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Isaiah	62:	1-5	
	
62:1	For	Zion's	sake	I	will	not	keep	silent,	and	for	Jerusalem's	sake	I	will	not	rest,	
until	her	vindication	shines	out	like	the	dawn,	and	her	salvation	like	a	burning	
torch.	
	
62:2	The	nations	shall	see	your	vindication,	and	all	the	kings	your	glory;	and	you	
shall	be	called	by	a	new	name	that	the	mouth	of	the	LORD	will	give.	
	
62:3	You	shall	be	a	crown	of	beauty	in	the	hand	of	the	LORD,	and	a	royal	diadem	in	
the	hand	of	your	God.	
	
62:4	You	shall	no	more	be	termed	Forsaken,	and	your	land	shall	no	more	be	
termed	Desolate;	but	you	shall	be	called	My	Delight	Is	in	Her,	and	your	land	
Married;	for	the	LORD	delights	in	you,	and	your	land	shall	be	married.	
	
62:5	For	as	a	young	man	marries	a	young	woman,	so	shall	your	builder	marry	you,	
and	as	the	bridegroom	rejoices	over	the	bride,	so	shall	your	God	rejoice	over	you.	
	
The	Word	of	the	LORD.		
Thanks	be	to	God.		
	
	
John	2:	1-11	
	
2:1	On	the	third	day	there	was	a	wedding	in	Cana	of	Galilee,	and	the	mother	of	
Jesus	was	there.	
	
2:2	Jesus	and	his	disciples	had	also	been	invited	to	the	wedding.	
	
2:3	When	the	wine	gave	out,	the	mother	of	Jesus	said	to	him,	"They	have	no	wine."	
	
2:4	And	Jesus	said	to	her,	"Woman,	what	concern	is	that	to	you	and	to	me?	My	hour	
has	not	yet	come."	
	
2:5	His	mother	said	to	the	servants,	"Do	whatever	he	tells	you."	
	
2:6	Now	standing	there	were	six	stone	water	jars	for	the	Jewish	rites	of	
purification,	each	holding	twenty	or	thirty	gallons.	
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2:7	Jesus	said	to	them,	"Fill	the	jars	with	water."	And	they	filled	them	up	to	the	
brim.	
	
2:8	He	said	to	them,	"Now	draw	some	out,	and	take	it	to	the	chief	steward."	So	they	
took	it.	
	
2:9	When	the	steward	tasted	the	water	that	had	become	wine,	and	did	not	know	
where	it	came	from	(though	the	servants	who	had	drawn	the	water	knew),	the	
steward	called	the	bridegroom	
	
2:10	and	said	to	him,	"Everyone	serves	the	good	wine	first,	and	then	the	inferior	
wine	after	the	guests	have	become	drunk.	But	you	have	kept	the	good	wine	until	
now."	
	
2:11	Jesus	did	this,	the	first	of	his	signs,	in	Cana	of	Galilee,	and	revealed	his	glory;	
and	his	disciples	believed	in	him.	
	
The	Word	of	the	LORD.	
Thanks	be	to	God.		
	
	
#neverceasetoamaze	
	
The	twitterverse	marks	our	amazement	
on	the	planet	earth	these	days.			
	
A	few	tweets	with	the	hash	tag	may	be	all	your	need	to	hear:				
	
“There	are	some	real	idiots	out	there.”	#neverceasetoamaze	
“Idiots”	#neverceasetoamaze		(about	conservatives)	
“Elitists”	#neverceasetoamaze	(about	liberals)	
	“Ignorant	liberals”	#neverceasetoamaze	(about	news	that	is	critical	of	President	
Trump)	
	“Army	of	fools”	#neverceasetoamaze	(about	hypocrisy	of	Trump	supporters)	
	
And	one	fresh	out	yesterday	after	the	viral	video	of	students	from	Covington	
Catholic	High	School	in	KY,	in	DC	for	a	Pro-Life	march	surrounding	a	Omaha	Elder	
and	Vietnam	veteran,	Nathan	Phillips,	while	he	drummed	and	chanted	at	the	
Lincoln	Memorial.	
	
Here’s	the	tweet:	“It	never	ceases	to	amaze	me	at	how	willing	we	are	to	write	off	
the	transgressions	of	young	white	boys	as	youthful	indiscretions,	all	the	while	
remanding	black	and	brown	boys	to	prison	in	record	numbers.”	
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I	venture	to	say	that	no	one	is	actually	amazed	in	these	tweets.	
	
It	is	the	opposite	of	amazement	to	be	disappointed	or	demoralized	by	the	
perceived	stupidity	or	even	actual	moral	failures	of	another.		Far	from	amazement	
or	surprise,	these	are	sentiments	of	resignation	and	disdain.			
	
And	how	very	ordinary	to	be	disappointed,	disdainful,	demoralized	by	another	
person’s	failure	to	live	up	to	our	expectations.		
	
It’s	just	a	guess,	but	I	am	thinking	it’s	probably	easier	for	all	of	us	to	remember	the	
last	time	we	were	disappointed	by	someone,	than	it	is	to	remember	the	last	time	
we	were	truly	amazed	by	someone.		
	
This	ethnography	via	Twitter	is	an	interesting	window	into	our	cultural	moment	on	
a	day	like	today,	when	our	faith	tradition	is	inviting	us	once	again	to	be	startled	by	
wonder	in	a	way	that	changes	us,	in	a	way	that	changes	the	way	we	live	and	move	
and	have	our	being,	in	a	way	that	changes	the	world.		
	
And	when	we	are	invited	once	again	to	remember,	to	celebrate,	and	to	emulate	a	
man	who	had	a	dream	about	that	better	world	that	still	eludes	us.		
	
	
WWJT—What	would	Jesus	tweet?		Or	more	specifically	what	would	Jesus	tweet	
from	the	wedding	at	Cana?			
	
#letsgetthispartystarted	#nowinenoproblem	#igotthis	#watertowine	
#neverceasetoamaze	
	
To	amaze	is	to	astonish,	to	cause	someone	to	be	extremely	surprised.	To	
overwhelm	or	confound	with	sudden	surprise	or	wonder.	To	stun,	to	daze,	to	
bewilder.	
	
The	Gospel	of	John	is	all	about	amazement—it	begins	in	astonishment—in	this	
cosmic	transcendence	beyond	space	and	time—in	the	beginning	was	the	Word.	
And	the	Word	was	with	God	and	the	Word	was	God.	And	the	Word	was	light	and	
life	to	all	people.		
	
John’s	Gospel	keeps	the	wonderment	at	a	high	level—the	volume	stays	turned	up	
on	Jesus’	cosmic	power,	on	Jesus’	transcendent	identity.		This	high	Christology,	this	
lofty	confirmation	of	Jesus’	divine	nature	is	what	makes	some	people	
uncomfortable	with	the	4th	Gospel.		Indeed,	the	Gospel	has	been	used	to	authorize	a	
terrible	and	treacherous	kind	of	Christian	triumphalism.			
	
But,	before	we	so	easily	take	our	seat	with	the	skeptics	about	how	Jesus	could	be	
fully	human	and	fully	God	without	running	rough	shod	over	all	the	other	religious	
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sensitivities	of	the	world,	let’s	try	again	to	exercise	the	spiritual	muscle	of	
amazement.		
	
Extend	this	Gospel	writer	some	grace	while	you	are	at	it.	This	writer	was	a	poet,	a	
theologian,	a	dreamer.	This	writer	yearned	for	the	world	to	be	amazed	by	God’s	in	
the	flesh	presence,	by	Christ’s	remarkable	ability	to	see	people	and	to	heal	people	
and	to	bring	them	home	to	their	true	nature.		This	writer	sought	to	amplify	the	
miracle	of	Jesus’	life,	the	miracle	of	Jesus’	death,	the	miracle	of	Jesus’	eternal	power	
to	transform	hearts	and	communities	and	nations	and	even	the	whole	multiverse	
to	be	who	God	made	us	to	be.			
	
This	Gospel	writer	wants	to	get	right	to	the	good	stuff.		Chapter	2	and	we’re	out	the	
gate	with	a	miracle—an	ordinary	setting—a	wedding,	becomes	a	place	for	God’s	
glory	to	be	magnified	by	flipping	all	kinds	of	scripts	and	customs	and	rules	of	
science.			
	
The	miracle	of	incarnation,	the	miracle	of	Epiphany—the	miracle	of	God	with	us	is	
poured	out	extravagantly	in	gallons	and	gallons	of	brimming	water	turned	to	fine	
wine.		
	
Jesus	opens	a	window	into	the	character	of	God’s	love	and	presence	among	us—
God’s	love	is	abundant,	God’s	love	is	pouring	out,	God’s	love	doesn’t	play	by	the	
rules	of	social	convention	or	scientific	laws	or	any	other	the	other	boundaries	that	
we	experience	in	the	world.		
	
It	is	a	miracle	that	highlights	God’s	extravagance	and	a	miracle	that	echoes	the	
dissonance	of	human	life.	All	at	once,	everything	changes	and	nothing	changes.	For	
those	who	believe,	the	world	will	never	be	the	same.	For	those	who	explain	it	away,	
there	is,	this	Gospel	writer	believed,	a	cost—a	trivializing	of	what	could	be.			
	
Yes,	to	this	Gospel	writer	it	mattered	if	you	saw	Jesus	for	who	he	was.	Because	if	
you	saw	him	for	who	he	was,	you	are	able	to	see	yourself	and	everyone	around	you	
for	who	they	are.		And	the	whole	world	is	God’s	temple.		
	
John’s	Gospel	is	one	encounter	with	Jesus	after	another,	one	opportunity	after	
another	for	each	of	us	to	find	ourselves	in	this	sacred	story	of	God	with	us.		John	is	
constantly	asking	you	and	me	to	“come	and	see,”	“come	and	see	for	yourself”	who	
Jesus	is,	how	he	knows	you	and	cherishes	you,	how	you	are	loved	and	transformed.		
	
WWJT?		What	would	John	tweet	about	the	wedding	at	Cana?		
	
#youaintseennothingyet	#neverceasebeingamazed	
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Jesus	makes	us	see	the	ordinary	differently.	He	changes	our	relationship	to	
everything—to	the	mundane	and	to	the	menacing	and	to	the	irritating	and	the	
luminescent,	to	the	stupidity	and	to	the	serendipity.			
	
Everything	changes	and	nothing	changes	all	at	once.	The	dissonance	of	God’s	
abundance,	of	Jesus’s	miracle,	of	the	Spirit’s	extravagant,	overflowing	ways.		
	
This	is	our	work	in	the	world	today	as	Jesus	followers—to	have	the	eyes	to	see	
God’s	abundance	at	the	same	time	that	we	see	the	deprivation	that	we	are	called	to	
use	our	lives	to	change.			
	
Christians	must	always,	already	be	tuned	to	that	dissonance.	God’s	abundance	
gives	us	the	vision,	the	moral	courage,	the	perseverance	to	never	tire	of	working	
for	justice	and	mercy	and	love.		And	the	pain	we	see	gives	us	the	urgency,	the	
compassion,	and	the	determination	to	do	healing	work.		
	
It’s	that	dissonance	that	animated	the	life	of	Dr.	Martin	Luther	King,	Jr.—it	made	
him	brave	and	it	defined	his	belief	in	freedom	for	all.		Yesterday	at	the	MLK	
breakfast	we	heard	from	Ernest	Greene,	one	of	the	Little	Rock	Nine.		When	things	
got	violent	with	the	integration	of	Central	High	School,	Mr.	Greene	said	he	used	
what	he	learned	in	his	AME	Sunday	school	class.		“I	dug	in	my	heals	and	
remembered	that	‘weeping	may	endure	for	a	night,	but	joy	comes	in	the	morning.’”	
(Psalm	30)		
	
I	am	pretty	sure	if	Dr.	King	were	around	to	tweet,	his	hash	tags	would	be	the	
wisdom	he	learned,	too,	from	his	Christian	formation—the	wisdom	and	shoring	up	
that	the	hymns	and	spirituals	give	us,	the	prophetic	and	poetic	words	of	scripture	
that	tell	us	who	God	intends	us	to	be.		
	
#letjusticerolldown	#hisdisciplesbelievedinhim	
	
And	as	women’s	marches	crowd	the	streets	again	all	around	the	world,	we	
remember	the	cadence,	the	drum	beat	of	a	God	who	sends	prophets	to	speak	hard	
truth	to	us.		God’s	promise	of	abundance	is	for	all	people,	it	is	about	the	human	
family	transformed.	
	
The	prophets	of	the	modern	age	wouldn’t	want	us	to	miss	the	miracle	of	what	can	
happen	when	people	catch	a	vision	of	equity	and	healing	love.			
	
#Godisdoingsomethingnew		#riversinthedesert	#practiceamazement	
	
	
On	Friday,	a	poetic	voice	took	her	last	breath.	Mary	Oliver’s	gifts	to	us	were	many.		
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One	of	her	greatest	gifts	to	us	is	the	gift	of	the	way	she	saw	us,	the	way	she	saw	
everything.		
	
Her	critics	called	her	ordinary.	Perhaps	that	is	the	highest	compliment	they	could	
have	given	her.		It	is	her	celebration,	her	cherishing	of	the	ordinary	gave	her	a	way	
to	never	ceased	to	be	amazed.		
	
She	savored	all	the	holy	ordinariness	of	this	life—following	in	Jesus’	beautiful	path	
of	seeing	the	beauty	and	possibility	of	this	life—and	promising	us	that	the	song	
does	not	end	here,	the	poetry	continues	to	bloom	from	the	mysteries	that	astonish	
us,	to	the	mysteries	both	lost	and	found	in	us,	to	the	mysteries	that	make	us	
carriers	of	a	new	world	being	born	even	now.		
	
If	we	take	anything	away	from	the	vessels	overflowing	with	wine	at	the	wedding	at	
Cana	let	it	be	the	mandate	to	practice	being	amazed.	If	you	are	going	to	follow	Jesus	
you	have	to	practice,	practice,	practice	being	amazed.		It	is	a	spiritual	practice.		
	
It	is	not	about	humiliation,	it	is	about	humility.		
	
There	are	so	many	of	Oliver’s	poems	that	I	cherish,	but	there	is	one	that	especially	
speaks	to	me	knowing	now	that	she	has	made	her	transition.			
	
I	can	think	of	no	better	words	to	call	us	again	to	the	sacred	work	of	amazement	
than	her	poetry.		Human	life	is	more	poetry	than	hash	tag	after	all.		
	
When	Death	Comes			
by	Mary	Oliver	
	
When	death	comes	
like	the	hungry	bear	in	autumn;	
when	death	comes	and	takes	all	the	bright	coins	from	his	purse	
		
to	buy	me,	and	snaps	the	purse	shut;	
when	death	comes	
like	the	measle-pox	
		
when	death	comes	
like	an	iceberg	between	the	shoulder	blades,	
		
I	want	to	step	through	the	door	full	of	curiosity,	wondering:	
what	is	it	going	to	be	like,	that	cottage	of	darkness?	
		
And	therefore	I	look	upon	everything	
as	a	brotherhood	and	a	sisterhood,	
and	I	look	upon	time	as	no	more	than	an	idea,	
and	I	consider	eternity	as	another	possibility,	
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and	I	think	of	each	life	as	a	flower,	as	common	
as	a	field	daisy,	and	as	singular,	
		
and	each	name	a	comfortable	music	in	the	mouth,	
tending,	as	all	music	does,	toward	silence,	
		
and	each	body	a	lion	of	courage,	and	something	
precious	to	the	earth.	
		
When	it's	over,	I	want	to	say	all	my	life	
I	was	a	bride	married	to	amazement.	
I	was	the	bridegroom,	taking	the	world	into	my	arms.	
		
When	it's	over,	I	don't	want	to	wonder	
if	I	have	made	of	my	life	something	particular,	and	real.	
		
I	don't	want	to	find	myself	sighing	and	frightened,	
or	full	of	argument.	
		
I	don't	want	to	end	up	simply	having	visited	this	world	
	
	
Thanks	be	to	God.		


