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Send your Holy Spirit and pour into our hearts your greatest gift, which is love, the true bond of peace. Amen.
Turn the other cheek. The golden rule. Do to others as you would have them do to you.
Today’s gospel is so familiar – the golden rule. But in these days of such profound polarization, the task seems
beyond comprehension. We’ve got a whole lotta work to do.
Many of you know I work in public relations for Green Diamond, a local timber company. There are a few
people who don’t like us because, spoiler alert, we harvest trees. A mentor once told me that people think
they’d be good at public relations because they like people, but it’s not enough to like who we like and just
hang out in that comfortable space. You’ve got to work hard to like people you don’t like. People who don’t
like you, or at least don’t like what you represent. And that requires turning the other cheek.
After a career of (mumble) years, that does not make me an expert.
Enter Joseph from our first reading this morning. If ever a man had good reason to retaliate, I’d say Joseph
earned the right. His brothers sold him into slavery. When Potiphar’s wife was unsuccessful in seducing him,
she falsely accused him of rape, landing him in jail. Some time later he wound up Prime Minister of Egypt, and
when a famine settled over the land and his brothers came looking for grain, Joseph not only filled their sacks
and didn’t allow them to pay for it, he forgave them and invited them back to take more grain home. Rather
than letting them steep in their own starving, guilty lives, Joseph showed them a bright future: “God sent me
before you to preserve for you a remnant on earth, and to keep alive for you many survivors….I will provide
for you…so that you and your household, and all that you have, will not come to poverty.” Joseph could have
played the blame game, and he could have taken credit himself for feeding his starving family, but he tells
them “It was not you who sent me here, but God….God sent me before you to preserve life.”
We could all take a lesson from Joseph.
Today, our troubles may not be as serious as slavery, famine and the like. Some are so trivial it’s embarrassing
to recall. But we so often nurture our anger so that it becomes a living thing and we can’t find a way out, let
alone a way to turn the other cheek. For this lesson isn’t just about forgiveness, is it? It’s much more.
I can’t say as I’ve ever in my life gotten into a physical fight with anyone. Well, maybe my sister. But there’s
something visceral about that image of turning the other cheek. I imagine one black eye and then a broken
jaw on the other side.
And lest we misunderstand the whole turning the other cheek analogy, Jesus provides other examples. If
someone takes your coat, give them your shirt. Give to everyone who begs, if someone steals, don’t try to get
your goods back.
Imagine if we turned on the evening news and found that people were actually living that creed. We’d think
the world was upside down, wouldn’t we? I can see the headlines: “Man surprises burgler by handing over

house keys.” “CEO empties account, gives millions on street corner.” “Woman chases purse snatcher to add
matching designer coat and shoes.”
Usually the headlines read quite differently, and our daily news feed is full of escalating crime, anger that
leads to destruction and acts of terror.

Even those horror stories often start small, though. They don’t start with riots or drive-by shootings. They
start with random acts of disrespect. They start with misunderstandings that never get cleared up. They start
with people who do to others without remembering the second part of the sentence: as you would have
them do to you. Remember that visual image of the broken jaw and the black eye? Maybe if that image came
to mind every time we dismissed another person in our minds, we’d act with more care.
A few weeks ago, I quoted Archbishop Desmond Tutu who said, “If you want peace in the world, don’t talk to
your friends – talk to your enemies.” I would go one step further to say, listen to your enemies. Turn the other
cheek. Rather than assuming we know and then immediately reject thoughts that are different than our own,
perhaps we’ll hear we have something in common. And maybe, just maybe we’ll learn something new. I
realize that I often emphasize the art of listening in my homilies, but I find it’s an underrated and under
practiced skill.
My younger son is a researcher. He can bury himself in a rabbit hole faster and more deeply than anyone I
know. He’s been exploring the characteristics of autism and has determined that he is on the autism
spectrum. He likes to share what he learns, and because he’s my son, I feel compelled to listen, even when I
could care less about the subject. This time, I’m glad I did. Two things that have struck me as he’s navigated
this latest concept: One, I used to think that autism was a handicap. Now I believe we are missing out on a
huge part of the world’s collective intellect because we are looking at a cup that we believe to be half empty,
when it’s really just as full as it needs to be! Because autism often comes with what we think of as behavioral
disorders, , the inability to control the body, we are incredibly prejudiced against what is essentially an
alternative form of learning and interacting – or, as it’s said in the parlance, neurotypical versus neurodiverse
styles. Second, my son who would be considered “high functioning” in the world of autism, much as he rebels
at that characterization, finds himself advocating on behalf of other autistic people. As it turns out,
somewhere between one and three percent of the population is autistic. But something like 16 percent of
engineers are autistic, and my son as a software engineer empathizes with their everyday frustrations. If we
could better accommodate autistic people by giving them space, doing things like limiting social interactions at
work to minimize meltdown, think of the intellect we can open up! Better yet, think how many more people
in this world will feel as if they “fit.”
In talking with friends about his autism, my son has found that the majority of people either reject the notion
out of hand: “You can’t be autistic. You’re so NORMAL!” Or they immediately treat him like his IQ has
dropped fifty points. People have little boxes for things like autism, and they want to make sure folks fit inside
those boxes.
What else are we missing, with our prejudiced lenses that see what we’ve learned to see? I can’t help but
wonder how we misinterpret the actions of people in generational poverty. People of color. Our neighbors in
the LGBTQ community. They are “others,” and we “think” something about these people, but if we listen to
them, we find a whole new world opens up to us. A world in which they have much more to offer than the
little box we’ve put them in. As Martin Luther King Jr. said, “I have a dream that my four little children will one

day live in a nation where they will not be judged by the color of their skin but by the content of their
character.”
Jesus calls us to do more than love the people we love. He’s calling us to break the cycle of retaliation by
loving those we don’t love. As theologian Walter Breuggemann said in a sermon, “Jesus’ teaching is not a
scolding. And it is not a little romantic lesson in feeling good about everybody and acting silly. It is rather a
rich, evangelical statement that there is more to life than our capacity to contain it all in our little moral
categories, whereby life is reduced to a simple set of black/white, yes/no moral choices.” Liking the people we
like isn’t any kind of challenge, Jesus tells us. As Christians, we’re called to harder tasks: to love our enemies,
to do good to those who hate us, to bless those who curse us, to pray for those who abuse us. It’s a tall order,
and I daresay we’ll fail. Again and again.
How do you eat an elephant? One bite at a time. So maybe some of the first bites are things we can do right
from the comfort of our pews or our living rooms. Sometimes the notion of turning the other cheek, of
listening instead of turning away because we think we’ve already defined our adversary, is a whole lot more
subtle than skin color or sexuality, money in the bank or the way a person’s brain is wired. And it relates to
every one of us as we contemplate the future of this little church we call home. Here’s an example: A couple
of weeks ago at a vestry meeting, Connie Reandeau was bold enough to say, “people here at St. David’s
identify me with the choir.” Her point was that people pigeonhole her as a choir member and think that’s the
only spiritual gift she has to offer. But she wants to explore other gifts God bestows on her. So she stepped
up and she’s leading a weekly study series for Lent. I confess, I am one who has always identified Connie with
the choir. Her beautiful soprano voice is truly a gift. But who am I to pigeonhole Connie to the choir when God
has something else in mind? Or, as Paul says in 1 Corinthians, our second lesson today, “You do not sow the
body that is to be, but a bare seed, perhaps of wheat or of some other grain. But God gives it a body as he has
chosen, and to each kind of seed its own body.” I hope you’ll join Connie to see what kind of body her seed
grows into!
Connie’s not an enemy, or at least I don’t think she is! And maybe you don’t think you’ve put her in a box, or
identified her solely as a choir member. But if we can open our ears and hear when a member of our church
family cries, perhaps it will be easier to tackle some of the truly difficult relationships in our lives. To love our
enemies. To bless those who curse us. To listen, when we’d rather not, and to open our minds and hearts to
new ideas.
As I said at the beginning of my address, we’ve got a whole lotta work to do. Someone’s got to break the
cycle, to stop doing to others and remember the rest of the lesson: do to others as we would have them do to
us. Those are the magic seeds that Christians must sow. And only God knows the beauty of the gardens we
will grow.

Amen.

