
 

 

“And I tell you, you will not see me until....” 
March 17, 2019 

Rev. Dr. Anne Miner-Pearson 
 

 The year was 1989 or maybe early in 1990. The place was a private room in the Women’s Club 

in downtown Minneapolis. The space was small so even a few number of women made it seem like a 

crowd was gathered. We were all Episcopal clergy, only 13 years since the ordination of women was 

canonically allowed. But, mainly, it felt like a crowd because of our anticipating the arrival of Barbara 

Harris. Probably not a household name to you, but she is the first woman consecrated Bishop in the 

Anglican Communion. Bishop Harris had come to an event in the Twin Cities and offered to meet just 

with ordained women. The decimal level of chatter swelled until we saw the door open and Barbara was 

escorted in. Through physically small, for me, she filled the room. There were so few of us that the sight 

of an ordained woman was still a novelty, even over a decade later, and a Bishop - amazing.  

 Yet, for all the awe of the moment, the most powerful part at the time, and still today, were the 

words proclaimed as Barbara came through the door: “Blessed is she who comes in the name of the 

Lord.” “Blessed is she who comes in the name of the Lord.” Such familiar liturgical words. Episcopal 

congregations said them at every Eucharist. But that tiny pronoun change blew me away and 

transformed the blessing into something new, something to reconsider, something with deeper meaning - 

a more diverse meaning.  

 When those words come in the middle of the Great Thanksgiving, with all the accompanying 

hosannas, the blessing always seems to be about Jesus. Images of palms waving in a line circling the 

sanctuary or the city block easily emerge — a reminder of Palm Sunday. Rightfully, those words belong 

to Jesus. They were about Jesus. I believe that, but starting that afternoon, some 30 years ago, I began to 

wonder if they belonged to others as well —which brings me to today’s gospel.  

 Jesus is in conversation with the Pharisees who, for once, don’t appear hostile or argumentative. 

Whatever their motives, they have come to warn Jesus about Herod’s plan to kill him. However, Jesus 

minces no words or curries favor with the Roman pontiff. “Go and tell that fox”, Jesus counters, without 

any “thank you for the warning”. Rather, the Pharisees’ comment seems to set him off in a cascading 

avalanche of loosely connected sayings about prophets, Jerusalem, and the lack of response to Jesus. 

And here comes the line: “And I tell you, you will not see me until the time comes when you say, 

“Blessed is the one who comes in the name of the Lord.” 

 Thinking about Palm Sunday and its place in the Eucharist, it would make sense to understand 

Jesus as speaking about himself. “You will not see me until I come again”. If that’s what he’s saying, 

then he would be pointing toward his resurrection or some kind of second coming. And that 

interpretation is possible. Yet, overall Jesus seems to have a more immediate frame of reference in his 

parables, sayings and actions.  He silences the disciples’ connection of the messianic tradition with him. 

Could Jesus be saying something different?  

 Could this be Jesus speaking, in yet another way, his prayer that we grow to see our neighbor as 

ourselves? Those who eyes to see...?”  Feeding, clothing, visiting prisoners and caring for the “least of 



 

 

these” are acts done to Jesus? His many metaphors of pearl, seed, leaven being the realm of God 

residing in each person? The pleading for oneness present in his final discourse with the disciples before 

his death? Could this be Jesus speaking, in yet another way: “And I tell you, you will not see me until 

the time comes when you say, “Blessed is the one who comes in the name of the Lord.”  

 Or rephrased: You will not see God, as Creator, Christ and Holy Spirit, as Jesus, until you see 

God in all creation. In our blessing, honoring, respecting and, yes, loving others, we will see God. Each 

encounter is an incognito appearance of the raised Christ wherever it happens. When we are able to live 

from our deepest selves, respond from our true self, get passed our false defended, fearful, and grasping 

self, the Christ in us sees and meets the Christ in the other.  Until we can say, each person, each creature, 

each part of nature comes in the name of the God and embodies the Holy. When we can see the 

embodiment of our own holiness and that of others, we see God. As Ilia Delia writes: “We humans have 

the potential to make Christ alive; it is what we are created for. To live the mystery of Christ is not to 

speak about Christ but to live in the surrender of love, the poverty of being, and the cave of the heart. If 

we can allow the Spirit to really take hold of us and liberate us from our fears, anxieties, demands, and 

desire for power and control, then we can truly . . . live in the risen Christ who empowers us to build this 

new creation.”  

 Michel Owunna, a Nigerian-Swedish photographer, is frustrated and angry about how most 

media images of black people these days show them dead and dying. Whether gunned down by police, 

floating in the Mediterranean or starving and suffering, the images fill the visual news. To cope with his 

pain, Michel turns to his creativity. The result is a series of photographs transforming black bodies from 

lifeless discarded into icons of light and magic. This transformation happens when Michel covers each 

model with fluorescent paint.  Their limbs, torso and face shimmer with iridescent midnight blue, purple 

and gold. 

  The paint is barely visible in normal light, but when photographed in UV light, the models are 

like humans wrapped in stars. In his words: “Each of our spirits is just one ray of the infinite essence of 

the sun, as infinite as the universe, and the stardust that forms every fiber of our beings.” He explains, 

“Within the visible spectrum we have racism, sexism, homophobia, transphobia, but if I look in the UV 

spectrum, which is beyond the comprehension of the human eye, the black body is a site of magic. And 

in my photography, .... I’m trying to capture that spiritual dimension that we're all on. Regardless of our 

experiences of oppression on the physical plane, we are infinite.”  

 Yet, Owunna dreams that his work will more than transform the models - which it does. He 

hopes to transform those who see his work, “particularly black people” he says. "They walk in and their 

body posture changes. They take a deeper breath. Their shoulders drop. Their head is a bit higher, and 

that's something they walk away with.”  

 Jesus said, “And I tell you, you will not see me until the time comes when you say, “Blessed is 

he, is she, is the one who comes in the name of the Lord.” Amen. 

Mikel Owunna story and quotes can be found at 
https://www.npr.org/sections/pictureshow/2019/03/03/696969592/transforming-the-pain-of-black-lives-lost-into-portraits-of-
magic-embodied 


