
Message:  “The Speechlessness of Wonder” 

Scripture Lesson:  Psalm 19 
1The heavens are telling the glory of God; and the firmament proclaims his handiwork. 
2Day to day pours forth speech, and night to night declares knowledge. 
3There is no speech, nor are there words; their voice is not heard; 
4yet their voice goes out through all the earth, and their words to the end of the world. In the heavens he 

has set a tent for the sun, 
5which comes out like a bridegroom from his wedding canopy, and like a strong man runs its course with joy. 
6Its rising is from the end of the heavens, and its circuit to the end of them; and nothing is hid from its 

heat. 
7The law of the Lord is perfect, reviving the soul; the decrees of the Lord are sure, making wise the simple; 
8the precepts of the Lord are right, rejoicing the heart; the commandment of the Lord is clear, 

enlightening the eyes; 
9the fear of the Lord is pure, enduring forever; the ordinances of the Lord are true and righteous 

altogether. 
10More to be desired are they than gold, even much fine gold; sweeter also than honey, and drippings of the 

honeycomb. 
11Moreover by them is your servant warned; in keeping them there is great reward. 
12But who can detect their errors? Clear me from hidden faults. 
13Keep back your servant also from the insolent; do not let them have dominion over me. Then I shall be 

blameless, and innocent of great transgression. 
14Let the words of my mouth and the meditation of my heart be acceptable to you, O Lord, my rock and my 

redeemer. 

 

There have been many, many times in my work as a pastor, and even in my 

life experiences as a human being, when words failed me.  In a late night vigil in a 

hospital room with family members surrounding a beloved life coming to its end – 

words fail.  In the face of hostile voices raised in violent overtones during a 

church committee meeting where Christian love seemed completely absent – words 

fail.  In the experiences of watching planes impact the World Trade Center 20 

years ago, or watching an insurrectionist mob of home-grown terrorists violently 

take over our nation’s capital building this past January, or watching the chaos 

involved in the conclusion or inconclusion of our military involvement in 

Afghanistan – words fail.  Likely, we can all relate to similar moments as these, 

when the difficulty is so great, when the horror is so strong, when the darkness is 

so complete, that we find all words fail. 

 

In profound contrast to such experiences, however, there exists those more 

numerous moments in life in which words fail in the face of inexplicable beauty, of 

immeasurable joy, or of profound wonder.  It is these moments and experiences 

that have caused the psalmist to proclaim the wonders of God in the framework of 

humanity as gifts from the divine which although beyond the grasp of reason, are 

nonetheless indispensable to the uplifting of our lives.  It is the inexplicable joy 



and wonder of things that more than meets the negative counterparts of 

existence; it is the light that defeats the darkness. 

On our daily walk recently, my wife and I (and our dog) witnessed a moment 

of clarity as the smoke cleared, and we saw the mountains transposed upon a 

deep-blue sky; we counted eight fawns meandering over manicured lawns under 

the watchful eyes of their mothers, there was the song of birds overhead, the 

sounds of children playing in their backyard somewhere.  It was a simple moment, 

a rather quiet and regular moment, but it struck us both as beautifully significant 

and soul inspiring; we were, however, at a loss to say just what it was that made 

that particular walk so great. 

Sometimes life is just so wonderful, so beautiful, so precious, so fragile, so 

real – that words fail; that something beyond words is needed.  

 

I have the extreme joy of watching our Granddaughter Alva once a week; 

this past week, I watched her for the first time on my own, as our daughter 

stared a new job.  Who would have thought that chasing around a one-and-a-half 

year old as she navigated our home and our yard for several hours would be such a 

delight!     Every mess she made was fun to watch; every word that she spoke was 

greater than anything Shakespeare could come up with; every gesture bordered 

on hilarity; every smile melted the core of my soul.  It was just a grandpa with his 

granddaughter, nothing special here – except it was special, in a way I can’t 

explain, and perhaps only other grandpas in the same situation can understand.  

Sometimes life is just so wonderful, so beautiful, so precious, so fragile, so 

real – that words fail; that something beyond words is needed. 

 Get ready for a shocker -- I had an excellent Zoom meeting this past week 

with several of my clergy colleagues.  I know this might be hard to believe, but 

everything clicked – the technology worked, the speakers could be both heard and 

seen with great clarity; but much more important was that the meeting was 

engaging, personal, and substantial – the conversations went deep, the emotion was 

real, the challenges were discussed and then met with hope and vision, joys were 

shared as well as the pain……more than colleagues, more than friends – it felt like 

the body of Christ, the way it ought to function as people with a common heritage 

and a shared love.  There’s no way the moment could have been orchestrated or 

planned out; not even one of my best agenda outlines, the kind I am famous for, 

could make this happen; it was a moment of soulfulness, of pleasant surprise, of 



meaningful interaction and support.  Though I would love to replicate this, there 

was no complete explanation; it was simply a moment of grace. 

Sometimes life is just so wonderful, so beautiful, so precious, so fragile, so 

real – that words fail; that something beyond words is needed. 

 

There are times when words will simply not do.  Thank God we have so much 

more than words to convey life’s meaning and value, creation’s substance and 

significance. 

We have things like song – the extension of words into rhythm and meter 

that deepens their impact and conveys meaning beyond syllabic expression.   

We have shared experience – we call this community, where people exceed 

the boundaries of self for the sake of others. 

We have prayerful, spiritual connection – the insights given beyond our 

physical senses and a responsiveness to that which evades complete description 

yet manifests its reality in the open life. 

We have rationality and intelligence – which help us grapple with the 

wordlessness of wonder, even as we cannot fully explain its dimensions or 

character. 

We have emotion, a sense of the longing of our hearts for spiritual redress 

and meaningful connection.  

And we have love, that incomprehensible attraction to each other that 

defies efforts to pin it down; we have the notion of sharing life together, 

embracing the entirety of another’s existence including both the appealing and 

the burdensome, the virtues and the vices that make us who we are; we bless and 

forgive, we give and we take, we enter into a vulnerability that scares us and yet 

leads us into deeper living. 

There are indeed many times when words fail due to the darkness that faces 

us in life.  But there are many more times when words fail due to the brilliance of 

the steady light that radiates from each other, from this world, and from all of 

God’s creation.  And it is only the brilliance of that light which has within it the 

power to cancel out any darkness. 

I leave you this morning with the words of Fred Craddock, who was a 

Disciples of Christ pastor and professor of preaching and New Testament in the 

Candler School of Theology at Emory University in Atlanta.  He was also a sort 

of poet, as his sentiments regarding Psalm 19 reflect.  He says: 

 



“Whose heart has not joined the psalmist …..in this chorus of praise to the 

Creator? Who has not in spring, when the world is a poem of light and color, 

delighted in the meadows turning somersaults of joy and “butterflies fluttering 

up from every little buttercup”? Or in dry hot summer, when clouds dark and 

heavy gather on the hill, soon thundering like a herd of buffalo across the 

valley, making glad the gardens and sending out the children to splash in the 

puddles? Or in the autumn with leaves aflame, poised between summer and 

winter, warm enough but yet prophetic of snow? Or in the winter when trees 

now shivering naked beg heaven for a blanket and down it comes thick and 

white, turning even a garbage can into an altar in praise of God? There is no 

square inch of earth so barren that the observing eye cannot see, in the lower 

right-hand corner, the signature of the artist.” -- Fred Craddock was  

 

 


