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ALWAYS, ALWAYS WITH US

They shame us.

Those who are poor,

Who are vulnerable,

Whom the world deems as somehow less,

They shame us.

In their need

They shame us

They remind us that

Somehow,

We have not cared enough,

Been creative enough,

Had enough courage,

To respond,

To heal

To honor

To hold sacred.

They shame us.

With their courage,

Their unbounded love,

Their willingness to struggle.

The mother who sacrifices all for a child who hungers,

The father who meets  all obstacles for the child who cannot speak.

The community of friends whose voices rise, 

Whose energy does not fail,

Who will find help for one of their own.

They shame us

And

They call us.

From the midst of poverty,

At the edges and margins,

In troubled youth and diminished age,

In the midst of addiction and with anguished minds and troubled hearts,
Suffering rises like a plaintive wail,

An endless grief,

A loss that knows no easing,

A weary cry for help.

The cry of these, the least of the people,

Echoes that of our God:

“I have heard the cries of my people,

I have seen their suffering,

I mean to free them.”

And, yes, 
I mean for you to do it.

Listen to the grief,

Behold the sorrow,

Feel the loss,

And act!

Go forth from here, leave your security and your accepted place,

Do the impossible,

Heal the sick, give sight to the blind, heart to the broken, voice to the silenced,

Free them 

From all the prisons that hold them.

Go.

Go.

With no security, no surety,

No guarantee save one:
“I am with you, I go with you, you will know me in my presence with you.”

And that will be enough
They shame us,

These men and women on the margins of society,

These young ones caught in pain and disability,

These aging ones filled with, surrounded by loss and death.
They call us

To hear their voices,

To see – with open eyes- the pain they bear,

To feel – with opened hearts – the suffering they are,

To hear, to see, to feel, to move to alleviate, to care, 
to act in compassion and heart-stopping courage.

They bless us

As well.

For these, the hidden, the lost, the betrayed,

Are the locus of God’s call,

Are the witness to God’s care and power.

In their midst is our salvation,

In their need is our redemption,

In their faces is our healing,

In their courage is our strengthening,

In their presence is grace and beauty and wisdom beyond the telling.
They bless us.

And so, the need is always with us,

Always, always with us.

Until our creativity is perfect,

Our courage unsurpassed,

Our wisdom beyond wise,

Our hearts fully opened,

Until then,

There will always be those among us

Who are neglected, who are despised, who are disregarded and deemed disposable.

Their lives shame us.

Their suffering calls us.

Their presences blesses us.

For always, always,

Among the least and the lost,

The compassionate God is present.

In the owning of our shame,

In the hearing of the call,

In acting to serve,

Lies the healing compassion, the loving kindness of our God
Waiting for us to see, 

Attending our response,

Healing our hearts and our world.
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