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TEXT: John 17:22-23 "The glory which Thou hast given me, I have given
them, that they may be one even as we are one, I in them and Thou
in me, that they may become perfectly one...."

I don't want to be overly sentimental, but I do want to say how good
it is to be back. I admit that it was good to get away. We all need that
now and then. But it was good, in large part, because I knew I would be
coming back, back to you and to the work we share together, back where I
belong. And that brings me to my theme for this morning, "The Joy of
Belonging."

Belonging is not just a luxury in life. It's a basic human need, so
powerful that it can drive people to almost any extreme of foolishness to
find its fulfillment. Young or old, rich or poor, each of us needs to feel
that we belong, that we are part of someone or something beyond ourselves.
To belong to something unimportant, or even foolish, if need be, but to
belong.

We see evidence of that need in many ways. In the delight little
children find in secret clubs. In a teen-ager's eagerness to dress and act
just like his or her friends. In the fear of being different that can
drive otherwise sensible and moral boys and girls, men and women to do
something foolish or destructive. We see it in the multitude of social,
professional, and service organizations to which so many of us belong. And
in the various fads and crazes to which all ages seem susceptible. The
symptoms are many and varied. But at the heart of each lies that universal
need to belong.

In Evan Hunter's novel, Last Summer, there is a young girl, named
Rhoda. Lonely and not very attractive, Rhoda desperately wants to be
accepted by the youthful trio she meets on summer vacation. At one point,
she admits that she is often afraid, probably because, as she puts it, she
feels so "out of it" most of the time. She says that she always has the
feeling that a party is going on, and that she hasn't been invited.
Finally, she confides, "Peter, I long to go to that party, but I'm
terrified of going. I'm such a square, I know."

Rhoda's pain would be tragic enough even if it were limited to a piece
of fiction, but we all know that it's not. Almost all of us have felt like
Rhoda sometime or another, and far too many feel that way most of the time.
The Swiss artist, Alberto Giacometti, who died in 1966, once did a
sculpture called City Square, that shows five men walking toward each
other. At first glance it seems that they're going to meet, but close
examination shows that no two paths actually intersect. Each man—a thin,
angular figure—will pass in front of, or behind, all the others, each
going his lonely way in the midst of the crowd. In graphic fashion,
Giacometti depicts one of the most ironic features of today's world, the
terrible sense of aloneness that so many people feel even though we are
surrounded by more people than ever before.

And the real irony—the real tragedy—is that our loneliness and our
fears are so unnecessary. We do belong. We belong already. We don't need
to impress anyone or to earn acceptance. Our struggles and our fears are
like the man who thrashed around in the water all night, trying desperately






