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The past two years in Richmond, Virginia, have been a focused time of 
affirming what I believe and coming to a better understanding of how my 
identity and my faith are inseparable.  The most powerful lessons, though, 
often don’t come from the seminary classroom but from my current place of 
ministry. 
 
I joined the staff of Northminster Church as youth minister one year ago 
tomorrow.  One of the many reasons I remain excited about this job is 
because it forces me to move far beyond my boundaries of comfort.  
Northminster is part of the current Post-Modern/Purpose 
Driven/Seeker/Emergent Church wave that is changing the face of traditional 
evangelicalism in the U.S.  Two of the three Sunday morning services are 
casual with a full band and they are specifically geared toward new believers 
and unbelievers. 
 
The setting is a converted gym now filled with round tables, a bold carpet 
with geometric shapes, and splashes of color all around the room.  I enjoy 
sitting in the balcony of the contemporary worship space for a variety of 
reasons. The teenagers sit up there, and it gives me a chance to spend time 
with them. The main floor is getting fuller every week, but I can always find 
a good seat upstairs. But perhaps the secret reason closest to my heart is 
that I am still not comfortable with the rock band and lively music. I don’t 
know what to do with my body. One of my dearest friends is a dancer and 
has always teased me about not being comfortable in my body and the 
tragedy of my unwillingness to move. I suppose it’s true; even clapping my 
hands seems awkward for me. But when I sit in the balcony, I can watch 
those who aren’t afraid to move.  
 
Recently I laughed out loud (with joy not ridicule) as I encountered a 
surprising moment of worship watching a man dance.  He looks as though 
he might be homeless, and he almost is. He lives in a group home for 
mentally ill adults who were released from state mental hospitals. In these 
homes, each resident is fed on only $3 a day.  His clothes don’t match. He 
wears shorts over pants and a short-sleeved button-down over a long-
sleeved t-shirt. At all times he wears sunglasses and keeps a comb stuck in 
his afro. The regular attendance and full participation of our group home 
friends is one of the things I love most about the church where I now serve. 
 
So I sat in the balcony on this particular Sunday and watched him dance. It 
wasn’t a little sway back and forth or a subtle head nod. His hips gyrated in 
time with the music, his arms flew around, his head bounced wildly, his 
knees carried his body up and down, and he looked pretty good doing it. I 



laughed and clapped and sat mesmerized as I watched him. For those few 
moments he was completely free, whole, and equal to everyone around him. 
He was more comfortable in his body than I in mine. Economic injustice, 
racial discrimination, severe mental illness, societal neglect—none of that 
mattered. He was free from it all and just danced, and what a gift his dance 
was to me, the woman hiding in the balcony. 
 
In the same vein that Jesus taught, Paul, in 2 Corinthians, explores the 
theme of “power through weakness”—ultimate strength and ultimate fragility 
intertwined.  The treasure of the message of God’s grace—of God’s very 
image—comes packaged (as Eugene Peterson puts it) “in the clay pots of our 
ordinary lives.”  Paul says this is to ensure that no one will confuse God’s 
power with our own and jokes that there’s no real chance of that happening 
anyway. 
 
But there is a very real chance that God will use the most unlikely vessels to 
reveal God’s spirit to us, and to encourage us.  Just the same, God can and 
will use us, in spite of our frailties, to reveal God’s endless compassion and 
boundless joy to others.  That is why we serve, and that is why we worship. 
 
These quick two years have allowed me to understand how my life is shaped 
by my identity as a servant leader.  As a servant follower.  As a servant of 
God who desperately wants to image God’s mercy in this world.  I have 
much to learn from the dancing man about the extraordinariness of my 
earthen vessel and the God-breathed life through which it carries me.  I 
have much to learn from the dancing man about the glorious God whose 
Spirit, like wind, moves all around me. 
 
This servant life is not just the work of the seminary or the clergy.  This life 
of servanthood is for all who choose to pray and live in the name of the 
Father and of the Son and of the Holy Spirit. Living as servants, as disciples, 
as pilgrims, as co-journeyers, as believers, is living in constant worship of 
who God is. 
 
Worship really is a way of life.  Life really is a way of worship. Even if we try 
to be tuned into it, God’s grace still catches us off guard when we are hiding 
in the balcony. We gather together as a community for a reminder of the 
way we strive to live. We strive to live more in community and less on our 
own. We strive to believe in God’s power to provide and feed. We strive to 
treat the crazy-dancing-man-with-the-comb-in-his-hair as our brother rather 
than as a daunting figure to ignore. In this gathering place we are reminded 
of what it is God wants to do with us—what God will do one day and what 
God has already done.  We are reminded that our ordinary lives—though 
sometimes cracked and fragile—are treasures linked to the eternal.  Amen. 



 


