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 “One Body” 
 I’m tired. 

 

Maybe you are too. 

 

I’m frazzled by the free-floating anxiety that is permeating the very air we breathe. 

 

I’m tired of hearing about violence and hatred marching down streets and plowing through 

plazas. 

 

So, the fact that 350 people came together here, in this sanctuary on a Tuesday night in 

Rochester? 

 

Jews and Muslims and Christians and Hindus and brown and white and young and old? 

 

That is pure and powerful gift to my sore heart.  And it matters so much to this tired world that 

people came together to make a witness for hope. 

 

My husband Cooper is a retired UM pastor.  He is also an excellent usher.  He and Kathy Davis 

and the Colvilles and Gail Flanders and Martha Hendricks and others made sure that every 

person who entered this space felt welcome. 

 

We gathered.  We sang together.  We heard each other’s hearts.  We heard a powerful 

reading.  We shared prayers and hopes and remembered who we are. 

 

And afterwards?  Afterwards we ate cookies and drank lemonade and felt the power of being 

community. 

 

This sanctuary was a sanctuary as God intended it to be. 

 

So, as we each do the work that only we can do - open and honest heart by open and honest 

heart -  I offer an antidote to the buzzing of violence in the air. 

 

When my children were frightened or when I was frightened and tired as a child, stories helped 

me find myself. 

 

So today, I offer you three stories featuring a stocking-footed hero:   

 



Mister Rogers.  See if they aren’t good for what hurts. 

 

Writer Tom Junod wrote about Mister Rogers and he has this to say: 

 

“The first time I met Mister Rogers, he told me a story of how deeply his simple gestures had 

been felt, and received. 

 

He had just come back from visiting Koko, the gorilla who has learned American Sign 

Language. 

 

Koko watches television.  Koko watches Mister Roger’s Neighborhood, and when Mister 

Rogers, in his sweater and sneakers, entered the place where she lives, Koko immediately 

folded him into her long, black arms, as though he were a child, and then...   

she took his shoes off.” 

 

A second story told by Tom Junod: 

 

“Once upon a time, there was a boy who didn’t like himself very much.  He was born with 

Cerebral Palsy.  And while he was yet a little boy those who were entrusted to care for him hurt 

him and did things that made him think that he was a very bad little boy, because, (he thought) 

only a bad little boy would have such things happen to him. 

 

And this boy loved Mister Rogers. 

 

He watched him all the time and longed to meet him. 

 

When he was 14, through a special foundation, a meeting was set up. 

 

On the day that Mister Rogers was to come, the boy became so overcome that he could not 

contain himself.  He got mad at himself and began hitting himself.  His mother had to take him 

to another room. 

 

But Mister Rogers didn’t leave.  He waited for the boy to come back, and when he did, Mister 

Rogers had a request for him. 

 

Mister Rogers said to the boy: 

 

‘I would like you to do something for me.  Would you?’ 

 

The boy answered yes, of course, he would do anything for Mister Rogers, so then Mister 

Rogers said: 

 

‘I would like you to pray for me.  Will you pray for me?’ 

 

And now the boy didn’t know how to respond.  He was thunderstruck. 

 



The boy was thunderstruck because nobody had ever asked him for something like that, 

ever.  The boy had always been prayed for. 

 

The boy had always been the object of prayer, and now he was being asked to pray for Mister 

Rogers, and although at first he didn’t know if he could do it, he said that he would, he said he 

would try, and ever since then he keeps Mister Rogers in his prayers and he doesn’t talk about 

wanting to die anymore, because he figures that Mister Rogers is close to God, and if Mister 

Rogers likes him, that must mean God likes him too.” 

 

One last Mister Rogers story. 

 

Once upon a time, Mister Rogers went to New York City and got caught in the rain. 

 

He ducked into a subway and got on one of the trains.  It was late in the day, and the train was 

filled with school children going home from school. 

 

The children were mostly black and Latino, and they didn’t even approach Mister Rogers and 

ask him for his autograph. 

 

They just sang.  They sang all at once, all together, the song Mister Rogers sings at the start of 

his program. 

 

‘It’s a beautiful day in the neighborhood, a beautiful day in the neighbor could you be mine, 

would you be mine... 

 

would you be mine, could you be mine, won’t you be my neighbor? 

 

Won’t you be, won’t you be, please won’t you be my neighbor?’ 

 

And those singing children?  Those singing children turned the clattering train into a single soft, 

runaway choir.”  (Tom Junod, The Best Spiritual Writing, 1999) 

 

Our gestures matter.  Children and gorillas and people are watching. 

Our willingness to ask for prayer and offer prayers.  That matters. 

And our songs?  Our songs sung into the drizzle of this challenging time in which we live?  Our 

songs matter. 

 

So, children, let us sing. 

 

(Help us Accept Each Other, United Methodist Hymnal #560) 

 

Amen 

 


