
 
  
  
 Danjama Musa says his grandmother in Nigeria planted seeds of faith, small as 
mustard seeds, when they would walk through “mazes of bush paths cut by the feet of 
men” to get to her farms. As they walked, she would tell her grandson stories, one after 
another, about his ancestors, the land, the animals, and God. And when they arrived, she 
insisted on praying the Lord’s Prayer before commencing work. She prayed it in the Igbo 
language, the way she had learned it when she came to faith. 
 
 Francisco tells of his great-grandmother, his “abeulo,” in Mexico, who would wake 
the entire family, get everyone ready, take three buses to be on time for worship in the 
Presbyterian Church. If he or anyone else tried to get out of going, one stern look took 
care of it, and soon they were dressed in their best clothes and walking toward the bus 
station. The sounds of worship – the hymns and prayers and sermons – all stay with him 
today, but none were as formative for him as the sound of his abuelo singing – terribly, 
he recalls – but full of faith.  
 
 We gather today at table with Christians around the world from hundreds of 
countries and dozens of denominations in order to proclaim our unity in Christ and to 
pray for peace.  
 

We gather today at one table, one worldwide communion, fully aware that we 
stand in a long line of faith, generation to generation, guarding the good treasure 
entrusted to us. In a time of fractured peace around the world, in a time when even the 
church glories more in its divisions than in its unity, we are called today to rekindle the 
faith within us, passed down to us by our mothers and fathers, a faith that has as its goal 
the peace of the world. 

 
The letter called Second Timothy is part of the material in the New Testament that 

scholars call the Pastoral Epistles, or Pastoral letters. They are called pastoral because 
they have as their primary concern the well being of the church. By the time these letters 
were written, the church has become intergenerational. These generations are represented 
in this letter by Timothy, his mother Eunice, and his grandmother Lois. 
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Paul sees the faith passed down from these women to Timothy as a small flame, a 
fire passed from one to another, a light in the darkness. One of the most beautiful services 
of the year here is Christmas Eve Communion. I always eagerly anticipate the moment 
when the lights go out and the congregation begins to sing, “Silent Night, Holy Night,” 
the elders take the flame which begins with the Christ Candle and from one person to the 
next the light grows and grows.  

 
In the calm of this sanctuary, the light passes one to another with relative ease, 

except for the occasional hot wax dripping on a thumb or a faulty wick, the candles light. 
I led a candlelight service outdoors on one occasion. I was supposed to light my candle 
and then pass it through the congregation gathered at the campground. The wind began to 
blow, and I could not get my candle to light. But we were determined to have light on 
that dark night, and so about ten people came and huddled around me to block the wind. 
After I lit it, they stayed there while I prayed, guarding the fragile flame against the wind. 

 
If, as Paul describes it, faith is like a small flame, then the way we protect that 

flame, the way we kindle it and get it to burn bright, is together, one generation to the 
next. And sometimes when the wind is blowing, we gather even closer together and keep 
the fires burning.  

 
One thing we learn about this holy work is that it is passed down in the faith of 

families, parents, grandparents, siblings, in Nigeria and Mexico, and here. It is in our 
homes of faith where the possibilities of forgiveness and peace are nurtured.  

 
Our nation was once again witness to the possibilities of forgiveness to create 

peace, to re-kindle our imaginations to the ways God’s kingdom is among us. Amber 
Guyger, a police officer, in a horrific and tragic incident, walked into what she thought 
was her apartment to see a stranger, Botham Jean, there. It was not her apartment, it was 
his. She was a white police officer, and he a black man. She shot and killed him, thinking 
he was an intruder. All of these factors went into the well-worn conflict between those 
who thought she was yet another racist cop, and that a black man could not be safe from 
police violence even in their own homes; and those who thought this was an honest, if 
tragic mistake, and that everyone was too quick to label her a racist.  

 
Voices are raised, lines are drawn, and everyone takes the familiar positions based 

on skin color, political orientation, economic status, and we all geared up for yet another 
round in the American saga. 

 
But there was another position that was possible, another position that is always 

possible for those with the imagination to claim it, for those who have sat at the knee of 



some Lois or Eunice somewhere, those for whom baptismal waters are thicker than 
blood, those for whom the Word of the Lord drowns out the words shouted across the 
lines we draw, those for whom this table extends far beyond the walls of this single 
sanctuary, but into the world to all, to everyone, all colors, all ages, all nations, all.  

 
So it was that at Amber Guyger’s sentencing hearing, the brother of Botham Jean, 

Brandt, lifted up another way. He looked at the perpetrator and said, “I love you.” He said 
he wanted what was best for her, because that was what Botham would want for her. He 
said he didn’t even want her to go to jail. At the end, he asked the judge if he could hug 
her, and for several minutes they embraced, the only sound in the courtroom the sound of 
her sobs. Later, Jean’s father said he was inspired by his brother’s action… “That’s what 
Christ would want us to do,” he said. 
 

Not long after it happened, after that light was shining, as the gifts were being re-
kindled, people were trying to put it out. I was talking with someone and mentioned how 
moved I was by the brother’s words, and the person said, “Who does he think he is? He 
can’t speak for the victim. She should have been put away for life.” I saw on various 
social media feeds people saying they were tired of the glorification of forgiveness.” I 
saw others say that forgiveness cannot undo what had happened.  

 
Is this why Jesus was put up on the cross? Because he loved across lines, because 

he forgave even those torturing and killing him? A quiet act of forgiveness by a grieving 
brother prompts among many not an “amen,” but a backlash. 

 
That’s the way it is with the light, though. It is always in danger of being put out 

by those who do not like the truth it exposes about our common need for grace, for 
forgiveness, about the love that throws into question all our familiar hates.  

 
That’s why we come to this table, and especially on a day like today, to rekindle 

the gift, to lift up a word of deep hope and unquenchable joy, that God has come in Christ 
and brought grace, grace in bread and wine, that it is for everyone, that the only criteria 
for receiving it recognizing how very much you need it.  

 
So let us join hands today in peace with our fellow Christ-followers the world over, 

in the words of the song – one bread, one body, one Lord of all, one cup of blessing 
which we bless. And we, though many, throughout the earth, we are one body in this one 
Lord. Amen. 

 
 
  


