
We share Kate’s sermon from the fifth Sunday of Lent.  It is entitled “Knowing God.” 

The scriptures quoted are Jeremiah 31:31-34, Psalm 51:1-12, and John 12:20-33.  If you have

any experiences of knowing God you would like to share, she would love to talk to you!

I am going to tell you straight out what I
think the Scriptures are about today.  I have no
desire to gently get us to the point, which is what I
usually try to do.  Sometimes you just have to be
hit over the head with it…like I was this week. 
So, here goes…

Today’s lessons are about transformation,
the transformation that comes with knowing God. 
And I don’t just mean knowing “about God,”
which many of us may say we do.  We know
something about God, about the God of the Bible,
of Sunday School, of Christian teaching.  But I’m
talking about “knowing God,” the kind of
knowing that Jeremiah speaks of with his words,
“This is the covenant that I will make with the
house of Israel…I will put my law within them,
and I will write it on their hearts, and I will be
their God, and they shall be my people…for they
all shall know me…”  Make no mistake, the
biblical meaning of “knowing” is not merely an
intellectual endeavor, a cognitive exercise, that
results in “knowing about.”  It is a body, soul,
spirit thing.  It is a total engagement of the heart,
of the self.  Knowing God takes the whole of us,
transforming us up and down and inside out.

We cannot know God in this way and
remain the same.  We cannot.  In the words of
today’s Psalmist, it means a whole new kind of
wisdom, infused in our “secret heart,” a clean
heart, with a new spirit.  When you know God,
not just about God, it shows.  It both gentles you
and stirs you.  Hardness in the face softens. 
Boredom in the day dissolves.  The world calls in
a way it hasn’t before, or at least our hearing of it
sharpens.  You feel directly addressed, and you
can’t help but respond.

According to Jesus in today’s gospel,
knowing God often means transformation through
loss.  Loss of the life that we know right now.  But
knowing God means living with the awareness
that loss is the way to life, new life, every time. 
Seeds that go into the ground, rise again.  A
central affirmation of the Christian faith has
always been that in his life, death and resurrection,

the man Jesus taught us everything we need to
know about God.  But he taught something even
more startling…he taught that knowing God as he
did, in every cell of his body, is also an option for
all of us.  Each of us has the capacity to know God
intimately as did Jesus.  And this intimacy is an
incredible thing.  A transformative thing.  

Okay, now that I have gotten all of that
out, perhaps I should share what led to this
outburst.  I had an experience of that intimacy, of
God breathing in me this week.  It came on
suddenly and unexpectedly.  And I haven’t been
able, nor have I wanted, to shake its effects.  This
is what happened.  I was walking downtown from
the parsonage with my pens and books,
preoccupied with a meeting I was soon to have.  I
got as far as the court house when I noticed two
women standing off the sidewalk.  One was
leaning toward the other who appeared to be
distressed.  Since she was being helped, I was
about to walk by.  I am always wary of being
intrusive.  But for some reason, my feet took me
over there. 

Now, before I say more, this is not about
me helping someone.  I have no idea if I was of
any help.  This is about what happened to me.  As
I reached the woman, it became clear she was
having difficulty breathing.  An ambulance was
called.  All I could do was place my hand on her
back and whisper assurances that she was doing
okay.  When it took the ambulance a time to get
there, I asked if she would like prayer, and she
quickly nodded.  So I just called on God to hold
her up.  The ambulance came, and I left.

But believe me when I say I left different. 
When I placed my hand on this woman’s back
something happened to me.  I felt the warmth of
her skin through her sweater.  Unconsciously, my
breathing changed in response to hers.  I felt her
trembling.  Then I could feel her hopelessness,
fear, anger, and sadness.  It felt very old.  And my
heart swelled open for this person I had never seen
before.



  I expect that this woman has a
complicated and difficult story, the frustration in
the other woman’s eyes told me as much, but in
that moment she became a God-bearer to me. 
She introduced me to the God who swells in the
heart, who breathes in rhythm with us, who feels
all that we feel and have felt – and meets it with
love.  She awakened a deeper knowing of this God
living in me.  The one written on my heart.  

When I arrived at the coffee shop for my
meeting, everyone and everything there felt a bit
different.  I did not just notice people sitting at the
other tables.  I felt presences, I don’t know how
else to describe it.  Just depths of life within each
body.  I knew I was surrounded by beauty and
sadness, struggle and joy, tenderness and
toughness, all around.  It all rushed into me, and in
that moment I was simply awash in love.

We talk a lot about God in this sanctuary,
don’t we?  Who God is, what God does, what the
scripture says, what it doesn’t say.  We do a fairly
good job, I think, of heady expression.  But how
often do we express our flesh and blood
experiences of God?  Not enough, I’m afraid.  It is
always interesting when people come to me to talk
about that.  They almost always preface the
conversation with “You are going to think I am
crazy, but…”  And then I hear a story that is so
powerful, such an affirmation of the living God, a
story that they often have not told anyone before,
because of what people might think.

...you are surrounded 

by God-bearers.  

And even more

miraculous, 

you can be one too.

They do not realize that they too can be
God-bearers in the world, with the ability to bear
flesh and blood witness to the One who just might
reach out to someone through them, through their
experience.  The Sacred often comes to us through
one another, and rarely in rational or even socially
acceptable ways!  If we want to close the gap
between knowing about God and truly knowing
God in our depths, in a way that can transform our
lives, we need to let our guard down.  We need to
stop fearing ridicule and start talking.  In the
telling, God almost always shows up again.    

So, I want you to know that God was
hanging out in front of the court house and in the
Bay Wrap coffee shop this week.  I had an
intimate encounter.  I can tell you that knowing
God in this way is different than knowing about
God.  For one thing, it makes you aware that you
are surrounded by God-bearers.  And even more
miraculous, you can be one too.  Jesus, I think,
would be very happy to know that I may be
catching on.  My head knowledge is sinking into
my heart.  And I still feel awash in love.  Amen.


