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Mark 12:28-34 

In our reading from Mark, Jesus is the Jerusalem crowd favorite—front 

runner--at this time, having ridden into town for the Passover Festival on an 

almost royal wave.  The Reading follows a barrage of questions from 

religious leaders.  One after another of these Temple guys tries to one up 

Jesus with their interpretation of the law or their “what if” scenarios and 

“What would Jesus do?” questions.  Mark reveals who has won this 

debate….      

28 One of the scribes came near and heard the Pharisees & Sadducees & Jesus 
disputing with one another, and seeing that Jesus answered them well, the scribe 
asked Jesus, “Which commandment is the first of all?” 29 Jesus answered, “The 
first is, ‘Hear, O Israel: the Lord our God, the Lord is one; 30 you shall love the Lord 
your God with all your heart, and with all your soul, and with all your mind, and 
with all your strength.’ 31 The second is this, ‘You shall love your neighbor as 
yourself.’ There is no other commandment greater than these.” 32  

Then the scribe said to him, “You are right, Teacher; you have truly said that ‘God 
is one, and besides him there is no other’; 33 and ‘to love God with all the heart, 
and with all the understanding, and with all the strength,’ and ‘to love one’s 
neighbor as oneself,’—this is much more important than all whole burnt offerings 
and sacrifices.” 34  

When Jesus saw that the scribe answered wisely, he said, “You are not far from 
the kingdom of God.”  
After that, Mark writes, no one dared to ask him any question. 
 

Prayer:  May we draw near to your kingdom, God, through the One whom you 
sent to be near to us.  Amen. 
 



 

One amber-colored glass bottle—CT redemption 5 cents--sat on a grave 

stone, facing the funeral tent where sad people were gathering.  I was inwardly 

mortified for the family of the loved one about to be remembered and committed 

to the earth and God.  How inconsiderate; Desolating sacrilege!  (divinity school 

term) Where’s the grounds’ keeper?   

 

I pretended not to notice; hoping everyone else was not noticing this one 

beer bottle left by one grade A hooligan.   

The sun hit the glass just right.  The bottle was full.  Cap intact.   

Oh…this was an offering.  Someone who loved this one, now gone from this 

world, brought a libation, an offering, remembering who knows what about how 

life used to be; missing this one person.  Someone cared enough to visit this 

sacred place on the edge of the cemetery, to visit this one who mattered, and 

leave a reminder of a love that has not died. 

One matters for all of us throughout our lives.  Most are sitting near, or 

carrying One person in particular with us today, --our Saint--on this All Saints Day.  

We carry one name, one face, (glad for the one bell that tolled) waiting for that 

one bell to toll, an audible reminder of a love that has not died—love that spans 

heart, strength, mind & soul. 

One matters. 

One holds enormous importance in the Bible. Day one—Void--Creation.  Adam-

First man.  Eve—first woman.  One tree not to eat from.  One charming snake. 

One sweet bite.  One moment of shameful self-awareness. One-way ticket out of 

Eden. 

Two brothers—Cain, Abel--then one.  (Snuff the candle.) One violent death—Not 

neighborly love!  One lie, “I don’t know where he is, God; am I my brother’s 

keeper?” One curse.  

One Flood.    

Then, One call from God to Abram-Go and I’ll make you many.  One choice—old, 

childless Abram left.  One covenant made: one heifer, one goat, one ram, one 



 

dove, one young pigeon split in 2 to ratify the covenant. That’s what they used to 

do.  (Thank God & Bic for ball-point pens!)  

Two sons came along, Ishmael & Isaac-no, strike that, only one legit son in the 

story—laughable Isaac. One test for Abram: Take him; sacrifice him.  No more 

laughing.  One choice made, saddling that donkey, burdening Isaac with pyre 

wood, binding the innocent one, brandishing the murder weapon.  One ram 

tangled in the thorny bramble--a sacrificial lamb, a substitute.  One relieved dad, 

son, and God. 

One God set apart a whole nation, Israel; and Monotheism won out.  Ours is One 

God.  You have many.  We have One.  Shemma Y’israel, Adoni Eloheynu, Adoni 

Echad. Listen Israel, the Lord our God, the Lord is one; 30 you shall love the 

Lord your God with all your heart, soul, and strength.”  One long story.  

Then Samuel chose a boy, who slung one stone that downed one giant Philistine.  

One boy to become the one known for “killing tens of thousands.”  ---What is 

your One known for? One David perched on a pedestal that God blessed; one 

David uniting a people; one to build God’s house.   

One David made one big mistake, which led to another and another.  One 

Bathsheba overpowered.  One Uriah dead.  One matters.  One prophetic rebuke 

from Nathan, “You are the man—David, you were wrong!” (Do you have someone 

like that, who will tell you truth when you haven’t lived up to be your best self?)  

Nice to have prophet. 

400 prophets to one at Mt. Carmel; Baal and Asherah versus One God.  “Call on all 

of yours; I’ll take my One,” says Elijah.  One won.  

One generation after another. Sin and faith marking time.  Then exile to a foreign 

land, “Sing us one of the songs of Zion!” the Captors command.  How hard is that!  

To break out in the Happy Song, when you don’t feel like clapping along, because 

you have lost?  

During the Exile, One promised Messiah raising hope by one candle lit, one 

Sabbath observed, one psalm sung, one chair open, one prayer pleading to the 

One who listens.  (How do you keep hope alive in your most desperate times?)   



 

Finally one maiden called to bear the holy one.  One yes, then another yes from 

Joseph; one trying journey to be counted in Bethlehem.  One Baby Lord, fragile 

and new, to grow and become strong for his one path of promise. 

One baptism among John’s many.  One repentance.  One heavenly, loving voice. 

“You are my beloved; You are my One!”   One drenched Jesus heads into the 

wilderness.  One brings good news that one matters to God more than power, 

fame or comforts.   

One day Jesus would stand by Lake Gennesaret, step into Simon’s boat, and direct 

him to pull in one miraculous catch of fish.  One day Jesus would teach, heal 

paralysis, forgive sins, change minds.  One by one until there were multitudes, 

gazing up at him for blessing.  One immense love taking shape around faithful 

people—one Centurion, one Samaritan woman, one dead son, one prostitute, 

one tax collector, one demon-possessed Gerasene, one dead girl, one after 

another… 

One matters in the Bible, the Gospel, in ministry, in life, as God’s story shows.  

Suppose you have a hundred sheep and lose one of them.  (I love this story.)  

Wouldn’t you go after it, if you know that the ninety-nine are reasonably safe?  

Go.  One matters.   

After the finding party, one does not remember the disappointment of that one, 

ambling off, chasing butterflies, wanting more than the green pasture before her.  

Each of you know that ONE.  Has your ONE ever disappointed you?  You might be 

that ONE. Have you ever disappointed some one?   

After the finding party, one vaguely recalls the “dad-blame-its” and curses uttered 

under her breath for the effort that could have been reserved for the 99, for 

undeserved danger the 99 must face.  Who knows what the one sheep must think 

when that shepherd appears, “Is it Passover?” “Am I the one to be sacrificed?”  

“Please, please, please, bah, bah, bleeeeet.”  Until the shepherd scoops it up and 

puts her on her shoulder, taking her home to a party with the many.      

One matters to Jesus.  He’s been trying his best to get that across.  He even 

takes time to respond to each and every one of Jerusalem’s Pharisees, Sadducees 

and Scribes who throw out one question after another to trip him up.  Then this 

one Scribe asks, “so, what’s the “One” Commandment that we should follow?” 



 

Jesus says, “God is ONE, and you have to love God with your whole self.”  

Shemma Y’israel—with all your heart, strength and soul…And Jesus adds “and 

your mind, too! Smart guy.”   And love your neighbor as yourself.”   

If you are faithful to loving God, as best you can, as fully as you can, then 

love of neighbor is possible, expected, part of loving God. We’ve learned neighbor 

is more than your momma, your family, cousins, village, kin; Jesus stretches that 

out: even your enemy, neighbor can now be anyone—Everyone.  Love the one 

before you, in front of you, as you love yourself…which doesn’t preclude being 

disappointment, or hurt, or exempt you from challenge, passion, or hope of 

reciprocation from that ONE. 

During the Junior Pilgrim Fellowship Retreat at Killam’s Point a month ago, 

we tried a Team Building Exercise called Crash.  The group is on a fake mission trip 

and the fake plane goes down.  Many in the group are injured, but the whole 

group needs to get to safety.  Dan carried an incapacitated member all the way 

back to lodge from the fake crash site; then he returned to carry one more whose 

fake injuries took an unfortunate turn for the worse.  In reflection on the 

complexity of the situation, Dan said that he just focused on the one who needed 

him.  He focused on the ONE.  

Mother Teresa’s theology, M.O. was the same:  She said, “I never look at the 

masses as my responsibility.  I look only at the individual.  I can love only one 

person at a time.  I can feed only one person at a time.  Just one, one, one…  I pick 

up one person—maybe if I didn’t pick up that one person I wouldn’t have picked 

up all the others…Just begin, one, one, one.  

(Michael Collopy, Works of Love Are Works of Peace: Mother Teresa of Calcutta 

and the Missionaries of Charity (San Francisco: Ignatius Press, 1996), p. 35.}      

Jesus loved this one inquisitive Scribe, who got it. “You are not far from the 

Kingdom!” Jesus said. 

One day later, things would take an unfortunate turn for the worse for Jesus.  One 

of the 12 turned him in.  One arduous journey, burdened by wooden crucifixion 

beams.  Zero ram this one time.  “Let him save himself, if he is the chosen One,” 

they say. 



 

One unburdening, penetrating forgiveness.  One last breath.  One death.  One 

curtain split in two—One new covenant.  One quick burial.  One day and then 

another.             

One resurrection and a flood of jarring memories.  One bread, broken for you; 

remember this love that does not die. One cup of blessing, a libation, poured out 

for you, for many.  One Spirit, coming after me.  One unfolding promise of 

communion, of binding up the broken-hearted, mourning their One.   

One faith. One new creation.  You are God’s one.  And you.  And you.  Each one.  

One by one, a company, our neighborhood, of saints grows in understanding of 

what we have with God.     

A member of the congregation’s sister, Jean, has not been well.  Into her 80s, she 

has lived a long, faithful life.  Jean has received and given love to neighbor after 

neighbor, and God, in that singular, whole-self way—like her sister, Peggy.  She 

assured her family that she is ok with life or death at this point; “either way,” she 

says in faith, “either way, I have won!”      “I have WON!”   

You are not far from the Kingdom of God.  Amen.   


