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The Way of the Beloved Community 

 

On my trip home from KY this week the pilot informed us over the loud speaker that all 

flights into Philly had been grounded temporarily due to low visibility. By the time our 

small plane hit the ground there was no gate left for us to arrive at. We parked between 

several other larger aircraft and the terminal employees scrambled to get us off our 

plane. A large andbulky ramp was placed before us. After all other fellow passengers 

made their way off, it was my turn. The young woman whose job it was to assist me, 

took hold of my hands and together we cautiously began descending, step by step.  I 

could tell that she was anxious as she was walking backwards on this rickety 

contraption. I looked up at her and said, I’m going to be okay and you’re going to be 

okay.” She then smiled and responded, “We’re going to be okay together.” In that 

moment as the young African American woman was holding onto me, not letting go,  

the events of Charlottesville weighed heavily on my heart. I thought to myself, “Are we 

ever going to be okay, as black and white citizens of this country?” Are we ever going 

to feel safe with one another? Are we ever going to hold on to one another, trusting 

each other? 

 

Charlottesville shed light on the scourge of racism that continues to divide us and create 

great fear and suffering among our citizens. On Saturday evening the mayor of 

Lexington spoke out publicly , declaring he was determined to fight for the removal of 

the confederate statues in front of the Old Courthouse. In his speech, I was shocked to 

learn something I had  never known about my hometown. The ground on which those 

statues stand had been one of the largest slave markets in the South. The next day I was 

sitting and praying in the pews of Christ Church Cathedral, the place which had shaped 

my faith and where I had first come to know Jesus and his love for me.  And only 

blocks from this hallowed space, men, women and children had been sold as slaves.  In 

these horrific acts, they had been told the opposite of what I had learned from this 

community.  They had been told that they were not beloved. They had been told they 

were not precious children of God; but in fact were less than human.  As I prayed in 

those pews I grieved for all my fellow Kentuckians who were sold into slavery and for 

those whom to this day continue to suffer from racism. I grieved for my hometown. I 

grieved for Charlottesville. I grieved for our country. I grieved as I struggled with this 

hard and painful truth.   

 



We sit in these pews far away from Charlottesville and Lexington. We can say to 

ourselves that this is only a struggle for our Southern sisters and brothers, privileged to 

live in the suburbs of the City of Brotherly Love. And we would be mistaken, my 

friends. Racism is a sin. And it’s not just a sin of our past. It is not just a sin among our 

Southern brothers and sisters. It is not just a sin that those before us struggled with in 

their very imperfect ways. Racism is a sin we are compelled to own and grapple with 

even now. This very morning. I have been given the privilege as a white person to 

ignore it. To turn off the TV and not read the news. To come to church seeking solace 

and relief from the chaos around me. But many of my fellow citizens don’t have that 

luxury. And honestly, I believe if I don’t struggle, and if we don’t help one another 

struggle with these painful truths, there will not be a future for our children and 

grandchildren, for any children in our nation.  

 

In his reflection on the events of this past week, our Presiding Bishop writes, “The Rev. 

Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. wrote a book, his last one, with a message that rings 

poignant today. It was titled, ‘Where Do We Go From Here: Chaos or Community?’ 

One of his insights then was that a moment of crisis is always a moment of decision. It 

was true then and is true now. Where do we go from here? Chaos? Indifference? 

Avoidance? Business as usual? Or Beloved Community? I’m a follower of Jesus of 

Nazareth because I believe the life, death, and resurrection of Jesus have shown us the 

way through the chaos to true community as God has intended from the beginning. 

Through the way of love, he has shown us the way to be right and reconciled with the 

God and Creator of us all and with each other as children of God.  

 

I know too well that talk of Beloved Community, which Jesus was describing when he 

spoke of the kingdom of God in our midst, can be dismissed as nice but naive, idealistic 

yet unrealistic. I know that. But I also know this. The way of Beloved Community is our 

only hope. In this most recent unveiling of hatred, bigotry, and cruelty, we have seen 

the alternative. And that alternative is simply unthinkable. It is nothing short of the 

nightmare of human self-destruction and the destruction of God’s creation. We who 

follow Jesus must make a choice to walk a different way: the way of disciplined, 

intentional, passionate, compassionate, mobilized, organized love intent on creating 

God’s Beloved Community on earth.” 

 

In Matthew’s account this morning, Jesus must confront his own human prejudice and 

privilege. The woman who cries out to him is a Canaanite, an outsider. Differences of 

ethnicity, heritage, religion and gender separate her and her child from their society. 

Jesus’ immediate response is to ignore her plea. His disciples want to get rid of her, 

make her go away. But she will not go away. Even Jesus’ insensitive words don’t stop 



her. Again and again, she violates the man made boundaries that exclude her and her 

child. She contends with Jesus’ reluctance believing that she and her daughter are 

worthy to receive mercy. This is a remarkable story because Jesus, the Son of God, 

changes his mind. In a reversal of roles, the respected teacher learns from an outsider. It 

seems that even Jesus had to struggle with the hard and painful truth of racial prejudice 

and grew in understanding of his own role in God’s expansive vision of Beloved 

Community. 

 

Oh, how good and pleasant it is when kindred live together in unity. These words from the 

psalmist could be our refrain as we work for God’s vision. How good and pleasant it is 

when we break down the barriers that separate us from one another. How good and 

pleasant it is when we pay attention to the cries of the outsider. How good and pleasant 

it is when we confront our own prejudice and privilege and grapple with their painful 

truths. How good and pleasant it is when we stand in solidarity with a brother who is 

suffering at the hand of hate and fear. Like the oil that insistently and lavishly flows 

down upon the beard of Aaron and upon his robe or the dew of Hermon, those snow-

capped mountains when melted in springtime bring forth new life to the arid Israeli 

desert, so our intentionality in creating God’s Beloved Community leads to abundant 

life forever more. 

 

“It was sometime in the 1940s after the Second World War,” Bishop Curry reflects.“In 

the United States, Jim Crow was alive and well. Segregation and separation of the races 

was still the law in much of the land and the actual practice in other areas, even if it 

wasn’t technically the law there…An African American couple went to an Episcopal 

church one Sunday morning. They were the only people of color there on America’s 

segregated Sabbath. 

 

When the time came for communion the woman, who was confirmed, went up to 

receive. The man, who had never been in an Episcopal Church, and who had only 

vaguely heard of Episcopalians, stayed in his seat. As he watched how communion was 

done, he realized that everyone was drinking real wine — out of the same cup. The man 

looked around the room, then he looked at his fiancée, then he sat back in the pew as if 

to say, “This ought to be interesting.”Would the priest really give his fiancée 

communion from the common cup? Would the next person at the rail drink from that 

cup, after she did? Would others on down the line drink after her? 

 

The priest came by speaking the same words to each person. The people before her 

drank from the cup. The Blood of our Lord Jesus Christ….  Another person drank. Preserve 

thy body and soul unto everlasting life. The person right before her drank. Drink this in 



remembrance that Christ’s Blood was shed for thee…. Then she drank. And be thankful. She 

drank. Now was the moment her fiancé was waiting for. Would the next person after 

her drink from that cup? He watched. The next person drank. The Blood of our Lord Jesus 

Christ, which was shed for thee….And on down the line it went, people drinking from the 

common cup after his fiancée, like this was the most normal thing in the world. The 

man would later say that it was that reconciling experience of Christ in the sacrament of 

the Eucharist that brought him into The Episcopal Church. He said, ‘Any Church in 

which blacks and whites drink out of the same cup knows something about the Gospel 

that I want to be a part of.’ That couple later married and gave birth to two children, 

and one of whom is me.” 

 

We participate in God’s vision of the Beloved Community every time we gather around 

the holy table, every time we share the bread and pass the cup with friend and stranger 

alike. This sacramental experience shows us the way through chaos to the true 

community God has intended from the very beginning. We can choose to ignore or 

dismiss the sin of racism or we can choose to follow Jesus’ way of love and 

reconciliation, strengthened by the grace we receive at the table to move beyond these 

walls, working through our lives and prayers to create the Beloved Community which 

God yearns for black, brown, white, Jew, Christian and Muslim, young and old, 

disabled and able-bodied, LGBTQ and straight, conservative and liberal. Oh, how good 

and pleasant it is when kindred live together in unity. May it be so among us. Amen. 
 


