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It was an interfaith prayer rally in San Francisco the Saturday before the general elections last November.  Leaders of various religious traditions voiced prayers and read sacred texts as we kept vigil over the flickering flame of marriage equality in California.  The Buddhist monk who came to the lectern was tall and lean, austere in dress, plain and radiant of face, with close-cropped hair.  She spoke clearly and pleasantly, without flourish.  “I will share a Buddhist teaching appropriate to the current situation,” she said.  “It is a very ancient teaching.  This would be the contemporary translation:  We’re queer.  We’re here.  Get used to it.”
She then went on to elaborate on the Zen of it.  We’re queer.  We’re straight.  We’re warmongers.  We’re agents of peace.  We’re babies.  We’re centenarians. We’re adolescents.  We are all what we all are.  And we are all here now, in the same body of water, as our visitor “WaWa” from last night might put it, referring both to our individual bodies that are mostly water and to the world ocean.  And we need to get used to it.

“Now the whole group of those who believed were of one heart and soul, and no one claimed private ownership of any possessions, but everything they owned was held in common,”   we read in the passage from Acts.  “What is that, some kind of metaphor?”  Anne Hoffman demanded of these verses yesterday, not wanting it to be TRUE.  How much more startling is it to acknowledge the walloping galloping truth of it on not just one level, but multidimensionally?  Everything was owned in common. Pitchforks, cookware, plumbing tools, books, clothes, and cable access.  AND, our Buddhist sister would press us—ever so gently—to consider:  everything  IS owned in common—all  the jangling, disparate, cacophonous elements of identity, trait, and spirit.  Jealousy, meekness, pride, trust, phobia, diligence, left-handedness, right-handedness, highhandedness, hetero/homo/bi-sexuality.  All here, glittering and showering down like simulated snow, contained within the glass dome of our “self.” All here in each human community.  Get used to it.  Begin to understand it.  For with the acceptance of our own inner contradictions comes the beginning of compassion.  The ability to feel with others.  To accept others as we accept ourselves.
I don’t know if I’d make it as a Buddhist.  But I know that Jesus made a big point of loving God and loving neighbors as you would yourself and then—oh, yeah—going  ahead and loving your enemies, too.  And all this talk of being of one heart and soul steers us right into that whole compassion thing.  The human quality of understanding the suffering of others and wanting to do something about it.
My grandson, Vaughn, has a bib that bears the statement, “An owie to one is an owie to all.”  Even when semi-obscured by smears of oatmeal, the message is clear.  It’s the same message Martin Luther King, Jr. gave us, “An injustice anywhere is a threat to justice everywhere.”  

Sharing our burdens, encouraging one another, giving courage and hope, heartening, emboldening.

Saturday morning we told the stories of life as we know it in hard economic times. We gave them voice. We heard of the teacher who took early retirement ten years ago, and now has to go back to work because her pension is now too low to sustain her.  Of the pastor of a large church back east who announced last June that he would retire on December 31st.  All the preparations were made for a celebrative farewell to this faithful minister who had served his congregation for nearly 20 years, and then he found he could not afford to retire and had to find a way to stop the events already in motion and re-negotiate the ending of this pastorate.  Of the school principal who sees children depressed and talking about suicide after their parents have lost their jobs.  Of the county employee whose job has just been eliminated, whose daughter has leukemia.  Of the psychiatrist at Kaiser whose patients are not coming in because they can’t afford the co-payments. Of the home healthcare worker who takes care of one elderly man for half a day, then drives 20 miles to care of a stroke victim, and whose wages are about to be cut to $10.50/hr, from $11.50/hr.
We are of one heart and it is breaking.  Walter Brueggemann would direct us to  our Biblical “literature of realism and candor,” and encourage us to refer “the loss to God, and thereby release energy, courage, and passion in the community.”  [Walter Brueggemann, Hopeful Imagination]

So, I have turned to Psalm 51 [vv. 1, 6, 10, 16b, 17] 
“When my heart ruptures with grief and loss,

When my spirit shrinks to pathetic size,

When my hopes are feeble and my faith forlorn,

Have mercy on me, O God, in keeping with Your steadfast love.

You have shown me the path to Life, 

Life that is full and unbounded,
Dizzy with delight,

Saturated with significance.

You have pointed out to me time and time again, 

That generosity and compassion are my guides,
On that journey. 

And now I come to You,

Broken of spirit and heart,

Ready to huddle and cower

Before the howling unknown,

To disregard Your presence

In my past and in my future,

And in this turbulent time zone of NOW.

Yet You desire that I be true and reliable in my inward being;

Therefore sow in my secret heart

The wisdom to know my utter dependence on You.

Keep me focused, even in the gray fog of defeat,

On the steady beam of Your steadfast love,

On the me You have called and dreamed me to be,

On the blessed community through which You are revealed.

Let me act with the generosity and compassion

You have lavished on creation,

Lest I blight my life and my companions

With coldness and anxiety.

Create for me a new beginning,

And put an unshakeable spirit within me…

A supple spirit,

Open to God’s ways.

A heart that has broken, and that has broken its hold on conceit,

Is a heart You will not spurn, O God.”
One heart.  Broken yet whole.  Within and among us. 

Some of you know that  it’s not unusual for me to wake up with a song rambling through my brain, but that this past Tuesday, it wasn’t the usual fragment of a Gospel hymn, or snippet of reggae, or the odd phrase from Handel, that led me out of my dream state.  For the first time ever it was a patriotic song. Samuel F. Smith was a student at Andover Newton Theological Seminary in 1836 when he wrote the lyrics. “My country ‘tis of thee, sweet land of liberty, of thee I sing; land where my parents died, land of the pilgrims’ pride, from every mountainside let freedom ring!” 
Later that day the ring of freedom sounded a bit off-key, clanking against the realization that, in California, a simple majority vote on a referendum is enough to crumble the bulwark of equal protection under the law.  A simple majority vote on a referendum is sufficient to restrict human rights.  “An injustice anywhere is a threat to justice everywhere.”  And this is no time for those “pre-Pentecostal blues” so eloquently described in song last night.  No fire above our heads, no words coming from our mouths.  Pentecost is here.  Now.  “There comes a point,” Bernice Powell Jackson reminded us, There comes a point when silence is a betrayal.”
We are of one heart and it is breaking.  
Shattered with grief; crushed by injustice; dissolving with fear; devastated with pain; sheared by poverty.
“A heart that has broken, and that has broken its hold on conceit,

Is a heart You will not spurn, O God.”
One heart.  Broken yet whole.  Within and among us.  Finds voice.  Sings encouragement:  animates cheers elates refreshes enlivens exhilarates brightens restores. 
“Let music swell the breeze, 

and ring from all the trees sweet freedom's song; 

let hardened hearts awake; 

let all that breathe partake; 

let rocks their silence break, the sound prolong.”
[Samuel Smith’s words, adapted] 
I’m tempted to ask, “What is the sound of one heart breaking?”  But I think we know the answer.
There is no sound to a breaking heart. No wail, no drum, no didgeridoo, no dinosaur noise. 
When sound waves do break the silence of despair, a broken heart is on the way to becoming SOUND.
