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When we talked about this series in our worship meeting, our world was a little 
different.  The things that have transpired since then almost make thoughts from just a 
couple of months ago seem shallow or, at their very best, incomplete. 
 
Even saying phrases like, “I’m exhausted from all this,” “these are hard-times for all of 
us,” or “let’s get back to normal” mean different things right now for each of us. 
 
This last week Richard Hickam emailed me a note that he heard a phrase from the 
Bible project saying, “Let’s give it a rest” as it related to hitting the pause button and 
enjoying just the Rest that Sabbath brings.   
 
But as generic or even as familiar as these words may sound, some will likely 
experience them differently than others depending on the context, the motivation, and 
especially now, even the person speaking. 
 
And so we distrust, we prejudge, we scrutinize and criticize.  And if someone calls 
“Truce!” we even question the motive for that. 
 
In her statement during the praise singing last week, Linda Agard- Ryan mentioned 
how difficult it has been lately to do even simple things.  She said, “I’m tired, tired of 
living with racism every day.” You could feel the exhaustion and the anguish in her 
voice.  But then she went on to share that she personally found strength in knowing 
what she calls the Transformative Love of God. 
 
So Linda, thank you. I want to use your phrase today and to explore the power of 
God’s Transformative Love. 
 
Transformative Love, it is the one thing that pulls us in - to keep trusting - even in the 
midst of hatred and pain.  And it is this Love that keeps us clinging to God’s promises - 
even when it feels like our present hope seems pretty hopeless.  But most of all, 
transformative love is a love that changes the way we live.  That we don’t just feel love 
for someone or even ourselves – it moves us to sacrifice, share our hearts, and causes 
a desire to learn and a want to care. 
 
There’s a story that Jesus shares in Luke 10 that is actually a response to a question 
that a young man asks him in a way to trip him up. He asks Jesus, What do I need to 
do to get eternal life? It certainly is not the first time Jesus has been asked this 
question.  So, Jesus responds with another question: “What does the Torah say? And 
how do you interpret it?”  The man then response intelligently: “Love God with all your 
strength and mind and heart and love your neighbor as you do yourself.” 
 
So Jesus says, “Good job! Do that and live.”  



 
But then the man comes back with “Ah, but how would you define ‘neighbor’?” 
 
Then Jesus tells this familiar story of a Samaritan who finds a man left for dead on the 
side of the road. However, this time he changes it up. I say familiar because NT 
theologian John Stott suggests from more current research that this was a story that 
had been used by the priests of Jesus’ day to build credibility and public favor.  The 
story was a bit different, however, as you can imagine. One such version was that of a 
poor leper on the side of the road, and a Jewish priest stops by and offers him care. 
Another one was a shipwrecked Roman on the shore.  Each time, though, the hero was 
the priest. 
 
But in Jesus’ story, the hero is none other than a Samaritan, the one race that a Jew 
felt legitimized in hating.  This story started Jesus on a path of being not only despised, 
but also targeted as someone who had to be disposed of. 
 
Transformational Love will always have enemies.  It seems strange, right?  Why would 
such a good thing for humanity have so much resistance? 
 
There are a couple of reasons for this. One is a Scarcity Mindset: God’s love doesn’t 
extend beyond certain limits.  (And yes, those are man-made limits.)  Others feel that 
his grace is way too precious to just be handing it out to everyone.  It’s as if we were 
the Grace Police controlling who is entitled and who isn’t (again more limits). So who 
are the Samaritans of our day today? 
 
Another reason is actually a contradiction within the body of Christ.  The idea that 
some parts of the body, for whatever reason, are more valuable and more important 
than others.  
 
This, too, has a domino effect.  We become less interested in being astutely aware. 
Our pre-conceived notions make it difficult to have empathy and understanding for any 
side other than our own.  So we become inward, and our seeking to learn more is short 
circuited. 
 
But I think there’s another enemy to Transformative Love.  Call it whatever you like: 
traditions, cultural mores - but bottom line the enemy is “status quo,” keeping things 
the same, even amidst the cries for help and justice.  
 
I mean look at the story – did it really change anything?  Did the Jews all of a sudden 
find empathy in their hearts for the Samaritans because Jesus switched up the story?  
And look at us. We call it the Good Samaritan, as if to say, “Okay, we’ll give you that; 
there was one good one – but he’s the exception.”   
 
Right around the middle of the 17th century, abolitionists who were working hard to 
fight slavery came up with what seemed to be a good and creative idea.  They would 



go down with cold hard cash and buy up the slaves in the south and then set them free.  
Many got behind this idea, and soon hundreds of slaves were purchased and freed as 
a result. This was good, at least for those slaves that found freedom. However, it 
actually made things worse as the system of slavery became even stronger.  With more 
demand and more cash, more slaves were brought over, and the institution of slavery 
grew even larger.  A merciful act, yes. But did it bring about justice? Not really. 
 
You can imagine the disappointment of the abolitionists. However, even worse was the 
despair of the slaves whose oppression was only made greater.   
 
We want to believe that God’s love works like a neatly formed system.  When all the 
pieces are in place and we pull the right levers, then the results will be positive, and 
good will come of it. However, it’s a bit messier than that, and even more uncertain. 
 
When it is running well for those with great power, status quo can feel like an 
insurmountable blockade to Transformative Love. 
 
  ____________________________________________________ 
 
Recently, I’ve had the opportunity to go through the various collections of my dad.  He 
had a baseball card collection, a stamp collection, and he even had a replica miniature 
car collection.  But his prized collection was his coin collection.   
 
I have very early recollections of dad sitting at the dining room table with stacks of 
various coins, neatly piled in rows as he would carefully study them with his magnifying 
glass and then either put them in his coin collection books or write them down in lists 
so as to keep record of various years and grades of the coins. 
 
As I remember him talking about it often, one of his favorite was his mercury dime 
collection.  I really don’t know exactly how he came to start collecting them, but his 
lists show that he had probably started collecting them as early as the 1940s.  Now for 
anyone who collects mercury dimes, you probably already know this – but there is one 
dime that is sought out beyond all of the rest.  It is the 1916 D. Collectors will tell you 
that that coin is the first thing they look for. The entire collection is basically valued on 
whether that coin is there or not.  
 
When I heard that, I searched through his cases of coins until I finally found his 
mercury dime display book.  I opened it up and quickly turned to the first page of the 
book.  Every coin was there . . . except the one empty space left empty for the 1916 D.  
He had all of the rest, but just not that one.   
 
I wasn’t all that surprised really. It would have been a lot to think that my dad would 
have that kind of money tied up in a hobby.  But still, I recall as a child he had always 
been so proud of it whenever I’d hear him talk about his “mercury” collection. 
 



Anyway, I began to read through his lists, those lists I had told you about that he would 
do from time to time to inventory all of his coins. 1990s, 1980s, and on down.  The 
older the list, the more faded the handwriting.   And then I came across another list 
with a paperclip at the top.  I looked down on the list of coins neatly written in pencil, 
and there it was – right at the top of the page: 1916 D, VG condition.  My dad had it; he 
actually had the full collection.  But as I turned the paper, I found another small piece 
of paper paper-clipped at the top of the back side.  It read “sold to Norman Mitanis – 
1916 D.” 
 
And that was it, nothing more.  No reason why he sold it, no information as to who 
Norman was or why he was so privileged to get my Dad’s best coin.  I tried to look him 
up, to see if he might still be alive so I could get the rest of the story, but to no avail.   
My dad just decided one random day to break up his most valuable collection.  I 
wasn’t angry, but in a way, I was disappointed in my dad that he wouldn’t think that 
this wasn’t a valuable enough heirloom to hang onto.  Whatever he got for the sale of 
the dime back then certainly wasn’t even close to the treasured value of keeping the 
collection together. 
 
Then a few days later, it occurred to me that I shouldn’t have been looking for who 
Norman was, but when the transaction actually occurred.  There was no date on the 
little piece of paper, but I could track it down by the lists that had the dime on it and 
the lists that didn’t.  
 
And as I narrowed it down, I began to realize why my dad had sold his 1916 D.  The 
day he sold it wasn’t random at all. The sale of the coin coincided with the same time 
my parents were trying to figure how they were going to pay for my tuition to school. 
All that time that I was railing on my dad for not thinking ahead, it turned out that I was 
the one not seeing the whole picture, not understanding how far my dad had to go to 
make things work out for my education.    
 
The funny thing is that my dad never told me about this – how he had mess up his 
precious collection.  I suppose he never had to.  I grew up in home where I always 
knew I was loved – I always knew I belonged.   
 
I really think this is the one reason God went to such great lengths to give us the best 
that heaven had to offer, why the perfect union was broken up.  Holes left in his hands 
and feet forever.  His love had to become human, his love had to find us, reaching as 
far down as it took, to get really messed up – because this is what God’s love does for 
his children.  
 
You see, all this was done not to show us how much he loved us. It wasn’t him hoping 
that somehow his gamble would pay off or that this display of love would impress us to 
choose him.  No, this was done because he already saw us as his family. We already 
belonged to him.   
 



So why do I think that God’s Transformative Love will eventually change the way things 
are?  Well number one – because it’s God! But secondly, because as we one-by-one 
start believing that we all belong, it causes our hearts to be open to new ways of 
thinking and responding. 
 
Ephesians 3:17-19 
 
Christ will live in you as you open the door and invite him in. And I ask him that with 
both feet planted firmly on love, you’ll be able to take in with all followers of Jesus the 
extravagant dimensions of Christ’s love. Reach out and experience the breadth! Test 
its length! Plumb the depths! Rise to the heights! Live full lives, full in the fullness of 
God. 
 
 
 
So, what about us? What does this mean for you and me and for our broken world 
today? Why do I believe that God’s Transformative Love can eventually change the 
way things are?  Well number one – because it’s God! But secondly, I believe it is 
possible if we, one-by-one, start living like we all belong – we ALL belong. And with 
this essential paradigm shift, our hearts can be open to new ways of thinking and 
responding. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 



 
 


