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There is a line, somewhere in Thomas Merton, that says something like 

 ‘We are already one, what we have to be is what we already are’ 

which makes me think of how that first cell of us has everything in it for our future life, for what or 

rather who we are to be, yet its development remains entirely unpredictable because it’s also shaped 

by all those other forces, animate or inanimate,  which it comes up against, that process of suffering 

which also forms us. So what Jesus is warning his disciples against here is any easy notion of 

knowing who Jesus is – so you have an inkling that I am the Messiah, the Christ – the one long 

hoped for in the history of Israel, but I am not the messiah you think.  

This warning against any categorisation {or judgement} is relevant to us always – pre-judging an 

issue or a person before it has a chance to reveal itself. I have in mind the opening paragraph in a 

book by the psychologist Jonathan Shay exploring the trauma of Vietnam veterans  

‘I shall argue throughout this book that healing from trauma depends upon 

communalisation of the trauma – being able to safely tell the story to someone who is 

listening and who can be trusted to retell it truthfully to others in the community. So before 

analysing, before classifying, before thinking before trying to do anything – we should 

listen’... 

… All too often, however our mode of listening deteriorates into intellectual sorting, with 

the professional grabbing the veteran’s words from the air and sticking them in mental 

bins.’   [p4,5 Achilles in Vietnam] 

The disciples have a long way to go yet before they really understand who Jesus is, and who they 

are, in Christ. Because it’s only in Christ, in following his story so closely that it becomes ours, that 

we begin to understand that our story was his all along, and also the story of everyone else. This 

realisation can only come through suffering, through a sense of loss and bewilderment, through a 

sense of displacement when we are no longer the centre of our own lives, when God has a chance to 

get a word in edgeways because we are reduced at last to silence, to not knowing what to say. We 

do not choose this experience; it’s an unelected silence – a gift born of pain. This is the cross 

alluded to in today’s Gospel passage, both for Christ and for anyone who cares or dares to follow 

him. But it’s also a wonderful way into realising our common humanity – that is the vulnerability 

we all have as created beings – not in charge of our futures after all but dependent on God, on a 

maker whom we do not know, but of whom we have an inkling in Christ – the one who listens to 

our stories as if they were his own. A story in which there is neither Jew nor Greek, slave nor free, 

male nor female, Catholic nor Anglican, or, to finish in the words of the Dominican friar 

Savonarola, burnt to death for heresy in 1498 

 ‘Behold let us show you the crucified Christ: he is our true love 

 O, how this Crucified One is Love itself!’ He is indeed. And so I grasped  

Him, and I said ‘Are you love?’ He responded, ‘I am the man who has seen poverty.’ O, why 

are you poor? ‘Because love is always poor; 

Love forgets everything else, except for the thing beloved. I was very 

rich, and now I have become poor; I used to have everything, and 

now I seem to have nothing. And so I would wish that you could 

forget everything, and I would want to make you love with me, and we would be one love 

together.’ 

[quoted p130 Richard Woods Mysticism and Prophecy: The Dominican Tradition 1998]  
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