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Our  Gospel  lesson   this morning  begins  with a   comparison  between   John  the   Baptist  and   Jesus.  

What  does  this   generation  remind   me of?   Asks  Jesus.   It’s a   rhetorical   question,  so  he   answers  it.    It is  like  children sitting in  the  marketplace    calling  out   to  other children;  “We  played  the   flute  for    you  but  you   wouldn’t  dance;  we sang  a  dirge but   you  wouldn’t  mourn.”

These   kind  of  children’s  games  are  used as  an   analogy   for   the   kind  of responses   the    majority  of   people  had to   John and   Jesus.    Flute  playing  should  lead to  dancing  and the   singing  of   dirges  should  prompt  people to   mourn.  John sang  the   dirge -  Jesus called for  dancing  and  the  response  of  the  majority  of the   population  was “Not  Interested”..

John   appeared  on the   scene neither   eating   nor  drinking.  He  was   fasting.  They   said  he  was   crazy.  And  Jesus  came   both  eating  and  drinking and    they  called  him a   glutton and a   drunk, a   crony of   toll  collectors and   sinners.   Most   people  didn’t  take   either  one   seriously.

So  what  do  we  need  to   do  so  that   we  can take  Jesus  seriously  in  our  generation?    What   kind  of  transformation   needs to happen within us  so   that   we  join  the  dance.   And  what  do  we  need  to  change about   how  we   talk  about    our   faith   experience  and   our    spiritual  life  so  that   those  we  talk   to    take us   seriously.

Perhaps,  there  are  some  clues  in   what   comes   next.  ”I  thank you  Father ,  Lord of   heaven and   earth,  because  you have  hidden  these  things   from  the  wise and  intelligent  and   have   revealed them to   infants”.   The   word   translated  “infants”  here  actually  means     “ babies   still  nursing”   And  Jesus   here  is not  being   anti   intellectual.  If  I thought   that  I  wouldn’t  have  spent  the  years  I did in  graduate  school and   post  graduate   training.    NO… 

 I   think  Jesus is  pointing  to    something    in  addition  to   our   intellect,  our   reasoning .  One  of  the    things  I  have   loved   about   our   Church  is that  we  do not  have  to  park  our  brains  at  the   door  when  we  enter.   We  can  find   our   way  to   God   through  study and   research and   reasoning.  No   question about   that.

And  there  is  also   something   else.

The   children   Jesus  is   referring to   would   be   preverbal.  They   would  be  children  who  would  be  learning    intrinsically    not    extrinsically.    They  learn  by  sense , by  feel,   by  intuition -   They   know   what   feels   right.  They   can  sense  that  a   place  is  safe.  They  know   by  seeing   what   cannot  be  seen  and   by   hearing   what    cannot  be  heard.  They   experience,  they  know  and  they  don’t  have  words  for   it

I  want  to  take   you  through a   poem  of  Mary   Oliver’s   that  I   hope   will stretch  you  back in that   direction.   We  are   adults  now.  Not  children  and  certainly  not  infants.  We  have   words   lots  of  words.  As  we  go  through  this   poem  I  want to  encourage  you  to  pay   attention  to   what  you  feel and   sense  and  intuit  before  the   words  start  to  come.    O.K.?      We  will  do  this   like we  do our  intercessions.   I  will read  a  line  or  two and  then  pause  to  give   you a  chance  to   be   attentive  and  reflect.      Here   we    go. …  

Mysteries,  Four  of the  Simple  Ones

How  does  the  seed – grain feel when  it  is   just   beginning  to  be  wheat? …

And  how does  the  cat  bird feel  when the  blue   eggs break and  become  little   catbirds, maybe  on midsummer   night’s  eve, and  without  fanfare?

And  how  does  the   turtle feel as  she  covers her   eggs with the  sweep  of her  feet,  then leaves them for the  world to  take  care  of?   Does  she know  her   accomplishments?

And when the  blue  heron, beaking  his  long  breast feathers, sees one  feather  fall, does he know  I  will find  it? Will he  see  me   holding it in  my hand as  he  opens his  wings softly  and without  a  sound – as he  rises and  floats over  the   water?

And  this is  just  any  day at the  edge of the  pond, a  black and leafy   pond without a name  until I named  it.

And what  else can we do when the  mysteries  present  themselves but hope to  pluck from the  basket the  brisk words  that  will  applaud  them, the   heron  the  turtle  the  catbird, the  seed – grain kneeling in the dark  earth,  its  body opening into  the   golden  world?

If  we  attend  to  the   events  going  on within  us and  around us in this  way  we  might  connect  more   quickly  and more  deeply   than  that   other  generation  to  what    God  is  doing     with  us.

Rumi,   the   Persian   poet,  tells  a  story  that  opens  another   dimension of   this  process.  There  was a   man   one  night   crying   for  God   crying,   crying.   A  cynic   came  along and  said, “ I  heard  you  calling   out.  Have  you   ever  gotten a  response.”  The  man said  “NO”  and  he   quit  praying  and  fell into a  confused  sleep.   While  asleep   an   angel   visited   him and  asked “Why did   you  stop    praying?”  And  the  man said, “Because I  never heard a  response.”   And  the   angel  said  to   him, “ This   longing   you feel  is   the   return  message”.


That  other  generation   missed   this.   We  cannot   afford   that   kind  of   carelessness  in   our  troubled   world.

Jesus   draws   our   attention   to the  image   of  a    mother   nursing    her   baby.  An  image  of   beauty.   The  beauty  of  holiness.  The   beauty   of wholeness,    Not   just a   beauty  of  forms  and  shapes   but  the  beauty  of  relationships.    The   giving and  receiving.  The  tenderness.  The trust.  The   willingness  to  be   held  and    supported  and  the   willingness  to hold  and  the  strength  to nurture  and  protect.  

We  might   even   use   beauty  as a measure  for   our   behavior.  Is   what  we  are   planning   or  doing    beautiful  or  is  it   ugly.    Does   what  we  are  doing,   how we are  being,    express a   delight  in   creation.   Might   using   beauty as  an   ethical  standard   help  us   to  not  be   like   that   other  generation  of  long  ago.   Might   that   make   us   more  available to  Jesus   invitation  to   eat and   drink with him  and   join   the   dance?

Years   ago  When  Sue  and  I  were   first  going  into   private   practice, a   mentor   of  ours    told   us to   make  our   offices and  our   home  a  place  of    beauty.  Pictures  on the   walls   objects  of   art   on the   book  shelves and   tables.  And   beautiful    music  to   listen  to.  And   all this   need   not  be   expensive.   He  said,  we  would   need  that  to   counteract  the   painful and   ugly   stories  we   would  hear  and  work  with   through  the   years.  It  was and  is   good    advice.

One   final  image  I  leave  you  with   this morning.  This  from  Parker   Palmer,  a   Quaker”  He  likens  the  nature  of the   soul to a   wild   animal  deep  in  the   woods  of our  psyche  that  if   approached   brusquely  or  cross   examined  will  simply  run  away.    He  thinks   that  we   need  to  create  quiet,  inviting, and   trustworthy  spaces  in   order  to   keep  the  soul  at  the   table.  And  then we can   put   words  around  what the   soul  knows,  not  through  what   we    think   but  through who we  are,  through  the  story  of our   lives.     (  From   Speaking  of   Faith,  Krista  Tippett )

In a  few   moments  we  will  eat and   drink   together.  Bring   that   infant   that   still   lives in  you  along.  This  is  a  quiet  and   trustworthy  place  to  be.   Sense  and   feel   the   closeness  of    God and  let   the   beauty  of    life fill   your   heart.    Then and  only  then   as  the    mysteries  present  themselves  to  us  can we  hope   to  pluck  from the  basket the  brisk  words  that  will   applaud   them.  And  those   will be  the   words we  tell to    others,  when  they  ask  us,  Why   we   dance.   Amen
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