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Another View 
When Love Takes Off Its Mask 

Exodus 3:1–15 and Romans 12:9–21 

When Moses approached the burning bush, God told him: 

“Remove the sandals from your feet, for the place on which you are standing is 

holy ground.” 

Moses could not approach that moment casually. He was standing in the presence 

of the God who had seen the misery of the Israelites, heard their cries, and knew 

their suffering. God was preparing to send Moses back to Egypt to help lead those 

people toward freedom. 

In Romans, Paul asks the church to remove something too—not its sandals, but its 

masks. 

Paul writes: “Let love be genuine.” 

Genuine love is love without hypocrisy, pretense, or performance. It is not the kind 

of love that smiles politely while resentment grows underneath. It is not the kind 

that says all the proper Christian words while quietly hoping someone will go away 

and sit on the other side of the sanctuary. 

Paul is telling the church that love should not be an act. 

That is important because church can sometimes become one of the easiest places 

to wear a mask. 

We enter the building, greet one another, and ask, “How are you?” 

The expected answer is usually, “Fine.” 

We may not be fine at all. 
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We may be frightened about a medical test, grieving someone we have lost, 

worried about our marriage, struggling with our faith, or wondering how we will 

pay the next bill. We may feel lonely even while surrounded by people. Yet we 

smile, shake hands, and say, “Everything is fine.” 

Sometimes we wear the mask because we do not want to burden anyone. 

Sometimes we are afraid people will think less of us. Sometimes we fear that if 

others see who we really are—along with our questions, mistakes, weaknesses, and 

worries—they may decide we are not faithful enough or lovable enough. 

A Christian community should be different. 

The church should not be a stage where people perform the role of having 

everything together. It should be holy ground where genuine love makes it safe for 

people to tell the truth. 

That does not mean everyone must reveal every private struggle. Trust takes time, 

and no one should be pressured into sharing more than they are ready to share. But 

people should know that when they finally say, “I am not fine,” the church will not 

turn away, spread the story, offer a quick religious slogan, or use their weakness 

against them. 

They should find someone willing to listen. 

Someone willing to pray. 

Someone willing to sit beside them. 

Someone willing to help carry the burden. 

That is what genuine love begins to look like. 

Paul does not describe love merely as a warm feeling. He gives love something to 

do. 

Love honors other people. Love contributes to the needs of the saints. Love 

welcomes strangers. Love rejoices with those who rejoice and weeps with those 

who weep. Love refuses revenge. Love feeds an enemy. Love does not allow evil to 

decide what kind of person we will become. 
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We often hear that Christians are supposed to love everyone. That does not mean 

we will naturally like everyone. 

Some people are easy for us to enjoy. Others are more difficult. Personalities clash. 

Opinions differ. Habits irritate us. Even within a church family, not everyone is 

going to become our closest friend. 

Christian love does not require us to pretend otherwise. 

We can love someone deeply while recognizing that we do not particularly enjoy 

being around them. Love is not pretending that harmful behavior is harmless or that 

every disagreement has disappeared. Genuine love can tell the truth, establish 

healthy boundaries, and still seek another person’s well-being. 

Love may include emotion, but it begins with a decision: I will seek what is 

compassionate, truthful, and good for this person because this person matters 

to God. 

That means I will not humiliate them. 

I will not rejoice when they suffer. 

I will not repeat something simply because it makes them look bad. 

I will not return cruelty for cruelty. 

I may disagree with them. I may need distance or boundaries. But I will still 

remember that they are a person for whom Christ died. 

At the burning bush, God tells Moses that the cries of suffering people have been 

heard. Then God sends Moses to become part of the answer. 

That is where Exodus and Romans meet. 

The God who says, “I have heard their cry,” calls us to become people who hear 

one another’s cries. The God who promises Moses, “I will be with you,” forms a 

church in which frightened and hurting people can hear someone say: 

“You will not face this alone.” 
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We can measure the depth of our love for God, at least in part, by examining how 

we treat the people God places around us. Our love for one another reveals whether 

the love of Christ is filling and shaping our hearts. 

Perhaps holy ground is not only the place where we remove our sandals before 

God. 

Perhaps it is also the community where people can slowly remove their masks—

because they have discovered that genuine Christian love will still be there when 

the truth underneath is revealed. 

The question is not whether everyone in the church is fine. 

The question is whether we are becoming the kind of church where it is safe to 

admit when we are not. 

Faith Between Sundays 
Weekly Reflections: August 30–September 5, 2026 

Love Without the Mask 

Genuine love is not something we simply feel. It becomes visible in the way we 

listen, speak, forgive, welcome, encourage, and respond when another person is 

hurting. 

Paul tells us, “Let love be genuine.” That means love without performance or 

pretense. It means seeing another person clearly and still choosing compassion, 

truth, patience, and mercy. 

This week, pay attention to the ordinary opportunities God gives you to practice 

genuine love. Someone may need to be heard rather than advised. Someone may 

need encouragement rather than criticism. Someone who irritates you may need 

patience. Someone who is hurting may simply need another person willing to 

remain beside them. 
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At the burning bush, God told Moses, “I have heard their cry.” Then God sent 

Moses to become part of the answer. 

Perhaps God still does the same thing. 

Prayer for the Week 

Faithful God, 

Teach me to love without pretending. 

Help me notice the people around me and listen for the cries that are easily hidden 

behind smiles, hurried conversations, and the words, “I’m fine.” 

When someone rejoices, help me celebrate without envy. When someone grieves, 

give me courage to remain beside them even when I do not know what to say. 

When another person irritates or disappoints me, keep resentment from deciding 

how I will respond. Help me speak truthfully, establish healthy boundaries when 

necessary, and still remember that every person I meet matters to You. 

Remove the masks I use to hide my own fears and weaknesses. Help me become 

someone with whom others can safely be honest. 

You heard the cries of Your people and sent Moses to help. Open my ears this 

week so that I may recognize the moments when You are sending me. 

Let my love be genuine. 

Amen. 
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Sunday, August 30 

Take It With You 

Scripture: “Let love be genuine.” — Romans 12:9 

Sunday is an easy day to talk about love. We gather with people we know. We sing 

about God’s love. We hear Scripture, pray together, and greet one another warmly. 

Then we leave church. 

Someone irritates us. 

Someone disappoints us. 

Someone needs more patience than we feel like giving. 

That is when Paul’s words become more than something printed in a bulletin: 

“Let love be genuine.” 

Moses encountered God on holy ground, but he could not remain beside the 

burning bush. God sent him back into a difficult world where people needed him. 

Worship sends us too. 

The question when we leave church is not only, “What did I hear?” 

It is also, “What will I carry with me?” 

Today’s faithful choice: 

Before leaving worship today, choose one simple way you can make God’s love 

visible before the day is over. 

Prayer: 

God of love, send me from worship ready to make the love I proclaim visible 

in the way I live. Amen. 
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Monday, August 31 

Listen Past “I’m Fine” 

Scripture: “I have observed the misery of my people who are in Egypt; I have 

heard their cry.” — Exodus 3:7 

God heard. That may be one of the most important details in the story of the 

burning bush. 

Before Moses was sent, before Pharaoh was confronted, before the Israelites were 

freed, God heard the cries of people who were suffering. 

Many cries today are much quieter. 

“How are you?” “Fine.” 

Sometimes “fine” really means fine. 

Sometimes it means frightened, lonely, exhausted, grieving, worried, or simply not 

ready to explain. 

Genuine love does not force someone to talk. But genuine love makes it safe for 

them to talk when they are ready. 

Sometimes the most loving thing we can offer is enough time to hear the second 

answer. 

Today’s faithful choice: 

Ask someone how they are today, and give them enough time and attention to 

know that you genuinely want to hear the answer. 

Prayer: 

God who hears our cries, slow me down enough to hear the people You place 

around me. Amen. 
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Tuesday, September 1 

Sometimes Love Needs a Chair 

Scripture: “Rejoice with those who rejoice, weep with those who weep.” — 

Romans 12:15 

When someone is hurting, we often feel pressure to say something helpful. 

We search for an explanation. 

We offer advice. 

We try to find the perfect comforting sentence. 

Sometimes there is no sentence. 

Paul does not tell us to explain why another person is suffering. He simply says to 

weep with those who weep. 

There are moments when love does not need an answer. 

It needs a chair. 

It needs someone willing to sit nearby, listen, hold a hand, share the silence, or 

simply say, “I’m here.” 

We do not always have to fix another person’s pain in order to help carry it. 

Today’s faithful choice: 

When someone shares a difficulty today, resist the urge to immediately solve it. 

Listen first. 

Prayer: 

Compassionate God, give me the wisdom to know when words are needed and 

when love simply needs to remain beside someone. Amen. 
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Wednesday, September 2 

The Person Behind the Irritation 

Scripture: “Love one another with mutual affection; outdo one another in showing 

honor.” — Romans 12:10 

Some people are easy to love. Others seem to possess an extraordinary ability to 

locate our last remaining nerve. 

Paul does not tell us that we must enjoy every personality we encounter. He tells us 

to honor people. 

The person irritating us is more than the thing that irritates us. 

They have worries we do not know about. 

They have disappointments we cannot see. 

They have made mistakes, just as we have. 

And they matter to God. 

We can disagree with someone and still treat them with dignity. We can establish 

boundaries without humiliating them. We can recognize harmful behavior without 

deciding that the person has no value. 

Sometimes genuine love begins when we stop reducing someone to the one thing 

about them that bothers us. 

Today’s faithful choice: 

Think of someone who irritates you. Before thinking about what bothers you, 

identify one thing about that person worthy of respect, compassion, or prayer. 

Prayer: 

God of patience, help me see beyond irritation and recognize the person You 

see. Amen. 
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Thursday, September 3 

Put Down the Scorecard 

Scripture: “Do not repay anyone evil for evil.” — Romans 12:17 

Keeping score comes naturally. 

They ignored me, so I will ignore them. 

They criticized me, so someday I will remind them of their mistakes. 

They embarrassed me, so I will remember the opportunity to return the favor. 

We may never call it revenge. We simply keep the scorecard tucked quietly inside. 

Paul asks us to put it down. 

That does not mean pretending the hurt never happened. Genuine love can tell the 

truth. It can establish boundaries. It can say, “What happened was wrong.” 

But genuine love refuses to let another person’s behavior decide what kind of 

person we will become. 

If someone else’s cruelty turns us cruel, their actions have gained more control over 

us than we may realize. 

Today’s faithful choice: 

Ask yourself whether there is a score you have been quietly keeping. Choose one 

small way to stop adding to it. 

Prayer: 

God of mercy, keep resentment from shaping my heart. Help me respond to 

hurt without allowing hurt to decide who I become. Amen. 
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Friday, September 4 

Become Part of the Answer 

Scripture: “I have heard their cry… So come, I will send you.” — Exodus 3:7, 10 

God heard the cries of the Israelites. 

Then God sent Moses. That is worth noticing. 

God could have acted without Moses, but God chose to make another person part 

of the answer. 

Perhaps God still works that way. 

Someone prays because they are lonely, and their name suddenly comes to our 

mind. Someone wonders how they will manage a difficult week, and we realize we 

can help. 

Someone asks God for encouragement, and we feel an unexpected urge to make a 

phone call. 

We may never know how many times something we considered a small act of 

kindness became part of God’s answer to another person’s prayer. 

But first we have to be willing to go when God nudges us. 

Today’s faithful choice: 

If someone comes to mind today, do not automatically dismiss the thought. Call, 

write, visit, or pray for them. 

Prayer: 

God who hears every cry, make me willing to become part of the help You 

send. Amen. 
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Saturday, September 5 

A Little Holy Ground 

Scripture: “Remove the sandals from your feet, for the place on which you are 

standing is holy ground.” — Exodus 3:5 

We usually imagine holy ground as someplace extraordinary. 

A sanctuary, a mountaintop, a burning bush. But perhaps ordinary places can 

become holy ground too. 

A kitchen table where someone finally admits they are frightened. 

A hospital room where a friend quietly sits beside the bed. 

A church hallway where someone says, “I’m really not doing very well.” 

A telephone conversation that lasts longer than expected because someone needed 

to talk. 

What makes those moments holy is not the floor beneath our feet. It is the presence 

of God made visible through genuine love. Tomorrow we will gather again as the 

church. We will greet one another and probably ask someone, “How are you?” 

Perhaps the challenge of Romans 12 is to become the kind of people who are 

prepared for the possibility that someone might someday answer: 

“I’m not fine.” 

And when they do, perhaps our response can help turn the ordinary ground between 

us into something holy. 

Today’s faithful choice: 

Before worship tomorrow, pray for the person who may need someone to notice, 

listen, encourage, or simply remain beside them. 

Prayer: 

Holy God, make me someone with whom others can safely remove their masks 

and discover that Your love is still there. Amen. 
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From the Pew 
You Don’t Have to Apologize 

During my years as a paramedic, I treated a lot of people. 

Some calls stay with you because they were frightening or tragic. 

Some patients remain in your memory for all the wrong reasons. They were angry, 

abusive, intoxicated, uncooperative, or simply having the worst day of their lives 

and making sure everyone around them knew it. 

Then there are a few people you remember for an entirely different reason. 

One of those people was an observant Jewish man I transported with what appeared 

to be a broken leg. We had about a forty-minute ride to the hospital. At first, he was 

understandably in pain, but once we had gotten that somewhat under control, we 

began talking. 

There were a few complications that had nothing to do with medicine. 

His faith was very important to him. 

It was Saturday, and he was concerned that some of what we needed to do might 

violate his religious practices. He also wore a religious garment under his clothing 

that he very much did not want us to cut while examining and treating his injury. 

I didn't completely understand all of his religious practices, but I didn't need to. 

My job was to figure out how to provide the care he needed while respecting 

something that clearly mattered deeply to him. 

What I remember most clearly, however, was not his injury or his religious 

concerns. It was his kindness. 

This man had a painful injury. He was lying in the back of an ambulance. His 

Saturday certainly had not gone according to plan. 
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And he kept apologizing to us. He seemed genuinely concerned that he had caused 

us trouble because we had to take care of him. 

I remember thinking: 

You don't have to apologize. This is our job. This is why we're here. 

He was probably one of the kindest patients I ever treated. 

In fact, if it had not been completely inappropriate, he was the kind of patient who 

could make you want to tell the EMT driving the ambulance: 

“Take the long way. I'm enjoying the conversation.” For the record, I never did 

that. 

I once had a driver get lost on the way to the hospital while I had a very angry 

drunk in the back of the ambulance. 

That convinced me that forty minutes with the right patient is much better than an 

unscheduled extended tour with the wrong one. 

But this particular man was different. 

He was hurting, yet he remained concerned about us. 

At one point he actually apologized for being in pain. 

I have thought about that many times since. 

There are people who seem to feel that they have to apologize for needing help. 

“I'm sorry to bother you.” 

“I'm sorry you had to come.” 

“I'm sorry I'm taking up your time.” 

“I'm sorry I'm crying.” 

“I'm sorry I'm not handling this better.” 



Page | 15  
 

Sometimes people have become so accustomed to caring for everyone else that 

when their turn comes to need help, they feel guilty about it. 

I wonder how many people walk into churches feeling exactly the same way. 

They are frightened. 

They are grieving. 

They are lonely. 

Their marriage is struggling. 

Their health has changed. 

Their faith feels shaky. 

But instead of simply saying, “I need somebody,” they begin with: “I’m sorry.” 

A church should be one of the last places where someone feels the need to 

apologize for needing help. 

Paul writes in Romans: “Let love be genuine.” 

Genuine love says: You don't have to apologize. This is part of why we're here. 

It doesn't mean we can solve every problem. We can't. 

It doesn't mean we always know the right thing to say. We won't. 

Sometimes there isn't anything useful to say. 

But we can listen. 

We can sit beside someone. 

We can pray. 

We can bring a meal. 

We can make a phone call. 

We can respect something that matters deeply to another person even when we 

don't completely understand why it matters. 
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That ambulance ride taught me something about that too. 

As we talked, this man began asking me questions about my faith. 

Eventually he asked: “Why do you believe what you believe?” 

My answer was something simple like: “Christ is my Savior.” 

That was true then, and it is still true. But even as I said it, I realized that I wasn't 

particularly good at explaining what those words meant in my life. 

Here was a man whose faith shaped how he lived, how he approached his injury, 

and even how he wanted to be treated. 

And there I realized that I had taken much of my own faith for granted. 

For years I thought the lesson from that conversation was simply that I needed to 

know my faith better. 

And I did. We should understand what we believe and why we believe it. 

But looking back, I think there was another lesson taking place in that ambulance. 

I wasn't there to argue theology with him. 

I wasn't there to convince him that I was right and he was wrong. 

I was there to help, to care, to respect him and  treat him with dignity. 

Perhaps part of the answer to his question about my faith wasn't something I said. 

Perhaps part of the answer was how I treated him. 

That doesn't mean kindness replaces faith or that our beliefs don't matter. 

It means that sometimes the clearest explanation of what we believe comes after the 

words. 
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Paul doesn't simply tell Christians what to believe about love. 

He tells us what love does. 

Honor one another. 

Contribute to people's needs. 

Welcome strangers. 

Rejoice with those who rejoice. 

Weep with those who weep. 

Do not repay evil for evil. 

Love becomes visible. 

And that takes us back to Moses standing before the burning bush. 

God tells Moses: 

“I have observed the misery of my people.” And “I have heard their cry.” 

Then God says: “So come, I will send you.” 

God noticed, God heard, and then God sent someone. 

Emergency services worked somewhat the same way. 

A call came in. 

Somebody needed help. 

You went. 

You usually knew very little about the person waiting for you. 

You didn't know their politics. 

You didn't know their religion. 

You didn't know whether they had made good choices or terrible ones. 

You didn't know whether, under different circumstances, you would even like 

them. 
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None of that mattered at dispatch. Someone needed help, you went. 

We had a simple philosophy: You treated everyone. Friend or stranger. 

And you tried never to leave a patient in worse condition than you found them. 

Maybe genuine Christian love should operate with something like the same 

dispatch policy. 

Someone is lonely - Respond. 

Someone is frightened - Respond. 

Someone is grieving - Respond. 

Someone needs to talk - Listen. 

Someone is struggling with something you don't completely understand - Don't 

immediately judge - listen first. 

And when somebody apologizes because they need your help, perhaps one of the 

most Christlike things we can say is: 

“You don't have to apologize. I'm glad you told me.” 

There was one last small thing about that ambulance ride. 

After we arrived at the hospital and transferred him to the staff, I went back outside 

to clean the ambulance. That was when I discovered that I still had a small head 

covering I had removed while examining him. 

I had forgotten to return it, so I stayed out of service a little longer, walked back 

inside, found him, and gave it back. 

Judging from his reaction, you would have thought I had returned something 

incredibly valuable. 

Maybe to him, I had. What seemed small to me mattered to him. 
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And after all these years, that may be what I remember most about the entire call. 

Not the broken leg. 

Not the medical treatment. 

Not even the questions about faith. 

I remember a remarkably kind man who kept apologizing because we had to help 

him. 

And I remember discovering that something small to me could mean a great deal to 

somebody else. 

I got into that ambulance believing I was the person sent to help him. 

All these years later, I realize he gave something to me as well. 

He made me think more seriously about my own faith. 

He reminded me that kindness can remain visible even when we are hurting. 

And he taught me that caring for another person sometimes begins with 

understanding that what matters to them does not have to matter to us in exactly the 

same way. 

Sometimes we answer the call believing God is sending us to help someone else. 

Only years later do we realize that God may also have sent that person to 

teach something to us. 
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Words of Wisdom from Bird Dog 
Sometimes You Just Stay 

Yesterday my knee was hurting. 

I had managed to aggravate it while doing 

my physical therapy exercises, which I am 

beginning to suspect are carefully designed 

to fix one body part while making another 

one hurt.  

So, I was lying on the couch with a brace 

around my knee, trying not to move any 

more than necessary. 

Bird Dog noticed. 

How she knew I was hurting, I don't know. 

Maybe it was the brace, maybe I was 

moving differently. 

Maybe dogs simply notice things about us that we don't realize we're telling them. 

Whatever the reason, Bird Dog jumped onto the couch, settled down beside me, 

and put her head right on my sore knee. 

Then she stayed there. 

She didn't try to fix it; she didn't offer advice. 

She didn't tell me about somebody she knew whose knee hurt worse. 

She didn't suggest another physical therapy exercise, thank God for that. 

She simply stayed. 
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And Bird Dog isn't the first animal in our family to do something like that. 

After one of my cancer surgeries, Nate stayed close to me. 

When Becca wasn't feeling well, Romdog—our cat who apparently never received 

the memo explaining that he was supposed to behave like a cat—would stay 

nearby. 

Over the years, I have watched our animals somehow seem to know when one of us 

needed company. I don't completely understand how they know. 

But I have come to believe that God sometimes uses His creatures to remind us of 

His kindness. 

Bird Dog couldn't make my knee stop hurting. 

Nate couldn't undo my surgery. 

Romdog couldn't make Becca feel better. 

But none of them needed to. Their presence said something all by itself: 

I'm here. 

Sometimes that is exactly what another person needs from us too. 

When someone we love is hurting, we often feel as though we should do 

something. 

We want to solve the problem. 

We search for the right advice. 

We try to find words that will make everything better. 

But there are hurts we cannot fix. 

There are illnesses we cannot cure. 

There are losses we cannot reverse. 

There are questions for which we simply do not have an answer. 

And maybe love does not always require one. 
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Paul tells us in Romans: “Weep with those who weep.” 

He does not say: “Explain why they are weeping.” 

He does not say: “Tell them how to stop.” 

He simply tells us to enter the moment with them. 

Sometimes the most loving thing we can offer another person is our presence. 

Sit beside them. 

Listen. 

Hold their hand. 

Pray with them. 

Or simply remain there long enough for them to know they are not alone. 

Perhaps that is one of the ways God shows His love to us. 

Sometimes through another person. 

And every once in a while, perhaps through a dog who notices that something isn't 

quite right and decides that the best place in the whole house is right beside you. 

For most of the afternoon, Bird Dog seemed perfectly content to keep me company. 

Of course, genuine compassion apparently has limits. 

At approximately 5:00 p.m., the situation changed.  

The concerned look disappeared. 

The head came off the injured knee. 
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And Bird Dog suddenly remembered something even more urgent than my medical 

condition. 

Dinner. 

Bad knee or no bad knee, apparently some needs cannot wait. 

Still, I'll give her credit. 

For several hours she didn't cure anything, solve anything, or say anything. 

She just stayed. 

And sometimes that is more than enough. 

Bird Dog Says: 

“You don't always have to make the hurt go away. Sometimes love just lies 

down beside it for a while.” 

 

 


