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Psalm 139:1-6,13-18

139:1 O LORD, you have searched me and known me.

139:2 You know when I sit down and when I rise up; you discern my thoughts
from far away.

139:3 You search out my path and my lying down, and are acquainted with all
my ways.

139:4 Even before a word is on my tongue, O LORD, you know it completely.
139:5 You hem me in, behind and before, and lay your hand upon me.

139:6 Such knowledge is too wonderful for me; it is so high that I cannot
attain it.

139:13 For it was you who formed my inward parts; you knit me together in
my mother's womb.

139:14 I praise you, for I am fearfully and wonderfully made. Wonderful are
your works; that [ know very well.

139:15 My frame was not hidden from you, when I was being made in secret,
intricately woven in the depths of the earth.

139:16 Your eyes beheld my unformed substance. In your book were written
all the days that were formed for me, when none of them as yet existed.
139:17 How weighty to me are your thoughts, O God! How vast is the sum of
them!

139:18 I try to count them -- they are more than the sand; I come to the end --
[ am still with you.

The Word of the LORD.
Thanks be to God.

Of all things to use your energy on in the world these days, one of the more
futile may just be the decision to count sand.

But that’s what the Psalmist decided to do to try and venture into the Divine
mind. The poetry of awe. The song of eternity.



You know there are actually some scientists in Hawaii who endeavored to
count how much sand there is on the planet earth.

Of course you can’t sit down and count sand grain by grain. But these
scientists used math to create a pretty good guess. They assumed an average
size for a single grain of sand and then it was just more math to get to their
best estimate.

They calculated how many grains are in a teaspoon and then they multiplied
that number by all the beaches and deserts in the world. They came up with a
rough estimate that there are 7.5 x 10 to the 18th power grains of sand on the
earth. “That’s seven quintillion, five hundred quadrillion grains.”

A quintillion has 20 zeros. A quadrillion has 15 zeros.

Counting sand becomes a spiritual practice--an expansion of imagination, a
pathway to humility and wonder and trust. Thousands of years ago, a human
being sang the poetry of God’s unimaginable wisdom. The wisdom that
birthed and is still birthing a multiverse of wonder.

[t turns out that for every grain of sand there are multiple stars in the cosmos.
70 thousand million, million, million stars just in the universe we can observe
with a high powered telescope.

That’s 70 thousand with eighteen more zeros.

So the number of stars make the number of grains of sand look, well, small in
comparison.

The stars call us toward an even more expanded awe--stretching, seeking,
surrendering--a fleeting wonderment we cannot totally take in to our thinking
selves. And yet, this infinite world is our home.



Turns out that that crazy, mind-blowing number of stars in the multiverse,
well that same number is the number of molecules in just 10 drops of water.

How many tens of drops of water are there on this earth--people have tried
counting that, too. And that number has more and more and more zeros. Just
ten water drops have more molecules than all the stars.

Oceans and oceans of stars. Overflowing intricacy. Infinite precision and
expansion and bigness and tiny-ness. Smaller than the eye can see. Bigger than
the mind can grasp. Behind and before. Beyond and very present. Exceeding
and soaking. Permeating and stretching. Cradling and surrendering. The
magnitude and infinitude of Divine Mystery. All the sand and the stars and the
molecules in every drop of water don’t equal the weightiness of the Divine
Mind.

The Psalmist tries counting, and even when the Psalmist comes to the end of
the capacity to count itself, God is still here--beyond and utterly, perfectly
here.

Why would the psalmist travel down this road of exploded imagination? And
what could there be for us in this Psalm today in this particular moment in
time.

[ mean with all the other stuff that has occupied our brains these days--
horrible numbers of COVID deaths, grotesque images and narratives of white
insurrection, threats of more violence in our country as the inauguration
approaches. Grief, loss, stress, anxiety, sick family members, chronic pain, job
loss, housing problems, financial insecurity.

When anxiety tries to imprison you to your ruminations and fears, when
doom scrolling and talk radio and podcasts saturate your spirit, when
isolation and loneliness and overwhelm holds you captive--breathe in the
Psalmist’s invitation to you and to me--we, believers on this journey of life, we
are called in each moment to account for the wonder of God'’s love in the way
we live our lives.



Let me say that again, we, believers, are called in each moment to account for
the wonder of God’s love in the way we live our lives.

Each moment is a miracle in its own way--a wonder of molecules and healing
opportunities. Your life embodies all that wonder, too, of water droplets and
stardust and shifting, sifting sand.

The Spiritual practice demanded of us in these difficult times in nothing short
of counting sand and contemplating stars and considering the water

drop. Because breathing even a tiny piece of that wisdom in is where you and
[ go to get our courage, it’s where you and I go to let our fears and tears
dissolve, it's where we take our children when they are gripped in anxiety, it’s
where we lay our bodies down when our hearts are racing and our minds are
ruminating. We breathe and we count sand. And we remind ourselves that our
lives are small and big all at the same time. That God’s love is the golden
thread through it all.

God’s love is the source and the force and the course we must follow.
God is that big, and that intricate and that beyond our capacity to fathom.

So why, I often wonder, do we still use so much of our energy to resist truth
and change and to question the deeper work of healing, dismantling white
supremacy within ourselves and in our world.

White supremacy tried to take over God godself--and the truth is, some of us
got bamboozled. White supremacy told us Christianity was about false
comfort, about good manners and masking our pain.

White supremacy told us Christianity is an intellectual exercise, a social club,
an escape, a place where we act like everything is fine.

White supremacy told us that Christianity is about peace without justice, joy
without liberation.

White supremacy taught us not to really trust God, but to put our trust in
consumption and respectability and keeping people comfortable. And white
supremacy taught us to fear change and to be wary of the painful work of
healing.

White supremacy taught us to lead with insecurity and self-loathing.



Why is it so hard for white people to deal with the truth of God’s fierce love for
us? Does it mean we are not faithful? Does it mean we haven’t learned how to
trust God?

Yesterday the United Church of Christ put out a directive to its congregations
to be mindful and vigilant today through the inauguration because of threats
of violence made toward liberal churches.

[ think Grace Covenant falls in that category, don’t you?

If the kind of vulnerability we carry as Jesus followers is shocking to you, let’s
go back to the most basic building blocks of who we are--Jesus said FOLLOW

ME, not you all stay here and protect the status quo while I put my life on the

line.

The real danger to us, siblings in Christ, is if we become deniers of Jesus when
the going gets rough.

We are the fearfully and wonderfully made. We are written in the pages of
God’s love story with the human race. We are intricately woven, known in
God’s sacred secret beginnings.

God accompanies us in our sitting and our rising. Our coming and going.

Don'’t succumb to the thought that you can’t do this--that you can’t finish the
race, that you can’t take anymore.

The God of the multiverse who sang a world of water droplets and sand grains
and shooting stars into being--that’s the God who imagined you and me and
knit us together in our mothers’ wombs. That’s the God who knows you and
me completely and provides for us perfectly. And that’s the God we trust when
we move through this broken and beautiful world.

Nothing separates us from God’s love--and the purpose that God’s love gives
us. The hard work of following Jesus is also the deep peace of God with us in
every breath. The mighty movements of the Spirit are also the tender mercies
of Divine Love. It’s all the same!

Putting our lives fully into the work of cultivating justice and liberation IS the
same as fully surrendering to God’s steady love.



The tumult is where the peace is most palpable.
The chaos is where the wisdom is most potent.
The terror is where the trust truly settles into our souls.

Truth telling isn’t the opposite of comfort. The truth is the deepest kind of
comfort--because it gives us purpose, it gives us clarity, it gives us courage.

How do you stay connected to the truth about yourself and about the God who
hems you in--behind and before?

What'’s missing in your capacity to bring yourself back to that sacred center?
How are you nourishing that important part of your faith? Because the world
needs you and me to do that.

On this weekend when we remember the life of a man who pressed on in the
midst of violence to speak the truth of God’s liberation, we are challenged to
consider more than the way he dreamed about a better world. Martin Luther
King staked his life on God’s powerful push in the here and now--we will
never taste God’s freedom if we forget to count sand and remember what
we’'re made of--remember the author of our existence.

When you feel yourself faltering and getting tired, count sand for a little while
instead of scrolling through Twitter or FaceBook or turning on the evening
news.

Remember the unfathomable wisdom of our Creator. And the healing power
of our Redeemer, and the mystery and magnificence of our Sustainer.

Turns out the psalmist was onto something after all.
Counting sand isn’t an exercise in futility, it is fruit of being faithful.

Thanks be to God.



