
ORLANDO IN MY MIND? 

ORLANDO IN MY HEART! 

 

 How do we respond to the horror—and the banality—of the massacre in Orlando? My first 

reaction was a softly appalled “Holy Shift!” Not because, for once, I was avoiding swearing. Instead, it 

was a response to the welter of emotions swamping me, overwhelming any thought, submerging me 

into an ocean of despair. My heart ached. 

 

 “How long?” I sobbed. “How long before we actually get the ‘Holy Shift!’ that Jesus proclaimed, 

lived for, died for, and rose to inaugurate?” 

 

 Some of the people in the congregation I serve have asked me why we need to pursue the 

process toward becoming Affirming. They declared, rightly, that the congregation is already inclusive. 

“Aren’t we there already?” they wondered, mystified. “What’s the difference?” 

 

 And then—Orlando.  

 

 When witnessing two men kissing, it seems the murderer saw “otherness” he couldn’t 

comprehend. Actually, it was an “otherness” that he seemed only able to hate, for there was no room in 

his heart to consider that they were people like him. When pondering this tragedy, our society seems to 

see an individual acting alone. Instead, though, what of the systemic, structural twistedness within the 

fabric of our society that embraces so very much yet seems to shy away from self-giving love, from love 

that sees the other as worthy, from love that motivates affirmation of who each person is, from a “Holy 

Shift!” that affirms love as our true nature? 

 

  That “Holy Shift!” is God’s call to us to change our world. Instead of caving into feelings of 

anger, of weariness, of sorrow, of rage, of despair or of helplessness, let us love in the name of the risen 

Christ. Let us love one another for who we are, not for what we would be comfortable for others to be. 

Let us affirm the stranger as one worthy of loving instead of fearing the “otherness” we perceive. 

 

 The trouble is, I’m a white, cis-male, middle-class, strait, well educated, baby-boomer who 

doesn’t really know what it is like to have to wrestle with being perceived as “other” by the so-called 

mainstream of society. I have privilege in abundance. Jesus’ call to us—Jesus’ call to me!—is to turn the 

world upside down, to recognise the privilege we have in society and to affirm we all have so many 

different combinations of privilege. 

 

 Are any of us willing to embrace the now but not yet—the prolepsis—of the Spirit’s nudges in 

the aftermath of Orlando and in the midst of so much wrong we do to each other in the name of fear? 

Let us dare to live the self-giving love of the Way of Jesus which affirms the worth of one another. 

 

 And, by being affirming, we do it intentionally, faithfully, and publically. 


