This mornings readings are filled with incredible reminders of the gifts we have been given through the life, death and resurrection of Christ. And because they are so profound, and so true, I always find myself sad to reflect upon how they have been - at times - interpreted to justify an exclusive kind of Christianity – one shaped by sharp lines dividing “us”, the followers of Christ, and a shadowy, elusive “them”. Today’s Gospel has been especially abused. 
“I am the way, and the truth, and the life. No one comes to the Father except through me. If you know me, you will know my Father also.”
In my experience, this is one of those Gospels liberal Christians shy away from because of the larger cultural context we find ourselves in. Many Christians interpret this to mean that only those who declare Jesus as their Lord and Savior can know God. That only they will be “saved”. That understanding Jesus as “the way” usually implies that all people of other faiths, and even all Christians who understand this teaching differently, are doomed to eternal damnation and suffering. This is a very sad, very small interpretation of a profoundly generous, loving God. And it’s a shame that our response is often an awkward silence, because today’s Gospel does have much to tell us about Jesus, and our faith. 
So how do we understand Jesus as the way, the truth, and the life, in this beautifully diverse, multi-cultural and multi-faith world we live in? How do we talk about his life, his teachings, and his living presence, without either ignoring this gospel or sounding like extremists bent on converting the world?
To me, this teaching is both profoundly deep and wonderfully simple. Jesus is simply stating the truth – as he is apt to do throughout the Gospels. “I am the way, and the truth, and the life. No one comes to the Father except through me. If you know me, you will know my Father also.” It’s almost like saying “If you run naked into the Ocean, you are going to get wet.” Or, “If you are hungry, and you eat, you will be nourished. If you are hungry and you do not eat, you will not be nourished.” There is a simple truth here to put our hearts at ease. Know Jesus, and you know God. Follow him, trust him, take risks for him, step outside yourself for him, and you will know God. There is no maybe … no “as long as you say the right words and perform the right ceremonies and profess the right creeds and do some magical dance perfectly” at the end of this sentence. It is a straightforward declaration of how reality is. 
I find this comforting because of all that we know about Jesus. Know – intimately, with your whole heart, in a way that will transform you – the one who opens the eyes of the blind, and you will know God. Know the one who challenges oppressive political and social systems, and you will know God. Know the one who embraces the lost, the forgotten, the ashamed, and you will know God. Know the one willing to give his life for his beloved friends, and you will know God.  
We heard in today’s Epistle of the martyrdom of Stephen. He gave up his life out of profound, almost impossible to imagine love. This kind of self-sacrifice is a gift of the spirit – exclusion and religious pride are not. In his last moments, Stephen was so fully present to reality that he could literally see the risen Christ at the right hand of God. This awareness superseded all other aspects of reality – including the very real danger he found himself in. Through this love and this profound trust, he found the willingness to let go of that which our small-selves hold most dear – our very lives. 
In sharing our faith with the world we too are called the let go of something terribly important – our egos, by which I mean our sense of security, and even our sense of identity. We have to risk being misunderstood, to risk sounding silly or even ignorant. To walk into conversations about Jesus knowing we don’t have all the answers; that it’s OK, even a blessing, to walk away with more questions than we had before. We are called to risk being changed by the sharing our faith – with those we agree with, and perhaps especially with those we don’t. This applies to talking with Christians of different persuasions as much as it does talking with people of other faiths. In a world in which religious divisions shape political policy, justifying war, oppression, and greed, our voices are desperately needed. 
I think we learn how engage in these conversations best by simply having them. At least this has proved true in my personal experience. 
Two and a half years ago, after a stressful and disappointing day that involved two flight changes and one cancellation, I found myself sitting between two strangers as I flew home from Los Angeles. Halfway through the flight, I started talking to the guy in the window seat. We talked about everything – our jobs, our hobbies, our favorite restaurants, politics – and at the end of the flight we exchanged phone numbers. This is the true story of how I met my partner, Haamid. 
We spent the first few months of our relationship in awe of the fact that we ever had the opportunity to cross paths and get to know each other. Not only had we been total strangers the morning of our meeting, we are completely different people. I can barely tolerate spicy food; he must have it. I need 9 hours of sleep a night; he gets by with 6. I’m originally from Ohio; he was born and raised in Pakistan. I was baptized into the Episcopal Church at age 7; Haamid is Muslim.
One of the most palpable and surprising gifts of our relationship is that he doesn’t share my faith. It’s not simply that Haamid doesn’t go to Church or proclaim Christ Jesus as his risen Lord and Savior – it’s that we don’t share the same stories, the same collective memories of who “we” are as a people. He doesn’t have childhood memories of Christmas mornings filled with celebration and wonder, or of dozens of Easter Vigils, each taut with grief, anticipation, and joy.  And when Haamid shares stories about preparations for Eid, or the way Lahore transforms during Ramadan, or even the quiet, humble faith of his father, who prayed five times a day for his entire 80 years on this earth …. well, I hear these stories from a distance.
At times, its true, this has seemed more of a burden than a gift. Early in our relationship, as the weeks passed, I felt a great sadness that I could not fully share all that the Church has given me with him – that when I found myself particularly inspired by a service, or moved by a certain song or sermon, he would not be the person I took these reflections to. 
But as the years have passed, I’ve come to feel profoundly grateful. I can’t take for granted that we speak the same spiritual language, and I can’t fall back on shared, unspoken assumptions about humanity and God when talking about my beliefs and my experiences of the holy. When Haamid and I talk about faith, everything is on the table, and this leads to the most interesting, frustrating, wonderful conversations. 
He asks pointed, obvious questions that few in the Church do. When he can tell I am not really sure exactly why I believe something, he presses me to explain it further. And in trying to understand his viewpoint, I get a very different picture of my own. I have no intention of converting Haamid, and am quite sure I couldn’t even if I wanted to. That’s not the point. He has a beautiful faith with his own traditions and beliefs. He is beloved by God. And so am I. 
I’ve often heard the Episcopal Church described as a beautiful little secret. We recognize that we have found a community that is life giving, challenging, and welcoming, all while being rooted in the traditions of the Church and the teachings of Christ. But mostly we don’t know how to talk about this. We feel embarrassed … worried about being misunderstood … or, even worse, unqualified to discuss our faith with others. The Episcopal Church is only a secret because we are so often uncomfortable talking about it. 
During this incredible season of Easter, we are reminded, over and over again, that we have a shocking, world-changing story to share. No matter the risk, it is time we all speak up.  We know the one who has given all that we may live in joy and love. This is news worth sharing. 


e o b e e o ok AN ey 1
e o ey et b ey
B i ety e K ko2 e
B hplins g - o G Ao e e
Ty o s sy s

e bk e o ot e

e A
g T vy S ey e s B,
e s T e

oo o e ot s v e i nd el s il
gt e it e e

ot hs e bl e ooy s e s iy
e 31 g b G 8k
T oo G o e e o e 7ou koo e
Sy s .

T e e« g o e gt g
el ot s o e ey
e bt s o ey

T —
i ol bt ey o e oy
e iy i o o e g
e o ey il oG Ko v o g
e ot e s ok G

T~
P et g e Kl i g e
e e ot ek s et S s




