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Head, Shoulders, Knees and Toes 
1 Corinthians 12 
 
Let us pray… 
 
All it takes is a splinter.  On your finger.  Or a speck of dust.  In your eye.  The tiniest 
thing can give you a huge reminder that each individual part of the body is deeply 
important.  And think about the kind of inter-bodypart cooperation needed just for me to 
pick up this glass.  Eyes spot it, arm moves toward, hand grasps, legs steady torso 
against movement…  If any part of the body stopped doing its job, the whole team 
would at best struggle, and at worst fail.  The body is a collective, with each member 
assigned a particular set of tasks, all geared toward creating well-being for the whole.  
The hand can pick a fight with the foot and refuse to put on the protective shoe, but then 
the foot can refuse to take the hand to sink to wash.  They need each other, this 
collection of head, shoulders, knees and toes. 
 
It’s the same with us.  We need each other.  How tempting it is to think that we are 
separate creatures, fully independent and self-sufficient.  But the ones that can sing 
need the ones that can cook, the ones that can teach need the ones that can clean, the 
ones that can do math need the ones that can grow things.  Look at our economy, look 
at our community, look at our congregation – we need each other.   
 
This was so evident at yesterday’s fair:  these people bake, others set up tables, some 
knit, those make root beer, some create swags, these greet, those count money or 
clean up afterwards.  If we all wanted to be the ones to set up the tables, we’d have 
nothing to put on them:  but everyone had a role, a place, a gift to give, and with 
everyone doing their part we created a beautiful Fair. 
 
But even than needing each other, we are bound together.  Like the parts of a body are 
connected to each other, so are we connected.  We are the body of Christ, in Paul’s 
language.  I am connected to you, you are connected to the Senator who just failed to 
win re-election, he is connected to the child struck homeless from Hurricane Sandy, she 
is connected to the musician in London, the musician is connected to the mother at the 
food pantry in Devens, and she is connected to me.  We are one body. 
 
Being so connected is pretty hard.  I’m a lovely eye, I don’t want to be connected to a 
stinky foot.  I’m a lowly armpit, I won’t fit in with fancy fingernails.  In our connectedness, 
we have to value the contributions others bring, and our own contributions as well. The 
plight Paul was addressing in Corinth still lives today, as some members of the divine 
body feel that they are superior to others.  But just as often, I hear you, my brothers and 
sisters, denigrating your own place in the body, minimizing your contribution and your 
role.  And there is more – ears are going to listen to music that distracts the hands, the 
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mouth will eat food that disrupts the gut.  Being one body is full of opportunities for 
conflict. 
 
But being one body is also full of opportunities for grace.  Together we can do so much 
more than we could ever do alone.  This is the power in a community of faith.  At home 
alone you can pray and study, by yourself you can sign up to volunteer in the shelter 
and send money to those in need, sitting alone you can write poetry and journal 
reflections on the meaning of life.  You don’t need to come here to find God, God is with 
you wherever you are.  But when you choose to be part of a community, you are 
stretched in ways you wouldn’t have thought of on your own, and you are energized to 
go further than you ever could alone.  And when people are together, magic happens.  It 
is like some steady flame in each person is fed by the steady flame in the next person, 
until the flames are dancing and sparking and creating an unexpected blaze.  That goes 
against the grain in what has been an each-man-and-woman-for-himself-world, but 
more and more there are glimpses of hope that people are realizing the power in our 
unity.  Not our uniformity – God help us, let’s not all be the same.  That’s right back to a 
body of all hands or eyes or ears.  We need the diversity of this world, diversity with 
collaboration rather than competition. 
 
At UCCB, we’ve just had three weeks of intentionally thinking about Stewardship.  
We’ve been specifically thinking about why we give to the church, and how that giving blesses us:  the delight that we get from giving.  This is our “stewardship season”, when 
we are asking each other to think and pray and stretch and then make a financial 
promise for 2013, to actually write down and hand in the amount of money that we 
pledge to give to the church for the next year.  Hearing from Art Boyd and Anne 
Spalding, we’ve been given some great reasons to give to the church:  support spiritual 
nurture of our youth and enable mission trips, provide care in times of crisis and the 
creation of love you can touch in prayer shawls.  So we give because we want to make 
sure these things and more happen in the world:  clothing drives and memorial services 
and counseling and casseroles.  But more than that we give because it is a practice that 
blesses us, a practice that helps us to grow, to let go of fear; a practice that brings more 
into our lives than we give away, that changes who we are and how we see the world. 
 
So we’re coming to the end of “Stewardship season”.  Hopefully you’ve brought your 
pledge card with you today, or you got one at the beginning of worship, and you’re 
ready to bring it, along with today’s offering, forward during the offering time.  Very 
intentionally, that will be a time of celebration:  the Saturdays will lead us in “More=Give” 
again, and we’ll move our bodies as well as our mouths.  The Stewardship team will 
help us:  Jennifer will circulate to gather pledge cards from anyone uncomfortable 
coming forward, and Griet and Andy will help up front.  When you give your pledge card, 
or your offering, or you just come forward because what you bring today is your own 
heart, you will receive a pear, the symbol of our stewardship season.  May your pear be 
a reminder of the sweetness this community brings into your life, a sign of the sustaining 
presence of God. 
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In the cornucopia – the horn of plenty – all of our gifts will be commingled, collated and 
combined.  Brothers and sisters, our individual gifts are blessings, to us and the church 
and the world, but what really matters is the way our gifts work together.  For we are the 
body of Christ, we are God’s body in the world.  If we had only Jennifer’s pledge we’d 
have a foot.  If we had only Griet’s donation we’d have a hand.  If we had Andy’s 
contribution we’d have a couple of knees.  I think I’ll make my pledge the small intestine:  
it’s not fancy, but it’s necessary.  Each of us, all of our gifts, are needed so that we can 
come together to be, in this world, the incarnation of God, bringing healing and justice 
and compassion. 
 
Blessed be the body of God.  Amen. 
 


