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Remember last week we were talking about
how our connectedness with God is the first
step in bearing good fruit for the Kingdom?
This week, we’re going to be talking about our
connectedness, our relationship with each
other.  God says ‘be connected’.  We say
‘how?’.  Hold that thought.

It’s been a chaotic sort of season for me.  What
with broken hands and broken eyes and a
broken spine, missing Easter, and the
catastrophic failure of my main computer, life
has been full of drama and change and
confusion and coping.  I don’t like to cope.  I like
everything to stay the way it is.



Now I’m busy coping with a new computer with
a new operating system, trying to salvage the
last ten years of my cyber-life, surrounded by
boxes and old computers that are essentially
huge paperweights.  My learning curve is
perpendicular, and I’m coping.  I don’t like to
cope.  But I’m coping.

So this little exercise in ‘coping’ is stretching my
comfort boundaries and producing lots of
distractions and copious amounts of styrofoam
all at the same time.

And I am not the only one who is coping.  We
all cope all the time.  It’s what we do.  And in
the middle of all this worldly coping God knocks
on our mental door and says ‘come away with me
to play for a minute.  Remember love?  Let’s play
Love.’



With my attention and my expectations spread
out all across creation this week, today God
says ‘love’.  And because God knows my
attention is wandering, God says it over and
over.

As though God is saying “If I’ve told you once,
I’ve told you a thousand times, the answer is
love.  Now what’s the question?”  Love, love,
love.  And, as usual, just when I think I’ve said
about everything I have to say about love, God
offers me something new to think about.

I began to wonder why God is so repetitive with
us.  Is it because we’re bad at loving?  Is it
because we still don’t ‘get’ it, no matter how
hard we try?  Is it because we keep forgetting?
It occurs to me that maybe the answer is none
of the above.



Remember the pledge of allegiance?  Say it
with me...

I don’t know about kids today, but I said that
pledge every school morning from Kindergarten
through High School.

Was it because I was a bad citizen?  Because I
didn’t ‘get’ it?  Did I keep forgetting?  No.  We
said it together to acknowledge a value we all
shared.

By saying it in unison, we were saying “We all
know this, we all believe this, we all stand by
this.”  I admit, it also helped to keep that virtue
of patriotism current in our minds.  But that
wasn’t the primary reason for the repetition.



The Lord’s Prayer is another example of the
phenomenon I'm talking about.  I’ve said that
prayer at least once every day for the past 55
years.  I think I’ve pretty well learned it by now.

The truth is that because this prayer is a gift to
us from God, we never really finish praying it.
Not because we’re bad at it or we keep
forgetting.  But because it is so rich and so holy
and so meaningful and so comforting and so
important to who we are.

There are lots of reasons for God to continually
tell us that the beginning and ending of life is
love, that joy comes from love, that peace
comes from love, and what God says most of
all, day and night is “I love you.”



Imagine a lover who never says ‘I love you’.
They said it once, they said it right, nothing
about their feelings has changed, why repeat it
again?

Nah.  “I love you” is one of those things we
need to hear thousands of times each day, and
we never really get tired of hearing it.

Now about this love that God wants us to live
in.  God says “I love you, now pass it around.”

So often when I’m challenged by the need to
love my neighbor, I end up thinking in terms of
particular people and particular situations.  This
week, I find I’m thinking instead in terms of total
immersion.



I’m an optimizer.  I tend to try to optimize my
efforts.  Right now, when everything is chaotic
and uneasy in my life, I find that I’m trying
harder and harder to optimize things.

For example; To arrange all my deliveries on
the same afternoon.  To get the best possible
price on the most perfect article without making
any mistakes.  To know immediately what’s
going to fit where and stay there perfectly for
the next millennium.  You can see that this way
lies madness.

So I decided to make a conscious effort to
operate out of passion instead of out of
rationality.

Instead of struggling to optimize everything, I try
to see where my greatest pleasure is going to



be.  I’m looking for things that make me happy,
rather than the most efficient cost/use benefit.

I’m trying to keep operating from desire and
fancy rather than pure intelligence.

What does this have to do with love?  Lots.
What if, in addition to struggling to learn how to
find whatever is lovable in the person you
dislike most in your life, what if you just
surrendered to passion?

Pretend that God’s passionate love surrounds
you like a rich nutritious soup. You breathe it in
and out.  It colors all your decisions.  It affects
all of your interactions.

When we live suspended in loving and being
loved the way that fish live suspended in water,



we are beginning to learn to choose passion
over optimization.

We don’t need to learn to love the postal carrier.
We need to learn to love love.

We don’t need to be nice to people we don’t
like.  (Well, actually, we do, but not because
Jesus tells us to.)  We need to live in passion,
for passion, through passion.

We need to be hopelessly romantic, impractical,
dancing through our lives like Cyd Charisse and
Fred Astaire through the streets of Paris, filled
with the sheer exuberance of loving and being
loved.  Forget optimization here, beloved.  I’m
talking passion.



Imagine a ball of yarn.  I throw it to you, who
throws it back to you, who throws it to you, who
rolls it across the floor to you, then up to me
and back to Name and over to Name, then a
high lob back to you again.

We’ve tossed this ball of yarn back and forth,
front to back, up  and down, and we’re all pf us
standing waist deep in this web of yarn.

We can’t move without affecting all the other
people in the web.  We’re connected.  We’ve
created a web of connectedness.

And if this web is the atmosphere of passionate
love that God invites us to live in, then we’re
held and supported, and completely submerged
in this goofy economy of love and laughter.



If God has told us once, God has told us a
thousand times.  The answer is love.

Not tolerance.  Not patience.  Not kindness.
Not being nice.  The answer is love --
passionate, goofy, dancing the Zorba dance
with our arms wide open, adoring love for
everyone and everything God has made.  The
answer is love.  Now then, what was the
question?  Amen


