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Readings: 

Acts 16:9-15 

Psalm 67 

Revelation 21:10-14, 21:22 - 22:5 

John 14:23-29 

May the words of my mouth and the meditations of our hearts be acceptable in your 

sight, O Lord, my strength and my redeemer.  Amen. 

Sermon: Where is God? 

There comes a time in many a believer's life when they confront that most essential of 

questions: Where is God? Yes, we believe in God; we believe and trust in God. But 

where is God? Where might I find God? Of what essence is God? 

I’m not talking here about the question: Is there a God? Does God exist? Questions 

like this, questioning our very faith itself, often come at a time in our lives when 

things are very bleak. Deep suffering within our own lives, or in the lives of others, 

can force us to ask: How could God exist and allow such a thing to happen? Its a 

question that comes from a place in our hearts, a place that struggles with the idea that 

an all-loving God could ever allow terrible things to happen. 

But the searching for God that I want to talk about today is a different sort of 

searching altogether. Its a questioning about the essence of God not brought about by 

fear or doubt, but rather that comes as a natural response to being a person of faith. As 

a person of faith, we believe in God, but where is God? Of what essence is God? 

What do you think? Is God here? In this church? Where might I find God, encounter 



God, in my life? Paul captures the feeling well when he speaks to the Athenians in 

Acts of the Apostles (17:27) about the essence of God, describing how God’s 

followers search for, “grope” for God. And Paul tells them that God is not far from 

each one of us, for we are the offspring of God. In God we live, and move and have 

our being. We are in God and God is in us. It’s not an easy concept to grasp. In our 

Gospel reading today, John says: “Those who love me will keep my word, and my 

Father will love them and we will come to them and make our home with them.” Just 

before that in the Gospel of John, Jesus tells his disciples, “I am in my Father, and you 

in me, and I in you.” (14:20) What does this all mean?  

Sometimes young children have a wonderful way of cutting straight to the chase, of 

getting to the heart of the matter. There is, for example, the story of 6-year-old Lulu, 

from Scotland, who came home from primary school one day and sat down to write a 

letter to God. I may have told you this story before, but its worth repeating. Lulu’s 

letter read “To God: How did you get invented? From Lulu xo”. Lulu’s father, a 

journalist, thought it an interesting question indeed, and decided to send Lulu’s letter 

off to some experts to see how they might respond. He sent it to the Episcopalian 

Church in Scotland, to the Church of Scotland and to the Scottish Catholic Church. 

And he sent it to the Archbishop of Canterbury, head of the Anglican Communion, at 

Lambeth Palace. The Episcopalians and the Presbyterians didn’t reply, and the reply 

from the Catholic Church, whilst theologically sound, was hardly accessible to a 6-

year-old. Then came the reply from the then Abp of Canterbury, Rowan Williams, 

who wrote: 

Dear Lulu, 

Your dad has sent on your letter and asked if I have any answers. It's a difficult one! 

But I think God might reply a bit like this – 

'Dear Lulu – Nobody invented me – but lots of people discovered me and were quite 

surprised. They discovered me when they looked round at the world and thought it 

was really beautiful or really mysterious and wondered where it came from. They 



discovered me when they were very very quiet on their own and felt a sort of peace 

and love they hadn't expected. Then they invented ideas about me – some of them 

sensible and some of them not very sensible. From time to time I sent them some 

hints – specially in the life of Jesus – to help them get closer to what I'm really like. 

But there was nothing and nobody around before me to invent me. Rather like 

somebody who writes a story in a book, I started making up the story of the world and 

eventually invented human beings like you who could ask me awkward questions!' 

And then he'd send you lots of love and sign off. 

I know he doesn't usually write letters, so I have to do the best I can on his behalf. 

Lots of love from me too. 

+Archbishop Rowan 

Where do you discover God? Is it, as Rowan Williams suggests, in the beautiful? In 

the mysterious? In times of deep silence? In times of great peace? For myself, I’ve 

often felt the presence of God most strongly in just such circumstances - surrounded 

by the great majesty of the natural world, far away from the madding crowd, often on 

my own or with just one close companion, in a time of stillness and deep silence. Or 

maybe you have most strongly encountered God in the majesty of one of the great 

Cathedrals of the world, like Durham, or Notre Dame, or Canterbury, or in our own St 

Paul’s or St Patrick’s. Maybe like many people you encounter God most strongly in 

the Eucharist, or in the reading of Scripture, or in periods of deep prayer. Or maybe 

you encounter God in other people, in those you love and in those who love you; or 

maybe even in those whom no-one seems to love, those who find themselves lost and 

alone, rejected and alienated in a world that seems not to care. 

Some years ago, before she was a wife and mother, my daughter and I decided to 

celebrate New Year’s Eve together with dinner at a nice restaurant in the Docklands. 

We enjoyed our meal and after watching the fireworks, began to walk back to our car, 

joining the throng of happy party-goers spilling out onto the city streets. We weren’t 

far from our car when out of the corner of my eye I noticed a man sitting on the 

footpath a little way ahead, begging. The presence of someone begging is confronting 



for most people, and I am no different. A whole host of questions crossed my mind. 

Should I give him money? What might he do with it if I did? Was he genuinely in 

need? Despite these conflicting thoughts, on this occasion I stopped, found some 

money quickly in my purse and placed it into the man’s begging bowl. And this might 

well have been the end of the encounter, if “encounter” is an appropriate word for my 

impersonal gesture of throwing down some money, and walking on. 

But this was not to be the end of the encounter. As I reached down to put in the 

money, this young man, who I could now clearly see was destitute and in great need, 

looked me squarely in the eyes, said thank you, then reached out his hand to me. And 

in that generous and courageous gesture of all that he had to give on that night - his 

hand in gratitude and fellowship - I experienced something that was transformational. 

In that moment I encountered God. For I saw that mine was not the generous act here. 

I had given very little really out of my great abundance. But this young man, sitting 

alone, reduced to begging with the happy crowds jostling around him, offered me all 

that he had that night. And he did it, risking my rejection, showing great courage in 

his act of generous giving. On that night, it was he who put in more, much more, and 

in so doing, he gave me the blessing of a rare encounter with the divine. That is 

certainly how it seemed to me. I encountered God in the most marginalised of people 

- for me, his was the face of Jesus, and I might so easily have walked by, and missed 

it. 

So as Jesus tells us: God is in us, and we are in God. Let us give great thanks for all 

the ways in which we encounter God, and let us not have troubled hearts, let us not be 

afraid. Yes, Jesus said “I am going away”, but he then said, “I am coming to you.” So 

let us never stop in our quest to discover God, in all the myriad of ways God makes 

God known to us in our lives.  

+ In the name of the Father, Son and Holy Spirit. Amen. 




