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God is Not Finished With Us  

This week I came across an article written by Dr. Anne Fishel, Professor of Psychology 

at Harvard Medical School and Director of the Family and Couples Therapy Program at 

Massachusetts General Hospital.  With humor and candor she writes about those 

memorable family dinners when your son or daughter brings home their significant 

other to meet you for the first time.  Fishel says, “As both generations wonder how 

they’re being sized up, it’s only natural that the meal feels a little awkward. The parents 

may be fast-forwarding, wondering whether this interloper could one day be an in-law. 

The young guest may feel in the hot seat, while also questioning what he or she could 

be getting into if the relationship becomes a “forever” one. 

 

When I first brought home my 20-year-old boyfriend, my usually stylish mother 

greeted us in her bathrobe, as if to say, if I dress casually, maybe I can pretend this isn’t such 

a big deal. She then holed up in the kitchen, sending out one burnt waffle after the other. 

Meanwhile, in the dining room, my father grilled my boyfriend about his career 

intentions, his previous job history, and his left of left political leanings. I raced back 

and forth trying to control and manage everything. It was equally as humorous when I 

went to my boyfriend’s house. He had instructed his mother that I didn’t eat red meat, 

but she interpreted that information to mean that she could serve veal, since pink isn’t 

red. I so wanted to make a good first impression that I dutifully ate an oversized 

portion, and then tried to be as quiet as a mouse as I threw up all night in their 

bathroom… Many decades later, I’ve had lots of time to reflect on how to bring new 

people into a family. And as a therapist, I’ve tried to help many families welcome a new 

member…Despite my father’s cross-examination of my boyfriend, and my boyfriend’s 

mother almost poisoning me, we went on to marry and have many happy family 

dinners with our parents, and later with our children. Now, it’s our turn to host, and 

I’m a little nervous.” 

 

Let’s be honest. What we’re doing today is having one of those highly anticipated and 

slightly awkward family dinners.  Our vestries have been dating now for a couple of 

months, trying to see whether we might be a good match, discerning whether or not 

God might be inviting us into a new relationship with one another. This service is the 

next big step for us. As we pray and sing and break bread together we’re trying to listen 

intentionally to the stirrings of the Spirit and of our collective hearts.  Some of us are 



working very hard to manage this experience, to make sure that all feel welcome and 

comfortable around the table.  Others are concerned about making the best first 

impression.  There are also those at the table who are ready to say their “I dos”, eager to 

go on and make this all official and be done with all the formalities. While others are 

more hesitant, hanging out in the back, waiting to see how all this will unfold, maybe 

even afraid of the implications of this relationship, afraid of what might be lost and 

uncertain of what is to come.  And there may even be a few of us who are ambivalent 

about the whole thing, who showed up today unaware that this was such special family 

dinner and are at the table simply because they’re hungry. 

  

What each of us brings to this experience: our nerves, our reservations, our fears, our 

sense of profound loss as well as hopeful expectation, they’re all honored in this place, 

in God’s household and at God’s table.  After all, they’re a part of what it means to be a 

family.  And we are already family, brothers and sisters in Christ, God’s holy and 

beloved children.  Just before he died, Trappist Monk Thomas Merton, said, “We are 

already one and we imagine we are not. And what we have to recover is our original 

unity. Whatever we have to be is what we are."  No matter what happens on this 

journey, we will always be family because this much we know: Unity is God’s gift and 

God’s will.  When we gather together at this table we rediscover our kinship and our 

mutual belovedness. 

 

My husband and I took a trip four years ago to San Francisco. While there we visited 

the John Muir Redwoods National Park.  It is difficult to put into words the majesty of 

these breathtaking trees.  I stood at the base of one that was 1300 years old and rose 

over 250 feet high, straining my eyes to glimpse the top of its branches.  Daniel and I 

tried to capture the beauty of this immense forest with our incomparably small I-

Phones, but it was hard to even get a picture of more than half of the tree which stood 

towering over us. We learned that the Redwood’s root system is only twelve feet deep, 

but is able to withstand severe storms and wind damage because the trees’ roots 

intertwine with one another.  The trees form small groupings or clusters within the 

forest in order to stand firm.    

 

I’m struck by the idea that the Redwoods may serve as a helpful image as we consider 

whether or not to engage in this new relationship.  This life of faith is not meant to be 

lived alone.  We worship and pray in community.  We read the Bible and celebrate the 

sacraments in community.  We serve in community.  We proclaim the good news in 

community.  Simply put, we cannot be the Church without one another.  In St. Paul’s 

words, “There is one body and one Spirit, just as you were called to the one hope of 

your calling, one Lord, one faith, one baptism, one God and Father of all...Each of us 

was given grace according to the measure of Christ’s gift…” Each one of us, by our 



baptism, is called to ministry.  In community we can deepen our understanding of our 

own calling and we can help to identify and lift up one another’s callings.  We need 

each other.  We need each other to stand firm, to endure the storms and winds of our 

lives and to be able to flourish.  St. Peter’s needs St. Philip’s. And St. Philip’s needs St. 

Peter’s. Like the Redwoods, on our own we may fall over easily, but grouped together 

we can remain strong.   

 

Even though he’s only been on the job for two weeks I have been inspired by our new 

Presiding Bishop’s words and witness. Bishop Curry offers us an exciting and fresh 

vision for our Church based on the Gospel passage Deacon Pat shared with us this 

morning. In it we hear Matthew’s version of the resurrection story. Mary Magdalene 

and some of the women go to the tomb to anoint Jesus’ body.  When they get there they 

find that the tomb is empty, the stone has been rolled away and their teacher’s body is 

missing.  Then they see and hear an angel who says to them, ‘This Jesus of Nazareth 

whom you seek, he is not here, he has been raised as he said he would be and he has 

now gone ahead of you to Galilee.  There you will see him.” “It is in Galilee that the 

Risen Lord will be found and seen for he has gone ahead of us,” Curry declares. 

“Galilee. Which is a way of talking about the world. Galilee. In the streets of our cities. 

Galilee. In our rural communities. Galilee in our hospitals. Galilee in our schools and 

work places. Galilee where God’s children live and dwell. This church has to go out and 

be the presence of Christ intentionally -- not just accidentally, but intentionally -- in the 

world beyond the church and in partnership and relationship with other people, 

following where the risen Christ has already gone, and meeting him there.” 

 

There are two pieces of this story that Bishop Curry didn’t touch on, but I believe 

deserve further reflection for us this day.  The first is that the angel didn’t just appear to 

Mary Magdalene, but to a group of women. And upon receiving this incredible news 

they are told to go and tell the others.  No one goes it alone.  We can only step out into 

the unknown when we have another traveler walking beside us, daring to journey to 

Galilee with us. The second piece is that the women’s initial reaction to the angel’s 

message was one of joy mixed with fear. The women didn’t run from the tomb, burst in 

on the men in that upper room and shout with confident enthusiasm, “He is risen! 

Come on, let’s go!” Instead they’re all are found huddled together behind locked doors, 

afraid and confused and unsure of what this all means.  And it takes the risen Christ to 

come among them, reassure them and push them out of their safe confines into the 

world below. How can we expect it to be any different for us? It’s okay to be afraid.  It’s 

okay to be unsure of what this all means for us and our respective communities.  What 

we pray for in this service is the capacity to be a source of strength and courage for one 

another so that even with the fear and the uncertainty we can still hear God beckoning 

us to go. 



 

Our world is in desperate need of hope and reconciliation. Friday night’s tragic events 

in Paris only reinforce this reality.  Our world is in desperate need of the kind of deep 

connectedness that we have found as we gather around this table and as we gaze upon 

one another seeing not a stranger staring back at us, but another member of this crazy, 

wonderful family of God. My brothers and sisters, let us cling to Bishop Curry’s words 

that “God has not given up on God’s world. And God is not finished with The 

Episcopal Church yet.” God is not finished with St. Philip-in-the-Fields yet. And God is 

not finished with St. Peter’s yet.  God has work for us to do. Maybe just maybe we are 

being invited to do this work in partnership with one another, walking side by side in 

the midst of our fear and joy to Galilee where Jesus has gone ahead of us. Amen. 

 

 

 

 

 


