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“Known and Loved””
1 Samuel 3:1-10 & John 1:43-51

Before I even begin I want to acknowledge that some of you may take offense to what I am about to say.  It would seem that there are a few things that should not be said from the pulpit.

I realize even at this moment some of you are already anxious wondering if it has anything to do with politics.  I want to reassure you  that what I am about to say really has nothing to do with politics though some of you may think otherwise.  It’s about going to the potty.

I got a puppy last Tuesday so going to the potty has been on my mind all week long.  When I think about Hanu and what we have been through over the last five days I wondered what it must have been like for my mom and my tūtū to deal with a house full of seven children.  I can still count the number of mishaps with Hanu both at home and here at work.  I can’t fault him for the accidents that have occurred so far since I have no memory of how many accidents my mom or tütü had to endure with me.


The house that was home to me during my growing up years in Kona had no indoor plumbing.  We had a wooden tank that served as a catchment for rain water that became the source for our drinking, cooking, and bathing.  


The flow through the pipes and faucets operated by gravity.  There was no inside tub, shower or toilet.  


An outhouse was located about fifty feet from the house along a path through the coffee patch that surrounded our house.  It was designed to accommodate two but we would rarely allow anyone else in when it was our turn to go.


A stack of used newspapers  that sat on either side of the two puka that were cut out in a raised area for seating was the closest thing to a roll of toilet paper.  The outhouse was home to what we called cane spiders – those huge brown spiders that could outrun any of us – whenever we managed to frighten one another.  There were also a host of cockroaches the size of airbuses and mosquitoes that seemed unaffected by the odor.

Needless to say my potty training days were a bit of a challenge.  Sometimes my cousins and I would make a bet about whether any of us could get in and out  to do our business in one single breath. 


Now I realize that some of you may think it is impolite at best and inexcusable at worst to talk about potty training.  But it’s been difficult not to think about it every time I look at Hanu.

I have a crate for him at home and a crate here in the office.  We both do well when he is in the crate.  Whenever I let him out of the crate and he has had a chance to eat or take a drink of water, I take him out and it all works fine.  But if he’s out of the crate after a nap and I turn my head even for a second or if I wait a few seconds too long to take him outside, well you can guess who’s left to clean up the mess.


Yet even after five days it seems we are getting to know each other.  The fact that he gets up in the middle of the night is okay with me.  I will be celebrating my sixtieth birthday this coming June so it turns out that I am in a life stage that requires my getting up in the middle of the night anyway.


His name – Hanu - comes from the Bible.  The writer of The Book of Ecclesiastes offers the following observation: 
“I said in my heart with regard to human beings that God is testing them to show that they are but animals.  For the fate of humans and the fate of animals is the same, as one dies, so dies the other. They all have the same breath, and humans have no advantage over the animals, for all is vanity.  All go to one place; all are from the dust and all turn to dust again.”  (Ecclesiastes 3:18-20)  


“They all share the same breath.”  In Hawaiian, “Hoʻokahi hanu iā lākou a pau.”  But rather than having to say the entire sentence, I’ve decided to call him Hanu, the word for “breath” but with the meaning that “we all share the same breath.  Hoʻokahi hanu iā kākou a pau.”  


Several of you have been kind and generous in offering your words of advice.  By the end of the week Hanu had already received two toys that he could chew on although at the moment he still prefers my shoe laces and my toes when I’m barefooted.


 Any analogies we may make about human relationships and the relationships we share as human beings with animals will have its parallels.  If I have learned anything this week from Hanu it is that we are becoming known to each other and whatever frustrations we may be experiencing at the moment with one another will give way, over time I am told, to affection and companionship and love. 

It has been said that one of the joys of being in a close human relationship is knowing the other person well.  In a good relationship, there is no need to pretend.  The other person knows these things and, because of the strength of the relationship, loves in spite of them.  


If that is true of our relationship with one another and even with our dogs, cats, horses, rabbits, birds and other animals, what would we say of our relationship with God?  Our reading for our “Call to Worship” this morning comes from The Book of Psalms.  It is poetic meditation on Godʻs intimate presence with humankind.  God knows us through and through – knows our actions, our thoughts, our questions. Even before we say a word, God knows what we are going to say.


God knows us from before our birth. We were made by God, “knit together” in our mother’s womb. 

This affirmation that God knows and loves each person forms the background to our reading from The First Book of Samuel.  We read the story of the boy Samuel who was dedicated in the temple as a young child to serve God.  


God knows Samuel and calls him to become a prophet – to speak God’s word.  At first Samuel does not know who is calling.  Eli knows Samuel and he knows God’s ways and he helps Samuel to realize that it is 
god who is calling him.


This affirmation that God  loves each person also forms the background to our reading from The Gospel According to John.  Jesus calls Philip and Nathanael as disciples.  Even before Jesus meets Nathanael he knows and understands him.  Nathanael recognizes Jesus as the Messiah and Jesus promises Nathanael and all people they will see and know and understand God’s vision for the world.

Knowing and being known is what gives way to love and loving.  In a surprising way that is a lesson I’ve learned from Hanu this week; surprising because one would hardly think that potty training would be an appropriate subject to include in a sermon.  But the psalmist’s declaration to God reminds us of the reality of our existence, “You know when I sit down and when I rise up . . . I praise you, for I am fearfully and wonderfully made.” (Psalm 139:14)  If that is true of the human body, how much more so the great miracle of all of God’s creatures and of creation itself.

I received an email the other day that some of you also received.  It was designed as a power point presentation with instrumental music.  A series of photographs of flowers included the text for the following story:

“An elderly Chinese woman had two large pots, each hung on the ends of a pole, which she carried across her neck.  One of the pots had a crack in it while the other was perfect and always delivered a full portion of water.

At the end of the long walk from the stream to the house, the cracked pot arrived only half full.  For a full two years this went on daily with the woman bringing home only one and a half pots of water.  

Of course, the perfect pot was proud of its accomplishments.  But the poor cracked pot was ashamed of its own imperfection and miserable that it could only do half of what it had been made to do.  After two years of what it perceived to be bitter failure, it spoke to the woman one day by the stream.

ʻI am ashamed of myself, because this crack in my side causes water to leak out all the way back to your home.’
The old woman smiled, “Did you notice that there are flowers on your side of the path, but not the other pot’s side?  That’s because I have always known about your flaw, so I planted flower seeds on your side of the path and every day while we walk back, you water them.’
For two years I have been able to pick these beautiful flowers and decorate the table. Without you being just the way you are, there would not be the beauty to grace the house.”

Each of us has our own unique flaw.  It’s the cracks and flaws we each have that make our lives together so very interesting and rewarding.  

(God knows how many there are.  PM.F. Doddy Abdurachman & Benny A. Setiwan.)

Hanu will never be able to point out the flaws and cracks in my own life.  There are cynics who will say that a dog doesn’t really care since all we are to them is a food source.  Whether or not that is true what I do know is that like the cracked pot that leaked water along the path to water the flowers that grew, if providing him with a source of food will help him to grow and flourish, then why not?
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