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“Green Pastures” 

Psalm 23 is one of those pieces of poetry that beats in our hearts: 

The Lord is my shepherd and because the Lord is my shepherd I shall not want. 

All I need is provided. 

In all places. 

In all times. 

Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me, all the days of my life, and I shall dwell in the house of 
the Lord forever. 

Or, as Eugene Peterson puts it in The Message: 

Your beauty and love chase after me every day of my life. 

I’m back home in the house of God for the rest of my life. 

Psalm 23 is a wonderment psalm.  By that, I mean it helps us to savor the sweetness and 
wonderment that we are tended by the most exquisitely loving God any creature could ask for. 

We are tended, held, and led. 

We shall not want. 

There is such wonderment in that. 

Jesus came into our midst to embody the tender constancy of that Good Shepherd. 

(Look at the window that expands our hearts every time we walk into this space.  Rest in the power 
of its proclamation) 

Jesus opened his heart to the world and taught his disciples to be openers of hearts. 

He wanted for his followers to know wonderment: 

God loves, God promises, God provides. 



God shepherds hearts to see all people as kindreds and creation as sacred and how is it we live with 
beauty and wonder chasing after us every day of our lives? 

Wonderment. 

It’s a spiritual practice. 

In the reading from the book of Acts, the disciples are getting a sense of what it means to live 
wonderment in community. 

The sign acts are these: 

Live in harmony. 

Hold everything in common. 

Sell what you have and pool resources so that each person’s need is met. 

Worship. 

Share meals together in ways that feel celebratory. 

Praise God. 

Live exuberant joy. 

Who wouldn’t want to be part of that movement? 

The passage from Acts tells us: 

People in general liked what they saw.  And they wanted to join in.  And God and God’s people took 
them in. 

I am staggerish with wonder this day. 

My middle child is being married this July.  Rachel is light in human form.  She is fierce and funny 
and smart and she loves dogs and people and the earth - she is a water resource scientist - with 
deep beauty. 

Rachel had her bachelorette party at our cabin this weekend.   

As her older sister, Leah, and I talked with her about what she wanted, we landed on a two-
stranded thing.  Friday night the elder women in her life would join with the younger women who 
are her heart friends.  We would share a meal and time together and then the old women would 
take their leave so the young ones could carry on with their celebration. 



A ritual was created by Leah, my eldest.  She crafted a flower crown and packed it up for the flight 
from her home in Berkeley, California.  She asked each woman to choose an iconic ribbon and share 
with Rachel some wisdom or blessing or word of gratitude they wanted Rachel to carry with her 
through the transition into married life and into the many transitions that await her. 

After each woman spoke the ribbon was attached to Rachel’s flower halo in order that she would 
be reminded of the words and hearts shared and with her always. 

Oh.  Oh, the words that were spoken.  Words naming the importance of listening to her own 
wisdom and trusting her beauty and heart.  Words about the ways her generosity had changed 
their lives.   

The younger women spoke from such deep wisdom and soul. 

So, too, did the elders. 

My sister-in-law has walked through the valley of the shadow of death after her son died of a drug 
overdose five years ago.  Anne named the importance of faith, and hope, and love when times feel 
impossible.  And, she added that kindness is crucial life practice.  

We were soaked in wonderment. 

We were in the presence of palpable holiness. 

Beauty and wonder were chasing after us and we let it catch us. 

I think we Jesus followers make soul and community life too complicated.   

For today, perhaps we might ask God to help us remember to keep it simple. 

“Simple” might look like this: 

For today, may we practice wonderment. 

For today, may we love our neighbors as ourselves. 

For today, may we share:  tears, and gratitude, bread and compassion, and kindness. 

I suspect that if we undertook those practices as people of Jesus, people in general would like what 
they see. 

God’s beauty and love will chase after us every day of our lives. 

We will be home.  Forever. 

Amen 


