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When I used to teach “Bible” for elementary-aged children, my favorite part wasn’t storytelling or even arts & crafts.  Actually, the best was fostering creative meditation. I would give each child a jump rope, and after I got them to stop lassoing each other, I got them to lay the jumprope in a circle around themselves on the floor.   (Later I got smarter and gave them thick, bulky yarn which didn’t have the properties for lassoing)
The cord marked a boundary that said:  This is your space, your place, your room. 
In that space, the children were invited to sit cross-legged or to stretch out, their backs against the floor, eyes closed. And then I would guide them:
“Imagine a room that is entirely yours.
What kind of floor does it have?
Is it soft like pillows? Bouncy like a trampoline?
What kind of light is there?
Are there windows?
What can you see from the windows? A magic forest? Mountains?
What colors live in your room?  What sounds?  What textures?
Are there blankets? Books? Pizza ovens? Zip lines? Hammocks?
Remember, this room is yours—safe, large enough for you to breathe, to dream, to rest.”
After the meditation, they shared their rooms. 
We had rooms in treehouses, rooms floating in the clouds, rooms underwater, rooms with cotton candy walls and Doritos ceilings, rooms with bookcases tall enough to climb. Not one room was the same.
And yet every room shared the same essence:
Possibility. Joy. A harbor for the self.
Children know, instinctively, what adults often forget:
Everyone needs a place to belong.
A place to exhale.
A place where we don’t have to earn our welcome.

This is exactly the tone of that familiar scripture so often read at funerals:
Do not let your hearts be troubled.
In Love’s house there are many rooms.
I go to prepare a place for you…
and where I am, you will be also.
We often hear these words as a promise about the afterlife. And yes, it can be comforting to imagine something beautiful waiting beyond death. But today, I am more interested in “the now” of this promise.
Because this—here, now—is where we are living.
This is where our hearts ache.
This is where we are seeking belonging and grounding and hope.
When Jesus says, “Do not let your hearts be troubled,” he is not saying to ignore the world. Remember, he is speaking to a group of friends who feel everything familiar shifting under their feet. He is saying:
You are not alone.
Nothing is ending.
Love will not abandon you.
There is room for you.
Room for your fear.
Room for your questions.
Room for your doubt.
Room for your becoming.
Kosuke Koyama, my ecumenical theology professor, called this the “spaciousness of God.”
God is roomy. Open-hearted. Wide like the horizon. Slow like a person walking—three miles an hour [can we slow it down to four?]—the pace of conversation, companionship, and presence.
The spaciousness of God 
does not rush the heart.
It generously makes room to grow.
Koyama reminded his students that  the opposite of spacious Love is narrow religion—the religion of rules, gatekeeping, fear, purity tests, sorting the world into us and them.  Narrow religion says:
“Only some people belong here.”
But Spacious Love says the opposite:
There is room for everyone.
We live in a time when exclusion is loudly justified in religious language.
People are told:
You may belong—
but only if you believe the right things.
but only if you love the right people.
but only if your identity fits the mold.
but only if you never question.
This is happens in our neighborhood, 
On our street corners when flags get stolen proclaiming spacious love in rainbows.  
This happens in this county.  Those of you who went to last month’s Henderson County School Board meeting witnessed a narrow religion espoused by attendees and elected members during open comment time.  While watching the video, I felt like I was at a church revival meeting of a certain brand of religiousity—never mind the crossing of lines of church and state.

Exclusion also happens from pulpits—just across the street there is a church that meets in the business that is there.  The pastor, on his social media feed has called out our church as not a church but a bastion of socialist abomination.  Recently, he posted a video proclaiming that God hates yoga and outlined why. 
I believe this is exactly why this church—our church—matters.
Because we know our calling is not to guard human-created gates to Love. 
Our calling is to build the table of kinship and hope. 
Before we were incorporated in 1950, FCCH’s first name was Community Church of Hendersonville.  Our founders didn’t want to draw lines, but rather sought to create circles of hospitality. They had no need to protect certainty but rather, sought to welcome real human lives—complicated, joyful, grieving, curious, resistant, growing, beloved lives.
I think it is safe to say that today, at this church, we do not all believe the same things.
We don’t have to.
Our unity is not belief.
Our unity is practice.
We practice compassion.
We practice justice.
We practice generosity.
We practice hope.
We practice repairing what is broken.
We practice seeing God’s face in one another.
We don’t always get it right, but that is why it is called practice. 
I do want to say this, however: 
This is not a church without boundaries. 
All are welcome, always.
And loving welcome creates brave space—not a free for all.  Hurtful practice or behavior is not tolerated. 
Because love is not soft sentiment.
Love is strong.
Love protects.
Love confronts harm.
Love chooses truth-telling over false peace.
Love makes room—not chaos.
This is what it means to build a church that is made of kinship.
A place of relationship—
Not of dogma—but of compassion.
Not of sameness—but of shared becoming.

We are in our season of stewardship and I want to be clear: 
Stewardship is not fundraising.
Stewardship is kinship-building.
It is choosing—together—to sustain this spacious, brave, beautiful community:
where people can ask real questions,
where children learn imagination and dignity,
where grief is held tenderly,
where justice and compassion are practiced,
where we learn how to hope again.
Your giving which includes—-your pledging—your presence—your participation—is how we build rooms for others who are still searching for a place to belong.
When you offer whatever and  however you can—because its not about dollars but about how your heart gives its presence to this church,
You are building the table where someone will be fed.
You are making sure someone has a place to cry and not be alone.
You are helping a teenager know there is nothing wrong with who they love.
You are making space for someone to come back to faith—with gentleness and courage.
You are building sanctuary.
You are building hope.
And beloved,
we need this place.
We need it now.
The world needs it now.

John Lennon once sang, and you will hear Linda and Mark play it for us:
You may say I’m a dreamer,
But I’m not the only one.
Lennon dreamed of a world where people lived as one—not by sameness, but by shared belonging. That dream is not naïve. It is not foolish.
It is the work of faith.
It is our work.
We cannot change the whole world all at once.
But we can build one room at a time.
One welcome at a time.
One meal, one conversation, one shared grief, one shared joy at a time.
And here—HERE—in this sacred space—this church:
There is room for everyone.
There is room for you.
There is room for who you are now.
There is room for who you are becoming.
There is room for the ones not here yet who don’t know how much they need this place.
We are preparing the rooms for them.
And for each other.
And for those who will come after us.

Beloved, I love this place.
I love this community.
I love what God is unfolding here.
And I believe with my whole heart:
There is a place for everyone here.
Let’s keep building that place—together.   Amen

