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	 “Write	the	vision;	make	it	plain	on	tablets	so	that	a	runner	
may	read	it.”		(Habakkuk	2:2)	We’ve	heard	it,	read	it,	said	it,	used	
it	so	many	times	that	too	many	of	us	have	become	dull	to	it.		
Yet	Vision,	Hope	and	Dreams	are	dynamos	of	incredible	power.	
	

We	gather	today	to	celebrate	the	Rev.	Dr.	Martin	Luther	
King,	Jr.,	whose	dream	is	still	as	urgently	needed	as	the	day	
over	56	years	ago	when	someone	on	the	podium	of	the	Lincoln	
Memorial	whispered	“Tell	them	about	your	dream,	Martin.”	
This	“drum	major	for	justice”	as	he	called	himself;	this	“drum	
major	for	a	dream”	as	my	college	professor,	a	King	scholar,	
eulogized	him;	this	Black	Baptist	preacher	who	would	have	
been	91	years	old	last	Wednesday	had	he	not	been	gunned	
down	while	working	for	the	rights	of	garbage	workers	in	
Memphis,	is	our	reason	for	gathering	and	our	reason	for	
dreaming	once	again.		And	that’s	good,	for	we	need	Habakkuk’s	
reminder	of	the	need	for	dreams,	for	big	dreams,	and	King’s	
reminder	of	the	cost	of	dreams.			

	

Jamie	Hulley,	a	college	student	who	graduated	from	my	
son’s	high	school,	and	whose	early	death	due	to	rare	illness	
created	a	foundation	that	has	given	away	millions	of	dollars	to	
support	the	arts	in	Greater	New	Haven,	said	it	simply:	“What	
would	I	want	with	small	dreams?”	

	

But	beware!		It	can	be	easy	to	remember	the	dreams	of	
the	past.		Even	painful	memories	can	become	easier:	Bull	
Connors’	dogs	and	the	beatings	at	the	Edmund	Pettis	Bridge	
and	the	deaths	of	four	little	Black	girls	in	the	bombing	of	the	
16th	Street	Baptist	Church	in	Birmingham	can	be	easier	with	



the	passage	of	time.		And	good	memories	are	easy.		It	is	easy	to	
remember	the	bestowing	of	the	Nobel	Peace	Prize	on	Dr.	King.		
It	is	easy	to	remember	President	Johnson’s	address	to	the	
nation,	declaring,	“There	is	no	Negro	problem.		There	is	no	
Southern	problem.		There	is	no	Northern	problem.		There	is	
only	an	American	problem.”		It	is	easy	to	remember	“then.”	

	

It	is	easy	to	eulogize	King	without	doing	a	damned	thing	
differently.		And	shame	on	us	for	being	more	scandalized	by	a	
curse	word	than	by	the	systemic	racism	that	grips	us	still.	
Carl	Wendell	Hines,	Jr.	expressed	it	in	haunting	verse:	
	

“Now	that	he	is	safely	dead	let	us	praise	him,	build	monuments	to	his	
glory,	sing	hosannas	to	his	name.	
	

Dead	men	make	such	convenient	heroes:	They	cannot	rise	to	challenge	the	
images	we	would	fashion	from	their	lives.	
	

And	besides,	it	is	easier	to	build	monuments	than	to	make	a	better	world.	
	

So,	now	that	he	is	safely	dead	we,	with	eased	consciences	will	teach	our	
children	that	he	was	a	great	man…knowing	that	the	cause	for	which	he	
lived	is	still	a	cause	and	the	dream	for	which	he	died	is	still	a	dream,	a	
dead	man’s	dream.”	(1)	

	

It	is	harder	to	remember	“now.”		Charleston	and		
Charlottesville	and	Cambridge	and	all	the	places	where	people	
who	look	like	me	have	brought	violence	and	death	in	our	time	
to	people	who	don’t	look	like	me.	
	

So	we	in	the	Christian	Church,	the	ethos	from	which	
King’s	dream	took	shape,	must	claim	the	dream	again.		At	our	
best	it	is	that	declaration	that	God	made	creation	and	called	it	
“good;”	that	humanity	is	created	in	the	image	of	God;	and	that	
each	of	us	is	a	beloved	child	of	God.		We	share	common	lineage	
as	the	creatures	of	a	good	and	benevolent	God	who	created	us	
to	be	good	and	do	good	and	live	in	community	as	sisters	and	
brothers:	a	community	King	called	“the	Beloved	Community.”	
(1)	“Now	That	He	Is	Safely	Dead”	in	Drum	Major	for	a	Dream,	Zepp,	Ira	G.	and	
Palmer,		Melvyn	D.,	Writers	Workshop,	Thompson,	CT,	1976	



Yet	at	the	same	time	we	celebrate	our	common	lineage,	
we	celebrate	our	uniqueness.		Our	uniqueness	so	delights	me:	
fingerprints,	retinas,	DNA	unique	to	each	one	of	us	among	the	
7.5	billion	people	on	the	planet.		Wow!		More	importantly,	our	
uniqueness	delights	the	God	who	made	us!		Thanks	be	to	God!	

	

So	this	vision	we	have	is	a	bit	more	complicated	than	we	
first	imagined.		We	celebrate	our	commonality	while	also	
celebrating	our	particularity.		Putting	it	bluntly,	we	celebrate	
the	fact	that	we	are	“all	the	same	under	the	skin”	while	reveling	
in	“Black	is	beautiful”	and	“White	is	a	delight.”		This	vision	we	
have	is	a	mosaic,	a	marvelous	and	beautiful	tapestry	from	
which,	if	one	color	or	thread	is	removed,	distorts	and	mars	the	
picture	altogether.	

	

Yet	why	is	what	I	have	so	far	described	a	vision	and	not	a	
reality?		Because	there	are	those	for	whom	our	differences	
become	a	pretense	for	idolatry;	for	picking	themselves	up	by	
putting	others	down;	by	placing	themselves	in	the	place	of	God.		
The	word	is	“racism”	and	in	the	context,	culture	and	history	of	
these	United	States,	those	who	practice	this	idolatry	are	most	
often	white,	“Caucasian,”	or	whatever	less-flattering	name	one	
may	wish	to	ascribe	to	those	who	look	like	me.		Even	our	
commitment	to	a	Godly	vision	as	followers	of	Jesus	Christ	does	
not	always	protect	us	from	the	world,	and	from	knowing	those	
insulting	and	sinful	names	not	worthy	of	mention	in	the	house	
of	God,	names	we	know	for	one	another,	names	we	have	been	
called	that	seek	to	deny	our	godliness.		We	need	not—indeed,	
we	dare	not—speak	those	names,	but	neither	can	we	ignore	
them	and	the	iceberg	of	hate	and	hurt	that	floats	underneath.	

	

Now	permit	me	a	brief	aside	before	I	return	to	this	point	
of	racism	and	its	challenge	to	God’s	vision	which	celebrates	
BOTH	our	commonality	and	our	particularity.		Racism	is	
defined	by	many,	including	this	preacher,	as	“prejudice	plus	
power.”		Using	this	definition,	racism	is	not	the	exclusive	



preserve	of	white	people.		Historic	examples	include	Hutus	and	
Tutsi’s,	Japanese	and	Chinese,	Jews	and	Arabs,	and	Caribbean	
and	American	Black	people.	

	

Yet	in	the	context	of	these	United	States,	the	
overwhelming	common	denominator	of	Native	American	
resettlement	and	extermination;	African	slavery	and	Jim	Crow	
segregation;	Asian	exclusion,	relocation	and	internment,	is	
white	people	and	our	seemingly	insatiable	demand	for	
domination.		The	Bible	asserts	that	the	truth	shall	set	us	free,	
but	truth	is	not	always	pretty.		The	results	of	this	truth	
devastate	beautiful	human	lives,	those	beautiful	lives	we	all	
agreed	are	created	in	the	image	of	God;	devastation	reflected	in	
a	child’s	question,	“What	Color	Will	My	Skin	be	in	Heaven?”	

	

It	is	innocent	enough,	this	question	of	a	child.		Like	so	
many	other	questions	from	our	children,	it	unmasks	spiritual	
pretense	to	get	at	the	heart	of	the	matter.		A	part	of	the	reason	
that	I	chose	Psalm	121	as	one	of	the	texts	was	to	tell	a	
childhood	question	asked	by	my	own	son,	Adam.		When	Adam,	
now	31,	was	four	years	old,	he	asked	,“Daddy,	does	God	sleep?”		
Adam’s	question	took	me	off-guard.		Adam	was	always	active,	
so	wanting	to	reinforce	more	sedate	behavior	in	my	son	I	said,	
“Well,	Adam,	maybe	God	has	an	afternoon	quiet	time.”		To	which	
Adam	quickly	replied,	“Oh,	no	Daddy.		I	know	that	God	doesn’t	
sleep	because	he’s	always	watching	over	us.”		And	it	was	then	I	
recalled	“…he	who	keeps	you	will	not	slumber.		Behold,	he	who	
keeps	Israel	will	neither	slumber	nor	sleep.”	

	

So	the	ever-vigilant	God	is	moving	in	the	hearts	and	
minds	of	our	children,	including	the	five	year	old	child	of	a	
colleague	who	asked,	a	decade	ago,	“What	color	will	my	skin	be	
in	heaven?”		I	have	their	permission	to	tell	this	story	but	for	
their	privacy	I	shall	call	my	colleague	“John”	and	his	daughter	
“Elizabeth,”	though	neither	is	their	name.	

	



John,	his	wife,	and	their	two	biological	children	are	white.		
Moved	by	principle	and	compassion,	they	adopted	two	Black	
siblings	from	war-torn	Ethiopia.		From	what	I	know	of	their	
circumstances	in	East	Africa,	without	adoption	these	two	girls	
would	have	likely	died.	

	

One	evening	at	the	dinner	table	John	spoke	of	the	death	of	
a	parishioner.		A	conversation	followed	about	heaven.		In	the	
course	of	the	conversation,	five-year-old	Elizabeth,	of	ebony	
skin,	asked,	“What	color	will	my	skin	be	in	Heaven?”		John	went	
on	to	explain	that	we	do	not	really	know	what	we	will	look	like	
in	heaven,	but	that	we	will	not	look	as	we	do	here.		“Well,	then,”	
asked	Elizabeth,	“how	will	God	recognize	us?”		John	replied	that	
we	don’t	really	have	bodies	in	Heaven,	and	that	God	looks	on	
the	inside,	on	our	hearts,	to	know	those	who	truly	love	Him.		
“But	you	said	that	the	man	who	died	will	see	his	family	again.		
How	will	they	know	him	without	a	body?”		So	John	answered	as	
did	St.	Paul,	“God	gives	us	a	body	as	God	has	chosen.”	

	

So	Elizabeth	persisted,	“Well,	if	the	body	God	chooses	has	
skin,	what	color	will	my	skin	be	in	Heaven?”				Now	John	suspects	
something	more	is	at	stake	and	asks,	“Elizabeth,	what	is	all	this	
concern	about	skin?”		So	Elizabeth	begins	to	tell	of	the	prejudice	
she	has	already	experienced	in	school,	in	suburban	Bridgeport,	
in	her	majority-white	community,	ending	with	the	heart-
breaking	declaration	“So	I	hope	in	heaven	my	skin	will	be	white.”		
Lord,	have	mercy!	

	

If	only	one	of	us	knew	Elizabeth’s	pain	personally	it	
would	be	one	too	many.		But	it’s	way	more	than	one,	isn’t	it?	
Even	if	wisdom	or	self-confidence	or	love	has	brought	you	to	
love	yourself	and	the	skin	you’re	in.		There	are	many	things	
that	are	heartbreaking	about	this	story,	and	any	one	of	them	
would	make	up	the	second	half	of	this	sermon.		The	one	I	want	
to	focus	on	is	managing	the	polarity	I’ve	already	described,	



between	our	commonality	as	children	of	God	and	our	unique	
cultural	and	ethnic	heritage.	

	

This	polarity	is	well	illustrated	in	the	Public	Broadcasting	
System’s	three-part	series	“Race:	The	Power	of	an	Illusion,”	
narrated	by	Harvard	professor	Henry	Louis	Gates,	Jr.		Aired	in	
2003	it	is	still	available	on	You	Tube.		The	illusion,	simply	put,	
is	that	biologically	and	genetically	there	is	no	such	thing	as	
“race,”	except	the	human	race.	

	

I’m	a	blood	donor.		Some	of	you	are,	too.		When	they	mark	
our	bags	and	vials	of	blood,	it	is	typed—A+,	B-,	O	and	so	
forth—in	ways	that	hematologists	have	found	useful	and	life	
saving.		Nowhere	will	those	donations	be	marked	“Black,”	
“White,”	“Latina,”	“Asian.”		No	truer	saying	captures	our	
common	humanity	than	“We	all	bleed	red.”	

	

The	visual	cues	we	traditionally	use	to	identify	race—
color	and	shape	of	eyes;	color	and	texture	of	hair;	color	of	
skin—comprise	only	about	15%	of	our	genetic	code.		In	the	
remaining	85%,	my	genetic	code	has	as	much	a	chance	of	
looking	like	the	genetic	code	of	any	of	you	as	it	does	of	my	
white	friends	(or	enemies!)	

	

“But	pastor,”	someone	resists,	“you	just	gave	a	definition	
and	a	real-life	example	of	racism.		How	can	you	say	race	is	an	
illusion?”		Race	as	biology	and	genetics	is	an	illusion.		As	a	
social,	economic,	legal,	political	and	cultural	construct,	race	is	
very	real.		The	differences	we	ascribe	to	people	who	look	
different—and	who	have	different	ways	of	being	in	the	
world—are	real.		The	Christian	vision,	and	King’s	dream,	calls	
us	to	celebrate	them;	as	the	French	say,	“Viva	la	difference!”	

	

Let	me	give	you	a	benign	example	of	difference.		I	have	
never	heard	a	white	person	say	“Don’t	start	none,	won’t	be	
none.”		Yet	I	hear	both	American-born	and	Caribbean-born	
Black	people	say	this.		It	is	similar	to	“Don’t	go	there”	which	



people	of	many	cultures	use.		Both	phrases	warn,	“There	won’t	
be	trouble	if	you	don’t	provoke	me.”	

	

But	maybe	we	need	to	start	trouble!		Too	often	racial	
constructs	are	used	to	Balkanize	us,	to	divide	us	and,	in	the	
case	of	white	folk	in	particular,	to	position	ourselves	
advantageously	in	relation	to	others.		I’m	astonished	when	I	
hear	people	say	that	affirmative	action	has	accomplished	that	
for	which	it	was	intended,	to	level	the	playing	field	for	people	
regardless	of	their	cultural	background.		Really?		I	mean,	
really?		Do	we	think	that	less	than	50	years	of	public	policy	will	
remedy	over	500	years	of	social	and	economic	advantage	for	
white	people?		If	we	do,	then	we	haven’t	run	the	numbers.		
According	to	the	Washington	Post	two	years	ago,	the	median	
net	worth	of	white	folk	in	America	was	10	times	that	of	black	
folk.	(2)			Ten	times!	

	

The	discrimination	that	Elizabeth	experienced,	and	the	
constructs	of	racial	divides,	is	a	stench	in	the	nostrils	of	God.		
And	it’s	a	stench	in	the	church.		At	my	last	appointment	in	
Milford,	Carol	and	I	were	invited	that	first	summer	to	a	social	
event	at	the	home	of	a	parishioner.		The	arrived	guests	sat	in	a	
circle,	which	a	late-arriving	couple	joined	by	sitting	behind	the	
circle.		With	my	black	wife	sitting	beside	me	the	host	said	to	the	
late	arrivals,	“Come	on	up	here	and	sit	with	the	white	people.”		
The	host	was	immediately	apologetic	and	sensible	of	the	
impropriety,	but	it	made	obvious	and	explicit	what	too	often	is	
subtle	and	implicit:	our	work	is	not	yet	done.		We	need	to	fight	
for	justice,	for	“e	pluribus	Unum”	(out	of	many,	one	people),	for	
that	vision	where	there	is	neither	male	nor	female,	neither	Jew	
nor	Greek,	neither	slave	nor	free,	but	all	are	one	in	Jesus	Christ.	

	

In	that	fight	we	know	that	laws	are	important.		But	we	
must	be	careful	on	two	points:	unwavering	confidence	in	the	
(2)	Jan,	Tracy,	The	Washington	Post,	“White	families	have	nearly	10	times	the	
net	worth	of	black	families:	And	the	gap	is	growing,”	Sept.	28,	2017	



	
law	and	the	presumption	that	law	changes	people.		Most	of	the	
laws	since	the	Civil	Rights	Act	of	1964	have	attempted	to	
advance	an	equitable	society.		The	Rev.	Vernon	Thompson,	
once	pastor	of	East	End	Tabernacle	Baptist	Church	in	
Bridgeport,	used	to	say	that	there	was	no	significant	
improvement	in	civil	rights	without	Federal	involvement.	

	

Yet	those	growing	up	in	the	Jim	Crow	South;	or	who	had	
to	pay	a	poll	tax;	or	faced	dogs	and	fire	hoses	in	Birmingham,	
know	the	law	can	be	used	to	oppress	and	discriminate.		Prior	
to	1964,	the	record	wasn’t	much	better	at	the	federal	level	than	
it	was	at	the	state	level.		The	withdrawal	of	federal	troops	from	
the	South	after	the	1876	Presidential	election	caused	the	
collapse	of	integrated	state	governments	in	those	states	for	
nearly	100	years.			In	1915	President	Woodrow	Wilson,	son	of	
a	Presbyterian	clergyman,	segregated	Federal	offices	in	
Washington,	D.C.	

	

Part	of	the	reason	we	needed	the	Fair	Housing	Act	of	
1968	was	because	of	the	systemic	policies	of	the	Federal	
Housing	Administration	for	the	30	years	prior	to	1962.		Of	
$120	billion	the	FHA	underwrote	for	loans	for	new	housing	in	
that	period,	less	than	2%	went	to	non-whites.		The	policy	of	
“red-lining”	was	a	Federal	policy	that	identified	desirable	
investment	areas,	mostly	white,	with	the	color	blue;	and	non-
desirable	investment	areas,	mostly	black,	with	the	color	red.		
For	three	decades	this	policy	subsidized	whites	and	divested	
non-whites.		W.E.B.	Dubois	said	the	issue	for	the	20th	century	
was	the	color	line.		The	issue	for	the	21st	century	is	the	
connection	between	the	color	line	and	the	poverty	line,	and	
with	it	doors	that	are	opened	or	closed	to	education,	
professional	training,	place	of	residence	and	social	standing	
based	on	race.	

	



Lest	we	think	this	a	problem	somewhere	far	away,	here’s	
an	audience	participation	question:	when	was	slavery	made	
illegal	in	Connecticut?		1848,	just	13	years	before	the	Civil	War.	
As	for	housing,	in	my	community,	Hamden,	Connecticut,	the	
pastor	of	the	Spring	Glen	United	Church	of	Christ	tells	me	that	
that	area	of	town	actually	has	written	into	the	deeds	of	some	
homes	that	they	shall	not	be	sold	to	non-whites.		We	surely	
have	needed	laws	to	fix	these	egregious	acts	of	discrimination.	

	

Yet	law	alone	is	not	enough.		Law	does	not	always,	if	ever,	
change	human	hearts.		Red-lining	is	now	illegal	and	the	
neighborhood	where	Elizabeth	lived	is	open	to	anyone	who	can	
afford	to	live	there,	but	that	did	not	stop	Elizabeth	from	getting	
the	message	that	her	blackness	was	not	desirable.	

	

Far	more	influential	figures	than	Elizabeth	have	gotten	
the	same	message.		Slightly	over	a	decade	ago	(July	16,	2009)	
Harvard	professor	Henry	Louis	Gates,	Jr.	was	arrested	by	
Cambridge	police	Sergeant	James	Crowley	for	disorderly	
conduct.		The	arrest	on	Gates’	own	front	porch	could	have	been	
avoided,	as	a	nine-month	investigation	by	the	Cambridge	
Police	Department	confirmed		And	while	the	report	found	that	
opportunities	were	missed	both	by	Dr.	Gates	and	Sgt.	Crowley	
to	de-escalate	the	situation,	there	is	no	question	that	the	police	
officer	was	the	person	in	control	of	the	situation.		I	dare	to	
make	that	assertion	on	legacy	of	my	late	father,	30	years	a	
professional	in	law	enforcement.	

	

At	the	time	of	that	incident	I	remember	being	embroiled	
in	a	conversation	with	someone	who	asked	me,	“Do	you	think	it	
is	about	race?”		I	said,	“This	is	America.		It	is	always	about	race.”		
I	later	read	the	words	of	Supreme	Court	Justice	Harry	
Blackmun,	a	white	jurist	appointed	by	President	Nixon:	“To	get	
beyond	racism,	we	must	first	take	account	of	race.		There	is	no	
other	way.”	

	



And	how	do	we	account	for	race?		Back	in	time,	white	
Americans	determined	how	much	Black	lineage	was	needed	to	
define	one	as	Black.		In	Virginia	it	was	1/8,	so	if	any	of	your	
great-grandparents	were	Black,	so	were	you.		In	Florida	it	was	
one-sixteenth,	great-great-grandparents.		Alabama	avoided	
pretense	and	said	if	any	ancestor	was	Black,	so	were	you.		And	
because	being	“Black”	was	code	for	“inferior,”	28	states	passed	
laws	prohibiting	intermarriage	between	Blacks	and	whites	and	
41	states	prohibited	more	broadly	defined	interracial	
marriage;	the	last	of	these	were	overturned	by	the	1967	U.S.	
Supreme	Court	ruling	Loving	vs.	the	Commonwealth	of	Virginia.	

	

Our	complex	complexions	are	being	scrutinized	more	
these	days	with	the	likes	of	www.ancestry.com.		They	have	also	
been	examined	culturally	and	theologically	by	the	likes	of	Fr.	
Virgilio	Elizondo,	the	late	Roman	Catholic	Bishop	of	San	
Antonio,	Texas,	who	discussed	our	increasing	diversity	from	a	
Mexican-American	point-of-view	in	his	book,	The	Future	is	
Mestizo.		I	had	the	privilege	to	hear	him	speak	at	Duke	(2010)	
about	our	future	as	a	nation	being	found	in	appreciating	our	
diversity	within,	as	well	as	between,	groups	of	people.		
“Mestizo”	is	the	concept	of	the	blending	of	cultures—in	his	
case,	the	blending	of	Spanish	and	Native	peoples	to	produce	
what	we	today	call	“Mexican.”		It	challenges	us	to	learn	about	
“the	other,”	whomever	we	understand	“the	other”	to	be.	

	

That’s	just	what	the	character	Miss	Saunders	did	in	the	
award-winning	young	adult	novel	The	Skin	I’m	In.	(3)		This	
short	fiction	depicts	a	Black	seventh	grader,	Maleeka	Madison	
and	her	love/hate	relationship	with	the	new	teacher,	Miss	
Saunders.		Meleeka	is	struggling	to	love	herself	as	a	Black,	poor	
and	intellectually	bright	young	woman.		She	wants	to	fit	in	at	
school	and	runs	with	the	wrong	crowd.		Enter	Miss	Saunders,	
also	Black,	who	has	left	the	business	world	to	teach.		The		
(3)	Flake,	Sharon,	The	Skin	I’m	In,	Hyperion	Books,	2000.	



	
epitome	of	business	success,	Miss	Saunders	also	has	a	very	
obvious	facial	scar.		One	day,	as	she	gets	the	young	people	to	
talk	about	what	their	faces	say,	she	asks,	“What’s	my	face	say?”	
Maleeka	answers,	“Not	to	hurt	your	feelings…but…I	think	it	says,	
you	know,	you’re	a	freak.”		After	some	quiet	Miss	Saunders	
replies.		“Freak.		I	saw	that	too	when	I	was	young.”		Then	she	
explains	how	she	was	born	with	her	face	like	that.		How	when	
she	was	little	her	parents	had	the	preacher	pray	over	it,	the	old	
folks	work	their	roots	on	it,	and	her	grandmother	used	a	
concoction	to	change	the	color	of	the	blotch	on	her	cheeks	so	it	
matched	the	rest	of	her	skin.		None	of	it	worked.		So	Miss	
Saunders	finally	figured	she’d	better	love	what	God	gave	her.		
Loving	herself	and	loving	Maleeka	ultimately	helps	Maleeka.	
	

	 So	as	we	consider	Dr.	King’s	dream	and	Habakkuk’s	call	to	
write	the	vision	so	large	that	a	runner	can	read	it,	I	hear	these	
words	from	St.	John	the	Divine	cascading	down	two	millennia	
for	Elizabeth	and	Maleeka	and	Miss	Saunders	and	Brian	and	
everybody	who	has	ears	to	hear:	
	

Then	I	saw	a	new	heaven	and	a	new	earth;	for	the	first	heaven	
and	the	first	earth	had	passed	away…I	saw	the	holy	city,	the	new	
Jerusalem,	coming	down	out	of	heaven	from	God,	prepared	as	a	
bride	adorned	for	her	husband.			And	I	heard	a	loud	voice	from	
the	throne	saying,	“See,	the	home	of	God	is	among	mortals.		He	
will	dwell	with	them;	they	will	be	his	peoples,	and	God	himself	
will	be	with	them;	he	will	wipe	away	every	tear	from	their	eyes.		
Death	will	be	no	more;	mourning	and	crying	and	pain	will	be	no	
more,	for	the	first	things	have	passed	away.	
	

	 For	you,	for	me,	for	the	times	in	our	lives	when	our	
wonderful	skins	are	twisted	to	suit	the	purposes	of	the	Evil	
One;	when	we	are	tempted	to	doubt	our	worth	and	doubt	our	
beauty	and	doubt	our	giftedness,	God’s	word	gives	us	hope!		
John	sees	a	new	heaven	and	a	new	earth	and	a	new	possibility	



for	each	one	of	us;	a	possibility	so	great	that	John	describes	it	
like	one	of	the	happiest	moments	on	earth:	the	beauty	of	a	
bride.		She	has	her	best	clothes	on	and	her	best	face	on	and	her	
best	heart	and	she	is	ready,	ready	to	enter	into	a	deeper	joy	
than	either	she	or	her	beloved	have	ever	known.	
	

	 But	this	hope	is	not	just	for	the	next	life,	not	just	“pie	in	
the	sky	by	and	by	when	you	die.”		It	is	hope	for	here	and	now.		
It	is	a	hope	found	in	the	Bible	from	beginning	to	ending,	from	
Genesis	to	Revelation,	in	a	God	who	doesn’t	sleep	and	doesn’t	
give	up	and	doesn’t	give	out	and	doesn’t	give	in.		Hope	in	a	God	
who	don’t	make	no	junk	and	gives	his	only	Son	on	the	cross	to	
seal	the	deal.				Hope	in	a	God	who	promises:	
“…the	home	of	God	is	among	mortals.		God	will	dwell	with	them;	
and	they	will	be	his	people	and	God	himself	will	be	with	them.”	
	

God	dwells—literally,	“tabernacles”,	pitches	a	tent—
among	us.		So	heaven	is	here,	among	us,	the	hope	and	vision	of	
God	doing	something	new;	and	people	like	us	living	up	to	our	
creeds	so	that	Elizabeth	will	love	her	skin	on	earth	so	she	won’t	
even	think	about	what	it	will	look	like	in	heaven	because	she’ll	
know	that	she’s	beautiful	and	she’ll	know	a	God	who	thinks	
she’s	beautiful	and	loves	her	in	the	skin	she’s	in.	
	

	 People	like	us	living	up	to	our	creed,	so	laws	both	
enshrine	the	best	in	us	and	keep	us	from	the	worst	in	us.	
	

	 People	like	us	living	up	to	our	creed,	so	that	“all	men	are	
created	equal”	means	all	men	and	women	celebrating	the	
diversities	of	color	and	culture	and	yearning	and	working	for	
that	day	where	we	live	like	we	mean	it.	
	

	 People	like	us	living	up	to	our	creed	so	that	not	only	are	
we	judged	not	by	the	color	of	our	skin	but	by	the	conduct	of	
our	character,	but	that	we	are	no	longer	judged	at	all	except	by	
that	great	Judge,	the	Captain	and	Guardian	of	our	souls.	
	



	 People	like	us	standing	blameless	before	him	in	the	time	
to	come	because	we	sought	the	beloved	community	and	we	
worked	for	the	beloved	community	and	we	found	ways	to	
embrace	the	skin	we’re	in	so	that	we	might	love	others	as	
Christ	has	loved	us	and	truly	become	the	beloved	community.	
	

	 So	that	when	Elizabeth,	and	all	God’s	children,	ask,	“What	
color	will	my	skin	be	in	heaven?”	we	can	sing	the	old	hymn:	
	

Jesus	loves	the	little	children,	all	the	children	of	the	world.	
Red	and	yellow,	black	and	white:	they	are	precious	in	his	sight.	
Jesus	loves	the	little	children	of	the	world.	
	

And	maybe,	just	maybe,	we	can	learn	a	new	verse:	
	

Jesus	loves	the	Church	with	vision	
Seeking	justice	in	our	time.	
Every	color	God	has	made;	in	our	face	God’s	love	arrayed.	
Holy	dreaming	seeing	heaven	in	our	world.	


