to devoting 

myself to explaining Islam.  



  

I can't teach any more because of my visual and mobility 

problems, but I enjoyed the heck out of it for ten years.  

  

My stance was #1 I've never met a religion I didn't like, 

and #2 God's house is so big that no single point of view 

can encompass it all. 

  

Many Muslim students took the course because they 

thought it would be easy for them.  It wasn't.  

  



Many flavors of Christian students took the same course, 

some with a hidden agenda to bring those poor Heathens 

to God through Christ.  They didn't. 

  

But there were Scriptural literalists on both sides of that 

argument, yah you betcha!  And today's text was a 

favorite for my more concrete Christians:  "... no one 

comes to the Father except through me." 

  

Well we're Anglicans.  We know that we can't base our 

entire theology on one half of one verse from one Gospel. 

We have to look deeper, and apply what we've learned 



about the nature of God from all of Scripture, all of 

Tradition, and by applying our God-given Reason to the 

question. 

  

Now, I'm kind of a visually-oriented person.  I'm also 

easily amused.  And a few years ago I found a cartoon 

that really encapsulated my point of view. 

  

Here it is:  (I think you'll be able to see it better on the St 

Bart's website) 



So here's God (Old man with a beard sitting on a cloud) 

and he makes a baby, 'ping', and tosses him down to earth 

saying 'Go play'  

  

Later, a little old man scrambles back onto the cloud 

saying "I'm back".  God says 'so soon?' and the man says 

"I hurt myself".  God says 'did you have fun?'  The man 

says "SO much fun".  God says 'tell me everything while I 

make dinner'.  "What're we having?"  'Everything'.  "Is 

someone special coming??  'Yup.  Everybody!'  

  



That sort of sums it up for me.  Who is welcome in God's 

house?  Everybody!  God loves everything created.  God 

sent particular revelations to different tribes and nations, 

but it's all  good in God's eyes.  We all belong together 

with Everybody else in God. 

one of yy 

So what does Jesus mean when he says he’s going to 

prepare a place for us? 

  

That means that wherever Jesus is, that’s where our good 

home is.  What God wants us to have is all those things 

that make a good home.  Jesus is saying that at the end of 



our lives here on earth, he wants us to come live in the 

home he has made for us in heaven.  Good deal. 

  

So what do we do in the meantime?  Just wait to go to 

heaven?  I don’t think so. 

  

Look at these rocks:  They’re all rocks, but they’re all a 

little different.  Each one is a different shape, has different 

colors, has a different word on it, each one is unique. 

They kind of remind me of people that way.  Each 

different.  Each special. 

  



Can one rock make a pyramid?  No.  It takes lots of rocks 

to make a building or a room or a place.  Can one word 

make a home?  No.  It takes lots of words to give us the 

idea of ‘home’.  Can one person make a church?  No.  We 

all need each other.  

  

While we’re waiting for Jesus to call us home to God, 

we’re supposed to be helping each other to make all these 

things true on earth. 

  

So one of you be Happy, and one be Love, and one be 

Hugs, and one be Kindness, and all these other people 



will each be one of these things, and together we can put 

them all together to make a good home here on earth. 

Make no mistake;  We need each other, and we need God. 

  

This week I’ve been thinking about what Peter is saying 

about being like living stones, thinking about what makes 

a home, and what it means that those are the very things 

that God wants for each of us -- those safe, loved, held, 

resting, bright happy things.  So here are some of my 

reflections about rocks, living and otherwise. 

  



Look at these rocks.  They’re smooth, rounded, warm to 

the touch, easy to hold, a nice weight.  How did they get 

this way?  Thousands of years of being bashed together, 

shoved around, pounded, abraided,  knocked up against 

the other rocks, until all the hurty edges are worn smooth 

and easy. 

  

How do we become smooth and easy?  Same way. 

Tossed around, bumping into each other and the earth, 

bumped, jostled, abraided, until we end up all wrinkled 

and smart and smooth.  

  



Every disaster you encounter, every fender bender, every 

heartbreak, every illness or spat, every conflict is all part 

of what smooths us out.  Makes us easy.  Easy to be with, 

easy to be around, easy to love, and easy to live.  

  

So try not to kick against conflict.  Remember, it makes 

us smooth.  You will abide, you will survive, you can 

even thrive in your smoothness until God calls you home. 

Think smooth. 

  

Now which of these rocks is the more beautiful?  DO you 

like this small slender one, or this large powerful one? 



Does this one strike you as more prosperous somehow? 

How about this one?  A loser if I ever saw one.  Get rid of 

it.  Let’s have an election and choose the most perfect 

rock, shall we? 

  

And yet every one of us here would be able to say in an 

instant what is wrong about us, how we could be 

improved, why we are not as good as other people.  My 

wallet, my waist, my brain, my family, my stature, we fail 

to see our relatedness and we get stuck on our inferiority.  

  



Or our superiority.  They’re equally silly criteria, when 

really we’re as alike and as unique as each of these 

superior specimens.  The only difference is that we are 

created in the image of God.  We are made to be loved, 

not admired. 

  

Peter says “Come to the Lord as a living stone, though 

rejected by mortals yet chosen and precious in God’s 

sight, and like living stones, let yourselves be built into a 

spiritual house, to be a holy priesthood.  

  



That's it, of course, beloved.  We stand on the shoulders 

of those who have gone before, and we lean on each 

other, wholly acceptable and loved by God.  Good deal. 

Amen  

 


