
Church, Let praise soar from the ends of the earth! Let us give 
glory to the Lord! Let us not keep our peace, restrained and 
bound. But rather let us cry out like a woman in labour, gasping 
and panting at the glory of creation. …

There is a scandal in the surging beauty of all created beings. 
Trees on fire with scarlet leaves, humid grey clouds heavy with 
moisture, stoic grandfathers of rock who bear witness to 
geological time and ground us in our impermanence. The sharp 
shriek of a Jay calling us to wake up from our slumber and look 
up to the sky, the sensuousness of music beckoning our flesh and 
spirit to move. The shape of a lover in resplendent repose. 

Christians throughout time have sensed this scandalous beauty, 
and at times have been in appropriate reverie, but our spiritual 
ancestors have also wrestled with it, been confounded by it, and 
frustrated at how to hold in our awareness the electricity of life 
and desire and pleasure that bear the image of the Creator of all 
things, while still behaving ourselves. Beauty and its intoxicating 
power, like God, is dangerous. Still now, in this time, we 
reverberate in echoes of puritanical moralism that estranges us 
from ecstatic communion with life. We blunt our connection to the 
Holy One who loves us when we deny the praise that God is due. 
Praise can be our holy shouts, our hymns, our prayers, our 
participation in the body of Christ. Our praise can be in art, the 
astonishing luminescence of a Monet, in the crafting of poems 
that grip us and make us indraw sharply and hold our breath, the 
seeing of the dainty perfection of a newborn baby's fingers or the 
well-worn creases on the face of an Elder. Praise can be standing 
in the rain and letting it soak our bodies as the sky reaches 
lovingly for the earth. Praise can be our attention turned to the 
smell of frying donuts in an open market, sweet and decadent 
while the melancholic strumming and serenade of a French 
troubadour  caress our ears...  All can convey our awe and our 
delight at what is good.  Hallelujah!



Friends, We have been living through a time of lament, no doubt. 
Lament is holy and necessary and cathartic. It is right and good to 
wail at injustice, at death, at oppression. And I know that the time 
of wailing and crying out to God is not yet complete. We people 
have much to grieve. Yet, let us beware that worry and fear are 
palpable entities that can supplant our grief, and I see that  they 
have gripped the chests of many. But while grieving and watering 
the earth with Holy tears is a prayer unto itself. One that is held 
and lifted up and transfigured and made new with life by God; 
worry and fear breed only more of themselves. They bring friends 
like anger and judgement, self-debasement or self-righteousness. 
They steal our life and estrange us from ourselves and all of 
creation. They hold our tongues captive from praise. These 
entities of fear, brethren of worry, they steal the light from our 
eyes and block our vision of God.

Our hearts are not wrong to respond with compassion to the 
suffering we witness. Compassion is often stirred because we feel 
empathy and solidarity with the suffering. This is our call as 
disciples of Jesus. But, I ask you this morning, can you hold deep 
compassion in a heart made heavy laden with worry and fear? 
Church, I cannot. 

Fear restricts my seeing. Fear grips and layers ice over the fire 
placed in me, by God’s Holy Spirit. Fear makes me forget that the 
hand of Jesus is mine to hold, mine to rely on. I can call these 
fears good sense and even mistake a sense of perpetual anxiety 
for what life is supposed to feel like. I should be alert, anxious, on 
guard, after all everyone is telling me the myriad ways the world is 
aflame. But this is a sin of wilful blindness. A sin of seeing part 
and calling it the whole. In Barbados, where my father is from 
there is a saying, “don’t take a six for a nine”. What it means is 
simple, we mustn’t mistake one thing for another. In this case, we 
mustn’t be fooled or conned by death dressed up as life.   



Because life pulses. Life is awake. Life gifts again and again and 
again with reckless generosity and embarrassing lavishness. We 
need only see and we will be awed. 

We are the servants; the ones who are called. The ones whom 
God entrusts to faithfully bring forth justice. For us to be grounded 
in the deep compassion such a task requires, we must be able to 
recognise God’s Spirit upon us. And to do that we need only to 
look at our neighbour, or feel the sun’s kiss upon our brow.  To 
neglect the fountain of renewal we find in creation’s beauty, is to 
volunteer willingly to grow faint and be crushed. All we need is 
here. Our God is not distant and far-removed, but rather 
enfleshed and present. Close enough to taste, and smell, and feel 
deeply. 

God calls to us in the depths of our prisons, literal and mind 
made, that ensnare us and drain our life. The hand of the Lord 
stretches out to you now reaching for you to stir life onto your skin 
and so, into the depths of your soul. Anchored into love, mouths 
overflowing with praise, we have so much more access to seeing 
the radiance of life, to a heart that flows over with compassion, a 
spine galvanized and made strong to plant seeds of justice and 
hope. In all of this, we merely participate in pointing towards the 
Beautiful, Awe-Inspiring Architect of Life. We accept our role as 
threads in the web and strings of the harp that aches to play a 
song of kingdom. We submit to the dance and allow our bodies to 
become living prayer and praise.  

For a long time, I have held my peace, I have kept still and 
restrained myself; now I will cry out, I will gasp and pant, I will sing 
his praise from the end of the earth! Amen


