
Sermon 

“Wonderfully and Fearfully Made” 

Bree is a good sport and I thank her grandparents 

for getting her here this morning and I thank her for 

playing her part so well – because all of us know 

that a bit of duck tape would not stop Ms. Bree from 

opening any gift – actual or metorphical. She was 

my first friend in this congregation so I know first 

hand how she appreciates the people around her. 

  

If you have not guessed by this point in the service, 

this sermon is about inclusion of folks with 

disabilities or, in other words, those who are 

differently abled. The latter phrase, differently abled, 



has not caught on as much as those of us who live 

in the world of disablities might wish but it is what I 

am focusing on today. I am the mother of a person 

who is differently abled, Thomas or the infamous Mr. 

T. He and I, and his sisters, have been on an 

interesting journey for thirty years as we have 

learned and taught others what it is to be differently 

abled and yet fully part of many communities. 

  

This sermon is not particularly needed in this 

congregation. Thomas and I came to worship here 

on a bright day in August three years ago to hear our 

good friend Toby preach. We were late - as we 

usually are – and the service was outside so by the 



time we showed up, all the chairs were taken. Our 

obvious tardiness and our lack of chairs was made 

much worse, when Toby called out to both of us, 

from the pulpit as a welcome, so that all of you 

turned toward us. Horror!!! I am shy by nature and I 

felt like all eyes were on us. I was ready to run back 

to our car!! At the end of the service, something 

occurred that has never happened to Thom and me 

in any church setting previously. A number of you 

came up to greet us! I got involved in various 

conversations and when I turned around – no 

Thomas. I know him well enough to know if food and 

community are involved, he will be in the midst of it. 

Sure enough, within minutes, I located him in 



Fellowship Hall, enjoying a plate of food that he 

could not have managed on his own – someone had 

helped him – and he was seated at a table with a 

group of people who were involved an animated 

conversation. I knew at that moment that this church 

was not like any other we had visited and this 

congregation could – and has -- become our Church 

home. As the lovely offeratory anthem this morning 

said “I found a Church Today!” “There was Love 

about and it made my spirit soar.” 

  

So this sermon is about for this congregation. We 

practice what we preach here at First 

Congregational – a church for all people. Yet we 



always need reminders of our context and need to 

refresh our actions as when Ron, Don’s brother, 

noted in his sermon a few weeks ago that though we 

state we are open and affirming, we no longer use 

the LGBTQ language on the web site. Ron 

explained why exact and clear vocabulary is 

imperative to make the queer community 

comfortable to enter our doors. Talking about that 

issue is on the agenda of the next Reaching In Team 

meeting.  

  

We can always be more welcoming,  

be better at recognizing the gifts of those around us 

– whatever our labels: differently abled, queer, 



straight, old, young. We all have labels that describe 

us.  Sometimes, in fact, often,  

those labels define us – restrict us from being and 

doing what every one else is doing – even from 

being a full part of the Church. Sometimes, we are 

restricting ourselves but far more often it is others 

who do the restricting. 

  

Thomas is a lucky man. Many people with 

disabilities do not have best friends. Thom does. His 

name is Kyle and Kyle has worshipped here a time 

or two so some of you may have met him. Kyle was 

Thom’s aide when Thom was in high school in 

Petoskey. The men are close to each other in age so 



Kyle understood intuitively what Thomas needed to 

get through the lunch hour as well as after school 

activities which were two times in the day that 

Thomas required one on one support.  Kyle was an 

ideal aide and worked with Thomas for several years 

while attending community college. He now holds an 

MBA and has a challenging job in Grand Rapids. 

However, few months go by without a visit from Kyle, 

either on Walloon Lake or in New Orleans where we 

live part of the year. Kyle loves social media and 

periodically posts photos of he and Thom on their 

adventures – Mardi Gras, music festivals, boating or 

generally horsing around.  

  



Often, someone will post in response to Kyle’s post, 

“Aw, Kyle, you are such a good guy.”  

Those type of comments make me very sad – those 

people do not get what they are looking at.  No one 

makes those kinds of comments when Kyle posts 

photos of hanging out with other friends. Not that 

Kyle is not a good guy. He is! 

  

But here is the thing: Thom and Kyle are friends. 

They make each other laugh. They enjoy each 

other’s company. Yes, Kyle has to help Thom get 

dressed in the morning and he has work the menu 

with Thom in restaurants to figure out what Thomas 

wants to eat – and Thomas loves to eat in 



restaurants. Despite that extra support, the two men 

share a love of music and good food. They love 

afternoons spent tasting craft beers with a group of 

friends.  Kyle does not feel sorry for Thomas or 

patronize him because Thom is differently abled. 

After more than a decade  of friendship, they have 

many shared experiences from high school proms to 

attending Bliss Fest nearly every year. When Thom 

turned 21, Thom shared his first legal beer with Kyle 

at a party Kyle arranged with a group of their male 

friends at a local bowling alley. They don’t always 

agree on everything. They are both very 

opinionated. Thom can hold his own in a 

disagreement such as whether he is getting enough 



of Kyle’s attention or which restaurant in which they 

should have lunch. However, their affection – and 

respect - for each other is equal and organic. It 

comes from their hearts. They are honest with each 

other. 

  

They are each fearfully and wonderfully made, in 

God’s image. Kyle and Thomas are each very 

different and unique – as each and every one of us 

are.  The great news is that each of us were created 

by God and each of us are known by God. As the 

Psalmist assure us in Psalm 139, nothing about us 

is hidden from God. No matter where we go, no 

matter what we do, the Lord knows us completely. 



We can hide from each other but it is never possible 

to hide from God. God knows our hearts and will 

lead us into love and “ways everlasting” if we open 

our hearts to God’s direction. The fact that God 

knows our hearts even when we do what we know is 

wrong and even when we make mistakes  

can cause us great embarrassment or shame,  

and we may attempt to hide from God but listen 

again: you are known by God and loved by God, 

regardless of whether you hide,  

whether you are ready to be loved,  

whether you even ask to be loved. We are told again 

and again through out the Bible that this is true – no 

matter who we are, no matter who thinks we are the 



“other”- different in some way, less in some way  – 

we are loved by God – loved equally and fully. 

Conversely, any person that we consider the “other” 

is created by God and loved by God – completely 

and without judgement. 

  

All of us are equal in God’s love and understanding. 

In that way we are all the same. BUT we are 

different. We cannot pretend otherwise. We cannot 

be blind to our differences. We are unique 

individuals – unique in the way we were knit together 

in our mother’s wombs. We think differently from 

each other. We make different choices – choices 

that cannot and should not be determined as right 



and wrong. They are just different. We each have 

weaknesses in some way. We each need some 

support to get through our day – some of us needs 

lots of support and some appear to need little but we 

all need support. We need to see and accept these 

differences in ourselves and each other. There are 

not “others”  - only people, individual people. We 

hear the word “other” or similar distinctions in the 

media and politics these days – we are inundated 

with taunts and check lists of who is the “other”. We 

all are the “other” to some one, somewhere. How 

much better to remember that we are all God’s 

children and look to work and accept each other’s 

differences – dare I suggest even love each other’s 



differences. None of us, not one of us, is the “other” 

to God. 

  

Our differences are often indicative of our various 

gifts, gifts that are unique to each of us. These gifts 

are what make up the body of Christ – the Church – 

the one with the big “C”, not just our church here in 

Gaylord. Our human bodies are made up of 

thousands of individiual parts, parts so different and 

yet if even the smallest part is missing or stops 

working, our body works differently. The absence of 

even one parts in thousands causes us grief. So to 

does the absence of any one of us as full 

participants in God’s community cause a noticeable 



loss for all of us. As the passage I read today from 1 

Corinthians says “the members of the body that 

seem to be weaker are indispensable, and those 

members of the body that we think less honorable 

we clothe with greater honor, and our less 

respectable members are treated with greater 

respect; whereas our more respectable members do 

not need this. But God has so arranged the body, 

giving the greater honor to the inferior member, that 

there may be no dissension within the body, but the 

members may have the same care for one 

another.  If one member suffers, all suffer together 

with it; if one member is honored, all rejoice together 

with it.” 



  

I love this chapter, chapter 12. It reads so beautifully 

– yet it is fair to ask how do we live it? How do we 

have the “same care for each other” as the passage 

requires?  

  

Thomas is a conundrum. As a non verbal man, how 

does someone who isn’t with him all the time know 

what he wants or needs. It is intimidating. I 

understand. I am asked all the time how to 

communicate with him. I don’t know. He never 

showed any interest in learning sign language – I 

personally think that he thinks it is too slow and, 

after all, how many of you can use sign language? 



For a very social being like Thomas, it isn’t terribly 

useful to know a language that most people can’t 

use. So how does one know what he is 

communicating? By being present in a moment and 

tuning into him exclusively for that moment. By 

saying honestly to him, “I don’t understand”, by 

being clear with him when he is being a bother or 

interrupting or asking silly questions about the color 

of your clothes. All of those responses confirm to him 

that he is appreciated as a human being. What more 

do any of us want – to be recognized and embraced 

as a human being, loved by God. 

  

Thomas knows who he is. He is comfortable in 



himself. He adapts easily to different situations and 

people. Those of you who wash dishes in Fellowship 

Hall know him well. He does not stand on the edge 

of the kitchen, waiting to be asked to help. He 

moves forward and looks for ways to help. Yes, he 

needs help to help but he never waits to be asked. 

What he wants is someone to pay attention to his 

actions and acknowledge him – even if it is to say, 

thanks but we do not need help today. That is a 

satisfactory answer. It is the emodiment of “same 

care for each other.” 

  

Bree understands and lives this concept. I had not 

yet met Becky, who is living with the Boughners. 



After worship one Sunday, Bree bounced up to me 

and asked very pointedly, “Have you said good 

morning to Becky?” In that question, Bree sweetly, 

but insistently, invited me to be in a moment with 

Becky – a moment that Bree knew was important to 

Becky. “I” might not have been sure what Becky 

thought or even if she heard or understood my 

greeting but Bree knew it was important – that my 

greeting would include Becky in our church 

fellowship. Bree’s invitation also made me 

comfortable with Becky – she reminded me that it is 

important to speak to everyone even when I am not 

sure that they can understand or hear me. Opening 

myself up to another person and losing myself – my 



ego - for a few moments -- to reach out to someone 

else and try to understand how they perceive the 

world – that is what is needed with every encounter 

we have. These types of moments in which we lose 

ourselves are what I call God moments. They are 

moments when we lose ourselves in the love of 

another, because we are loved by God – and we are 

changed -- changed, enlarged, formed into a more 

loving version of ourselves.  

  

Fostering  relationships with people for whom 

communication is challenging teaches us how to be 

gentler and kinder with everyone. The truth is that 

we are all individuals with differing ways of thinking 



and expressing ourselves. God loves each of us – 

as we were created, loves us for, and sometimes 

despite the decisions we make. God’s abundant love 

for all of us models for us how to be with each other. 

Together we make up the body of Christ – and that 

body is incomplete if a Becky or a Thomas or a Bree 

– or any one of us -- is not fully, without imposed 

human restriction, included.  As 1 Corinthians says, 

“Now you are the body of Christ and individual 

members in it.” 
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