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Making Peace with my Belly Badge 
 

Some of you may know that I am what you would call a “people person.”  I am 
happy to be in conversation with others, I find energy in socializing and love 

hosting parties.  Aside from my extroversion, though, I really enjoy getting to know 
people enough to understand them.   I love having deep and honest 

conversations.  I love hearing about people’s Meyers-Briggs test results. When I 
learn a person’s birth order, I immediately begin to wonder if their personality 
matches their place in the family.  (For transparency,I will reveal that I am a VERY 

TYPICAL  ENFP and youngest child.)   My compulsion to psycho-analyze the people 
around me has developed over time, mostly from my own self-awareness and the 

freedom I have felt in discovering why I am who I am, and how did I get this way. I 
always hope I come across as a person who is open to listen and non-judgemental 
in response.  Tell me anything, I can handle it.   This is part of who I am. 
 

Some of you, in conversation over the years, have heard Jon and me joke about 
our complete opposite personalities.  Jon is the oldest child, Type A, introvert.   He 

is brilliant at fixing things; be it plumbing, carpentry, or our family budget.  He is a 
thinker.  He is the disciplinarian and stable routine maker for our family.    
 

For the first part of our relationship, even for the first few years of our marriage, I 

really struggled to understand how my own natural tendencies and personality 
traits stacked up to his.  I felt that my desire to sing and perform, to be the center 

of attention, to seek out the wonder and beauty in the world around me,to not stick 
to the recipe, to care more about feelings and emotions….. Was superficial or petty 

or unimportant and definitely “less than” compared to his measured and intentional 
quest for perfection.   Jon’s brooding sensibilities were so attractive to me, but I 
couldn’t see what I brought to our partnership.   And quite frankly, Jon isn’t always 

the best at explaining how he feels so I was left wondering and doubting…. 
 

After some pretty big events in our marriage and some years of life lived, I have 

found much clarity.    My sense of self-worth has improved greatly, and I thank God 
for that gift of growth.   I now can see what is probably quite obvious to those 
around me:  that Jon and our children need me.   I provide the levity, the affection, 

the ability to go with the flow, the emotional awareness to our family group.   My 
spiritual and emotional super powers come to the rescue in life quite often it turns 

out.  
 

In the Romans passage Jon read, Paul affirms my differences, too.  In my own 

family, and in our big family here at Redeemer, isn’t it great to know that by the 

grace of God, we are all gifted at different things? We are drawn together in this 

family BECAUSE we differ!   To be truthful, I would NOT be here worshipping with a 



group of people who were all just like me.  I would be so annoyed!    In this time of 

transition for our congregation, you may have felt a sense of dread or heavy 

responsibility to help our church continue and prosper.  It seems an overwhelming 

task to reimagine in big ways what our organization needs to do to thrive.   As we 

gather here each Sunday, or in a new task force, or as a member of the Church 

council,  remember we are so empowered by the variety of gifts and talents in this 

room.  No one person has to do it all. No one person would be good at it.   We need 

Jons and Sarahs and everything in between.   Just like the Care Bears from the 

Children’s time, we all can let our “belly badges” shine.   Paul describes talents such 

as prophecy, teaching, leadership, ministry, generosity, compassion, and 

cheerfulness!  Do any of you, hearing that list, perk up a little?  Do you hear one of 

your strong suits?  I do! Thank you Paul, thank you God for helping me to see that 

my compulsively cheery disposition has a place in this messy cynical world and in 

helping our church to grow!    

Speaking of this messy, conflict-filled world…  whew.  I don’t know that I can speak 

any words that will be helpful in this crazy time.  I read something recently that 

said “Joy is an act of resistance”.   Hmm… that got me thinking.  Although my 

eternally optimistic, resiliently cheerful self sees this and feels bolstered to do what 

I do best, I usually come back to a feeling that this is “superficial” and “less than” 

when everyone around me is angry and hurting.   I see my friends fighting and 

marching and writing for the civil rights of all and those seem like the right kind of 

resistance. I see amazing people inspired to activism, taking a stand, stepping 

outside of their comfort zones to run for a local school board, or attend a protest 

rally.  I must confess, friends:  I see this and cheer for this, and I…. am paralyzed. 

I feel the utter outrage for what our President says and does, but I then feel 

compelled to try to empathize with my family members who voted for him.    I want 

to share how much I have changed from learning about the African- American and 

Latino experience from my high school students in Hartford, but as a privileged 

white woman, I don’t know that it’s my place to do so.  I could engage in so many 

conversations with people through social media, speaking up for what I know is 

right, but I always doubt my ability to come up with a really smart, infallible retort, 

so I just don’t engage.   My tendency to be a pacifist in all situations has frozen me. 

I’m subconsciously so careful to not offend or upset anyone, that I’m paralyzed.  In 

this particular climate, my best traits, my natural disposition seems to hold me 

back from doing what needs to be done.   

 

One thing I know I can do, and don’t do often enough, is pray to the God of all this 

beautiful and messy creation.  The Isaiah passage and the Psalm that was read 

today, both speak of God’s steadfast, enduring guidance and strength.   Listen 

again to these words:   

 



For the Lord will comfort Zion; 
  he will comfort all her waste places, 
and will make her wilderness like Eden, 
  her desert like the garden of the Lord; 
joy and gladness will be found in her, 
  thanksgiving and the voice of song.  

  

Listen to me, my people, 
  and give heed to me, my nation; 
for a teaching will go out from me, 
  and my justice for a light to the peoples.  

 

Here is a part of the Psalm:   

 

Though I walk in the midst of trouble, 
  you preserve me against the wrath of my enemies; 
you stretch out your hand, 
  and your right hand delivers me.  
The Lord will fulfil his purpose for me; 
  your steadfast love, O Lord, endures for ever. 
  Do not forsake the work of your hands. 

 

These ancient scriptures help to remind me that today’s national and international 

crisis is not God’s first rodeo.  I can pray and I will trust that God has a plan in all 

of this.   In all the amazing wonderful ways that God has blessed my life, God has 

shown me the way to joyful peace and I know that God is working in and through 

her creation.  As the Psalm says, we are the work of God’s hands.  We are God’s 

handiwork, and we are called to DO God’s work in the world around us.   So, as we 

head into a new program year for our church, wondering, waiting and working to 

see what is in store for us…..  As we carry on speaking truth and justice and doing 

good in our daily lives and careers….. Let us all find peace and confidence in the 

gifts God has given us and that we have been cultivating throughout our lives. As I 

said to the kids, your belly badge may be your vocational calling.  You might be 

able to change the world with your specific career.  Or, maybe your inner-most 

characteristics, like your disposition or your particular type of intelligence lend 

themselves to a variety of ways to do God’s work.  I will seek ways to use my 

voice, both singing and teaching, to make the world a more joyful and optimistic 

place.   I will try to keep my family well-fed and focused on loving all of God’s 

creation.  I will try to keep my insecurities to a minimum, knowing that my quirks 

and natural tendencies are truly needed in the work that God is doing.  I hope you 

will too.   

 


