
“How can I know who you are?  You never speak!” 
 
Over the years of MY life I have been many types of person 
depending on where I was and with whom I associated.  I 
thought of myself as a chameleon, constantly changing to fit in 
with those around me.  I pretty much melted into my 
surroundings, usually very quiet, not having much to say.  That 
is, until someone would ask my opinion.   
 
I dare to say that this may be true of many, if not ALL of us, as 
we’ve tried to fit in with one group or another, searching for 
those who truly think and believe as ourselves.  And its when we 
open our mouths to SPEAK that we reveal who we truly are, JUST 
as Jesus reminds us today: “for from the fullness of the heart the 
MOUTH SPEAKS.” 
 
I had a pastor, a mentor, tell me that I held my heart on my 
sleeve, meaning that I couldn’t hold anything back, my life, my 
attitudes, everything that made me ME was fully exposed to the 
world around me for all to see.  And that was both the good and 
the bad of me.   
 
At some point in our lives we get to cultivate the ground around 
us, to prune away what we don’t see as advantageous to our life 
and nurture those areas that will improve us.  Who we are starts 
with our parents, grandparents, families, as we grow and mimic 
them.  Then comes school and the neighborhoods we grow up in, 
preparing us for adulthood.  But for most we are not yet FORMED 
into who “I am”, we continue to search for who I WANT TO BE. 
 
At another point in his preaching Jesus says, “There is nothing 
from without a man that entering into him, can defile him. But 
the things which come from a man, those are they that defile a 



man.”  This is even more evident when we open our mouths to 
speak.  The worst part of us will be heard, not seen, as we 
condemn others in our speech, especially when we don’t know 
what we are talking about.  Yes, we can have opinions, but even 
our opinions should be formed in truth, experience, tradition, not 
hearsay.  
 
The fool speaks like a fool and makes those around him feel 
smart.  The thief speaks kindly what we want to hear while he 
steals our lives.  The WISE one speaks only when he NEEDS to, 
to reprimand, to console, to right the path of those who err, to 
enlighten us. 
 
Our faults, just like the imperfections in pottery, a crack, a 
bubble, imbedded dust and discoloration, are those things that 
make us human, are always with us, and for the most part they 
can be pretty well controlled, maybe not always, but most of the 
time.  We need to remember that God doesn’t HATE us for our 
faults.  Like a good parent He is disappointed when we don’t act 
to live a better life IN SPITE of our faults, to reconcile with those 
we’ve injured, to moderate our anger, to not make judgements 
when we ourselves don’t want to be judged. 
 
This Wednesday we enter the season of Lent, a time for us to 
look back over our lives and REPENT for all the evils we have 
DONE, and all the good we have FAILED to do.  On Friday 
evenings we will walk with Christ, thru the eyes of his mother 
Mary, along the Way of the Cross, placing ourselves in the crowds 
along the way to its bitter end.  We will pray for those in dire 
need, for the lost and forgotten, and for ourselves.  And in this 
most trying of times, for those in war, we pray that common 
sense and peace may be restored, and for the lives lost on both 
sides.  God, forgive us.  God, love us. 


