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St. Paul’s/Resurrección, Mount Vernon, WA Rev. Paul Moore 
 

The Power of the Beloved Community 
 
Growing up in the jungle, one of our past times was making jungle forts.  We would 
borrow a machete from Dad, and cut poles for a small thatch roof.  We would cut others 
to make benches.  We would pull down the lianas and vines that worked best for tying—
because that's the way the local people did it.  If we were really industrious, we would 
wall it in with palm leaves, and leave a little doorway—the more hidden the better.  Why 
hidden?  Part of fort-building was getting out from under Mom's feet.  Hanging around 
the house risked irritating Mom, which almost always resulted in being assigned a chore.  
Chores, by definition, are not fun.  But mostly fort-building gave one a place to hide from 
one's annoying siblings, especially little sisters who can be SO tiresome! 
 
Fort-building was never an end in itself.   It had many ends, and all of them ultimately 
had to do with community:  Dad for the machetes, the locals for the technology, mothers 
to motivate, and siblings to inspire.  We would never have made forts if it weren't for all 
the people involved!  While I don't think I would have admitted it at the time, all of those 
people mattered to me.  Without them life would have been incredibly poorer.  With them 
life was rich and full of—love.  It really was a community of love. 
 
This kind of deep community goes to the heart of Jesus’ Beloved Community.  In today’s 
passage from the Sacred History, we see the description of the very early community 
gathered around the risen Christ.  Economically it was unabashedly communistic, but not 
communistic as in communism today, whose systems were merely ways of rearranging 
the wealth.  It had something else no political or economic system can reproduce.  
Everyone held everything in common, and power was known to be among them. 
 
You have been to the beach and seen seagulls flying around, I'm sure, and you have seen 
the mayhem that happens when someone opens a bag of chips.  Seagulls must have a 
tremendous sense of hearing.  The sound of that chip bag whispers across the beach and 
every seagull for miles around is all of a sudden swirling directly over the bag—not the 
person—the bag.  If the person actually stoops so low as to toss them a chip, then you see 
that the seagulls are not a community.  Every one of them who thinks it has a chance 
dives for the chip.  The gull who actually gets it either bolts it down in a flash, or takes 
off for the horizon, followed by other gulls.  It's clearly, each one for themselves, and in 
the end, some of them might actually get a chip. 
 
In contrast, there is a kind of hawk in the southern part of the US and down throughout 
Central and Central America that is very different.  For those of you who have met 
Aelrod, you know what they look like.  The Harris' Hawk is a communal bird.  Hawks 
hunt to eat, and unlike seagulls, these hawks hunt as a family group.  Together they 
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chase, and when one of them actually catches something, all of them eat.  They are a very 
successful species.  There is power among the Harris' Hawks because they are a 
community. 
 
The Harris' Hawk community is driven by survival of the family group.  The Church, 
however, has never done well when it was concerned only with its own survival.  The 
secret to the Church is the power of the Holy Spirit, that spirit of Jesus, the same Spirit 
that sustained Jesus as he went to the Cross; that same Spirit that raised Jesus from the 
dead, conquering sin and death, and proving once and forever that love wins in the end.  
The Holy Spirit is the spirit of divine, self-giving love that reaches out, and in that 
reaching out there is healing, there is joy, there is generosity, there is joyful sacrifice.  
There is the Beloved Community. 
 
In today's Gospel, it looks like poor Thomas is the odd man out.  The doubter, the twin—
the double-minded, we chastise poor Thomas constantly.  "Don't be a doubting Thomas," 
we say.  Poor Thomas is the cynic, the skeptic, who can't just take Jesus at his word.  But 
that's not really fair.  After all, the other disciples got to see Jesus.  They didn’t exactly 
believe before they saw.  So, Jesus gives him the same treatment, even special treatment.  
“Look, see, do not doubt, but believe.” 
 
Then Jesus says something vitally important.  “Blessed are those who have not seen and 
yet believe.”  I remember the first time Karisse announced we were going to have a baby.  
I had never been a father before, and that terrified me, but at the same time, I wanted to 
get as close to our unborn child as I could.  I loved my child long before I saw him.  This 
was going to be flesh of my flesh, bone of my bone, family, community, the past, present 
and future all rolled up in one precious bundle!  Then of course, we had two more equally 
precious bundles. 
 
Blessed are those who have not seen and yet believe.  Jesus' statement frees the Church to 
grow beyond the community of the eye witnesses.  It echoes across the centuries to us, 
for I have not seen the risen Lord with these physical eyes, and I would doubt if any of 
you have, either.  And yet we believe—and we love.  That statement shouts: Come with 
your doubts, with your lack of sight, with your stumbles and your imperfections.  Come 
with your fears and your mistakes and your challenges.  Come with your gifts and your 
brilliance and your uniqueness.  Come just exactly how you are and with who you are.  
You can be a part of the Beloved Community, too.  There is room for you and me and the 
millions who have come before and will come in the future.  All you have to do is to try 
to live in the love you have received, just as we try to love you, too.  Together we will 
find that the Spirit that empowered the early Church, the Spirit of Jesus, the Spirit of 
divine love will make power be known among us, too. 
 
I may not be an eye-witness to Jesus' earthly ministry, but I am a witness to that powerful 
Spirit of love.  On Maundy Thursday we heard testimony of people who were recipients 
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of (and therefore eye-witnesses of) that love.  People shared how someone had washed 
their feet, that is, served them generously and freely.  We saw the power of the Spirit of 
Love in those stories. 
 
As I watch our OPOP team begin to prepare for the coming of our Releasing Friend, Paul 
Fuentes, I watch the wonder as we receive letters back.  I watch the coffers grow in 
anticipation of what we will need to help Paul achieve full freedom.  I watch the energy 
about the place rise.  I am seeing the power of Love in action giving liberty to captives. 
 
I hear Sharon Johnson's passion for Family Promise, and we hear the stories of people 
who need a hand-up and get it, and then who turn around and volunteer in the program 
themselves.  I see the power of the Spirit in the Beloved Community giving hope to the 
homeless. 
 
Several weeks ago, I blessed a hole in the ground.  A single mother and her three children 
stared at the barren hole in the ground with overwhelming joy and gratitude.  This hole in 
the ground will hold the foundation of their Habitat for Humanity house, the first home 
they will own.  They thanked a long line of people who helped along the way and will 
continue to help.  The power of the Spirit in the Beloved Community gives home to the 
lost. 
 
What makes the Beloved Community more than just a collection of seagulls chasing 
chips is the presence and action of the Holy Spirit, the Spirit of Jesus, the Power that took 
him to the Cross, and the Power that raised him from the dead; the living, active, power 
of selfless love. 
 
So, I have two questions for you as I close. 
 
First, where have you seen the power of the Beloved Community in action?  From here 
springs your praise. 
 
Second, where do you want to see it?  From here springs your action. 
 


