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Message: “Threads of Love”1 

It’s shocking to get THAT phone call.  You know the kind of call I’m 

talking about.  It’s a call – hopefully from a family member or friend, 
that says “something’s happen to your Mom or Dad.”  When you get the 

call, there’s a moment of hesitation, a pause.  It’s like reality has been 

suspended for just a moment as you think “who, me?”  This can’t 
happen to MY Mom.  This can’t happen to MY Dad … or my sister or 

my brother … or my child. 

I got that call in mid-March when my Dad had a stroke.   

In conversations with my sisters and brothers over the past weeks, we’ve 

come to one, big realization.  We don’t have ONE patient.  We have 
TWO.  Both of our parents need our love, support and care.  Each of us 

and our families need care.  We’re connected to each other and to them, 

just as they’re connected to each other, to their brothers and sisters, and 

to their parents, grandparents and children. 

These threads of life extend outward.  They connect our friends, those 

we know at church, our neighbors, our co-workers and even people who 

we don’t realize are connected to us. 

We’re all woven into the tapestry of life.  That’s why we don’t do well 

in isolation.  I believe the greatest suffering of the past three years has 
been for those who saw loved ones go into the hospital with COVID and 

were never able to hug them, touch them or kiss them again.  Many 

weren’t able to say “I love you.  Goodbye.” 

We don’t forget such moments.  God doesn’t either.  Throughout 

scripture, God heard the cries of people and responded.  While we may 

not have the miracle of healing or resurrection in this life, Jesus came to 
be with us, lead us, show us how to comfort and care for each other, and 

then gave us a great gift. Jesus gave us the gift of his love and grace.  

Jesus enriches the tapestry of life, making it a tapestry of love. 

I believe that’s what Paul was referring to when he shared God’s 

message to him as he was struggling with a weakness, “My grace is 

enough for you, because power is made perfect in weakness”  

(2 Corinthians 12:9, CEB). 
 

1 Material drawn fromwww.umcdiscipleship.org fourth Sunday of Easter preaching note (2022)  
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Strength based on force doesn’t last.  That kind of strength fades away 

or is torn down.  Strength based on love lasts forever.  This kind of 

power won’t fade and can’t be torn down.  It’s eternal, pure and true. 

The things affecting one of us, particularly our parents, have a 

communal effect. When something happens, the ripples circle out and 

wash over many of us. The threads binding us together get tangled and 
twisted, sometimes broken, or at least frayed to a breaking point. 

Sometimes we say and do things, even to those we love, that has nothing 

to do with them. But the threads have us so tangled up we don’t know 

where our pain is coming from.  

All we know is we hurt and wish it would stop. Sometimes every 
question feels like an accusation, every comment like a threat. It isn’t 

logical.  It isn’t rational.  It isn’t even right.  But unless we’re Vulcans 

like Mr. Spock, we rarely respond purely to logic. The threads binding 
us to others – family, friends and members of the body of Christ, get us 

so tangled up we don’t always think straight. 

Take Mother’s Day, for example. If we were to ignore the holiday on a 
Sunday morning, we’d be committing something like blasphemy in the 

minds of many people. Mothers are certainly due all the honor we can 

give them. I know I want to honor my mother, and I want to honor my 
wife, as well as my sisters, nieces and many other women. And there are 

so many mothers who deserve a little thank you, so they know how 

important they are to us and our community. There’s nothing wrong 

with giving a little honor. 

I also know an emphasis on saintly mothers would grieve those who 

suffered with a mother who didn’t epitomize the kind of love Hallmark 
sells to us. I know calling motherhood the desire of God for every 

woman would wound those who are childless, who suffer from 

infertility, or who lost their children in a heart-rending tragedy.  

And because there are, within our community, some from all these 

places in life, a Mother’s Day celebration is a tricky proposition. The 

threads binding us together make us want to be sensitive to those to 
whom we’re connected.  We can celebrate women in our lives for the 

love they shared with us, no matter what their place may be. 
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It’s hard to bring a word of hope in every situation. And the more we 

wrestle with that, the more it can seem like the only sensible thing is the 

Monty Python Holy Grail response: “Run Away!” Cut loose those 
binding threads, shake off those relationships. Or “I am a rock, I am an 

island,” Simon and Garfunkel sang that song many years ago. 

Except we don’t want to live as an island. And rocks are just too hard. 
We don’t want to cut the threads entangling us in the lives of those we 

love. If anything, we want them to be stronger, tighter, deeper … may I 

say it? More spiritual.  

But, sometimes, things just don’t make sense.  The likelihood we’ll 

get hurt is high and we dread the pain. But oh, how we want those 
threads to stay connected. Perhaps the threads from your mother are 

growing so thin they’re almost transparent.  I know you wish they were 

strong and vibrantly colored with her love, her teaching, her sharpness 

and her forgiveness.  

The threads from children seem to be stretching longer and further 

with each passing day.  I know you wish they were shorter, younger 

and life was as full as it used to be.  

The threads binding us to a congregation may be strained to the 

breaking point.  I know you wish things were like it was, before so 
many mistakes, so many decisions, so many choices were made putting 

us in different places. How we wish we could hold on to what was. 

We’re just like the members of a little church on the shores of the 

Mediterranean Sea.  Joppa First UMC is what we’d call them.  They 

had a moment.  They lost one of the pillars of the church.  Actually, she 

was a pillar of the whole community. And they decided to grab a 

desperate hope. You know their story. 

The threads binding Tabitha to her community were many and they 

were strong. And when illness and death came to sever those threads, 
the community was bereft. Their hearts were broken.  But they’d heard 

stories.  So they reached out to one who might be able to retie those 

threads, reweave the tear in the tapestry of their community.  
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They sent runners to Peter the apostle, who had just performed a 

miracle. And they thought maybe ... possibly …. But you notice they 

didn’t ask for anything in particular - just that he come, quickly. It 
wasn’t like the father who hoped Jesus could get there before his little 

girl died. No … Tabitha was dead. And so they laid her out in the upper 

room. They just wanted Peter to come. 

They washed the body but didn’t prepare it for burial. They didn’t 

anoint it, didn’t wrap it. Maybe they did hope, a wild desperate hope. 

Maybe they hoped for something they couldn’t even bring themselves to 
speak out loud, or the sheer audacity of it would ring in their ears and 

cause them to lose heart. Just come quickly, they asked. And … well, 

just come. 

He did. Drawn by their threads, Peter came, quickly. And they fell 

all over themselves trying to tie him to her. She was a servant, they said, 
a devoted servant, lived in two communities, didn’t just care for us in the 

church, but for folks in the wider community. They called her Dorcas, 

because it means “gazelle” in Greek, just like Tabitha does in Aramaic.  

They called her gazelle, the folks out there, the ones she clothed. 

“Like this,” they showed him the clothes they wore, proudly pointing out 

the straightness of the stitch, the line of the seam, and the perfection of 
the fit. They did a twirl like they were on a Paris catwalk. Peter must 

have smiled at their love for their sister and friend. 

But then they stopped twirling when they caught sight of the body 

lying on the table in the middle of the room. How dare they smile.   

How dare they take pleasure in anything, even the work of her hands, in 

a moment like this. Peter felt the mood change, and he sighed, shooed 

them out of the room and got to work - on his knees. 

Peter prayed. What did he pray for? Who knows? He prayed for the 

threads binding them. Peter prayed for the sake of the community who 
loved her so much. He prayed for her lying there washed, cold and ready 

for what might be next.  
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Peter prayed for the will of his Lord to be done. Then he stood up and 

remembered another room with a small body laid out. He was there with 

Jesus that day, saw him reach out his hand to the dead girl and whisper, 
“little girl rise.” So, Peter reached out his hand and said, “Tabitha rise.” 

And her eyes opened and met his, and the smile on his fisherman’s face 

caused her to sit up at once. 

Peter opened the door to their joy and disbelief and must have 

thought to himself with a wry smile, “Now where have I felt that 

before?” Nobody seemed to notice when he left. He just passed by 
them, hugging, crying and laughing.  Perhaps he smiled when he heard 

Tabitha say, “That seam is coming undone; where is my needle?”  

And then Peter walked down to the seaside and knocked on the door 

of a man he hadn’t seen since they were boys. He never would have 

made this re-connection before.  It was against the law, you know, 
because of the business taking place in his house. But Peter shrugged 

and thought, “Things are changing everywhere.”   Then he made himself 

at home with Simon the Tanner. And somewhere a face familiar to 
Peter’s lit up with a massive smile and then thought, “He has no idea. 

No earthly idea - yet.” 

Sometimes miracles happen, and those we thought gone are 

returned to us. More often, the miracle is the threads which remain, as 

they grow, change and become something new, something holy. We find 

we can continue on after all. Miracles always happen so some of can 

finally see, believe and be connected by faith. 

We are who we are because of our mothers.  Tragedy can’t take that 

away.  Illness can’t undo the threads of our being. And whatever the 
future holds, we’ll honor her for what she has stitched for us, stitched 

into us. We are the lives we touch and those that touch us. We are the 

threads we wear. We are connected by the threads of love and life, 

connected to Jesus.   

Thanks be to God. 
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Acts 9:36-43 (CEB) 

In Joppa there was a disciple named Tabitha (in Greek her name is 

Dorcas). Her life overflowed with good works and compassionate acts 
on behalf of those in need. About that time, though, she became so ill 

that she died. After they washed her body, they laid her in an upstairs 

room. Since Lydda was near Joppa, when the disciples heard that Peter 
was there, they sent two people to Peter. They urged, “Please come right 

away!” Peter went with them. Upon his arrival, he was taken to the 

upstairs room. All the widows stood beside him, crying as they showed 

the tunics and other clothing Dorcas made when she was alive. 

Peter sent everyone out of the room, then knelt and prayed. He turned to 

the body and said, “Tabitha, get up!” She opened her eyes, saw Peter, 
and sat up. He gave her his hand and raised her up. Then he called God’s 

holy people, including the widows, and presented her alive to them. The 

news spread throughout Joppa, and many put their faith in the 
Lord. Peter stayed for some time in Joppa with a certain tanner named 

Simon. 


