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Jesus answered, ‘The first is, “Hear, O Israel: the Lord our 
God, the Lord is one; you shall love the Lord your God 
with all your heart, and with all your soul, and with all 
your mind, and with all your strength.” The second is 
this, “You shall love your neighbor as yourself.” 

(Mark 12:29-33a) 

It is easy to say that we love God. It costs us nothing. We 
can sing beautiful music to our Lord and it honors him. 
We can speak of this love before others and live a clean, 
moral life to demonstrate this love.  

But Jesus, and Amos before him, and the Lord God of 
heaven and earth said talk is cheap. If you want to show 
that you love God, do it by loving your neighbor. And I 
don't mean saying hello when you pass on the street. It 
means sacrificing your own safety and security and 
finances, as the Good Samaritan did.  

It also means being willing to examine and work for 
change – where the structures of society, the laws, the 
history that disadvantage, in devastating ways, certain 
groups of people which the racial equity index clearly 
demonstrates. 

This is shameful for our town. There are no two ways 
about it. The racial and gender disparities are appalling 
but, perhaps cruelest of all, is how the worst 
consequences land on the most vulnerable - - that is, our 
children. 

In our tradition, we baptize infants. I imagine you have 
something similar in your faith community. When I 
brought my children to those waters, I did so with the 
hope that Matthew and Liz would have all the 
opportunities in the world to thrive, to be healthy and 
happy, and to discover the gifts that God has given 
them. I know you have the same hope for your children, 
for your nephews, or your grandchildren. 

But, most importantly, we know that God has the same 
hope and desire for every single child in this town. Every 
single one, God loves the same and so should we.   

We baptize infants, one way to commit together to care 
for and nurture every single child in our midst. But we 
must go further. For those waters of baptism to have 

integrity, they must remind us of God’s call to care for 
the needs of every child. 

The children bear the deepest scars. What is truly tragic 
isn’t the fact that this town has all the resources and 
more to ensure that no child goes hungry, that every 
child has adequate shelter, that every single person has 
an outstanding education and a bright future. The only 
thing that is holding us back is our failure to commit – 
specifically, for people of faith to commit – to changing 
it.  

So, we invited you here for these two days, for two 
reasons. One is for people of faith to commit to 
eradicating child poverty and the structures that 
perpetuate it. But, there is a second reason. 

Now, I have worked on poverty and justice issues 
throughout my ministry. But that is not enough. 

I want to make a confession. 

As a child I lived quite a diverse life. I was born in Brazil; 
I lived in on the upper west side of New York, spent 
several summers living and working in Trenton, New 
Jersey, and a few years in the hollows of Kentucky. 

Each of these places was a wonderful life, enriched by 
deep connections with people of different racial and 
economic status than my own. 

Though I didn't live in Brazil for very long I have a deep, 
heart-felt connection with the Brazilian people and Latin 
American Culture. In New York I lived a block away from 
Harlem and played at Morningside Park with my African 
American school friends, who came to my house for 
lunch and I might go to their house for dinner. 

In the hollows of Kentucky, where the effects of the 
Hatfield and McCoy feuds were still being felt, my 
friends were children who lived in deep, deep poverty 
but it didn’t make a bit of difference when we were 
playing capture the flag. 

During my high school years in Trenton, I worked 
alongside Puerto Ricans, to lead day camps for 
neighborhood children (learning all the Spanish sayings 
I couldn't ever repeat as a pastor now!). 
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But the confession is about my life since then… 

And to me it is so terribly sad, because it’s all happened 
since I have been a pastor. I certainly never intended it, 
but I let the busyness of the work of the church, and 
time with my family, raising my children, to allow my 
life, my relationships, and my connections to become 
narrower and narrower over the years. Until my circle of 
connections is 95% percent people within my 
congregation. I want to confess it, because I know this is 
wrong. I know it is not God’s intention for my life. And I 
know it is not God’s intention for this world. 

So, we also invited you here so that we can commit to 
connecting with each other. Real relationships across 
differences in which we share our joys and our sorrows, 
in which we share our tables with one another, in which 
we share our bad jokes and our struggles.  

God’s vision for a world is one filled with deep 
connections, across the artificial lines that our world 
draws, to share our lives with one another, and to love 
each other with the fullness of our heart, our mind, our 
soul, our strength. 

If we hope to do anything about poverty, we must begin 
by offering friendship and fellowship to those who are 
living the data. We must offer respect and a listening ear 
to truly understand. We must not only love them 
through action but enjoy the blessings of expanding our 
circle of friends to include people from every part of 
society. 

To love our neighbor, as scripture commands, means 
getting to know them, getting to know each other. 

Together, let’s work to live out God’s command; to love 
our neighbor by caring for all God’s children and to 
become neighbors, true neighbors to each other. 

Amen. 


