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Sermon – Year B, Proper 6 
St. Andrew’s, June 14, 2015 
By the Rev. Rebecca Jones  
 
They say that language shapes the way we think.  
 
In the last century,  
some linguists suggested thought that there was something about the 
German language  
that led the German people to behave one way,  
while English-speakers behaved another  
and Chinese-speakers behaved another.  
 
I think that theory may be been discredited now,  
but there’s no arguing with the fact that the more words we have at our 
disposal 
the richer our life becomes. 
For example, the more ways we have to describe color,  
the more attuned we become to different shades.  
The world is just a more colorful place  
for people who can describe something as “royal blue”  
or “sky blue” or “navy blue”  
than it is for someone whose vocabulary is limited to just “blue.”  
 
Thus it was with great delight  
that earlier this month  
I discovered a wonderful online publication  
called “The Dictionary of Obscure Sorrows.”  
 
This dictionary is a compendium of invented words,  
created to fill holes in our language,  
to give a name to emotions we might all experience  
but didn’t have a word for.  
And without a word for them,  
we have a hard time speaking of them or recognizing them.  
 
For example, there’s “Altschmerz,”  
which author John Koenig defines as  
“weariness with the same old issues that you’ve always had— 
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the same boring flaws and anxieties you’ve been gnawing on for years,  
with nothing interesting left to think about,  
nothing left to do but spit them out and wander off to the backyard, 
ready to dig up some fresher pain you might have buried long ago.” 
 
Yeah, I think I’ve been there in the throes of Altschmerz.  
 
Or this one: “fitzcarraldo,”  
defined as “an image that somehow becomes lodged deep in your brain— 
maybe washed there by a dream,  
or smuggled inside a book, 
 or planted during a casual conversation— 
which then grows into a wild and impractical vision  
that keeps scrambling back and forth in your head  
like a dog stuck in a car that’s about to arrive home,  
just itching for a chance to leap headlong into reality.” 
 
I have SO experienced that.  
I think it might be synonymous  
with the thing we Christians sometimes refer to as “calling.”  
 
But here’s the word that really grabbed me,  
and the one that I thought was most appropriate to my situation today: 
 
Enouement:  
the bittersweetness of having arrived here in the future,  
where you can finally get the answers to how things turn out in the real 
world— 
who your baby sister would become,  
what your friends would end up doing,  
where your choices would lead you,— 
which is priceless intel that you instinctively want to share  
with anybody who hadn’t already made the journey,  
as if there was some part of you who had volunteered to stay behind,  
who was still stationed at a forgotten outpost somewhere in the past,  
still eagerly awaiting news from the front. 
 
Some days, I would give anything to have a conversation  
with that part of me still back in the past.  
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If I could just reach back and tell her,  
“Don’t worry. It’s gonna work out. That fitzcarraldo really is going to 
happen. It will happen when the time is just right.”  
 
I don’t remember the exact moment when I first started believing that I 
might one day become a priest.   
 
But I do remember with painful clarity  
the exact moment when I started believing that I wouldn’t.  
 
That was an awful day.  
Honestly, I don’t know what hurts more:  
losing something we already have,  
or losing the hope of obtaining something we long for.  
The death of a fitzcarraldo can be devastating. 
 
Let me just tell you that I spent most of the last dozen years  
believing that I would not, in fact, ever become a priest. 
But then one day, a couple of years ago,  
through God’s grace,  
I stopped believing that.  
And I started believing that maybe I’d been right to begin with.  
Maybe God had been calling me this whole time,  
and I was only, at last, developing the ears to hear it, 
and that the timing was, at last, just right.  
And just look what happened!  
Here I am! My first Sunday as a priest.  
 
The poet Spencer Reece,  
in his poem “At Thomas Merton’s Grave,” 
said this: 
“We can never be with loss too long… 
How kind time is, altering space so nothing stays wrong;  
and light – more new light – always arrives.” 
 
More new light always arrives.  
The light shines in the darkness, and the darkness has not, did not, can not, 
overcome it.  
 
Or as the apostle Paul says in his letter to the Corinthians:  
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“Everything old has passed away. See, everything has become new.” 
 
Everything! Even me!  
Even you. 
I bet everyone here can point to a time in your life  
when you discovered that the limits you thought bound you  
no longer did.  
When an old thing, maybe a dysfunctional or damaging thing,  
stopped having power over you.  
When a new thing came into your life. 
When your life BECAME a new thing.  
 
We don’t need a dictionary of obscure emotions to give a name to that. 
It already has a name. 
We call it “grace.”  
God’s grace is poured out like WD40, over the stuck places in our soul, 
moving all back into proper working order, 
leading us where we need to be,  
at the time we need to be there. 
 
By the grace of God, 
Light, more new light, always arrives.  
 
No matter how troubled our lives may be at this very moment –  
and that trouble might well be significant –  
no matter how worried on behalf of a loved one,  
or the challenges that we are at this very moment struggling with, 
no matter what –  
you and I are here this morning  
because at some level we know this:  
God’s grace is sufficient, 
and it’s all gonna work out.  
 
This is indeed cause for rejoicing. 
So, as we sang in our psalm,  
“It is good to give thanks to the Lord.  
For you, O Lord, have made me glad by your work.” 
 
Now, in addition to saying that language shapes thought,  
there’s another saying that Episcopalians are fond of:  
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“Praying shapes believing.”  
We like this so much, we even say this in Latin sometimes:  
“Lex orandi, lex credenda.”  
How we pray shapes what we think about God.  
What we do in worship, week after week, year after year,  
subtly transforms us.  
That transformation may tiny at first.  
But over time, the words we say here,  
the gestures we make, the songs we sing,  
we take it all in, and it forms us. 
 
In just a few minutes,  
I’m going to go stand behind that altar,  
and preside at our Eucharist.  
If all goes well, I’ll do it without crying. 
But if not, I hope you’ll understand. 
 
Here’s the thing: 
This is not something that I’m doing by myself.  
This is something that we all do together.  
This requires each one of us gathered here to make this happen. 
There’s no such thing as saying “Your half of the boat is sinking.” 
We’re all in this together, for better or worse.  
 
Together, we are the church. 
This is all of us, stepping outside of time and space, 
outside of the temporal and physical limits that normally bind us, 
and stepping right into the liturgy of heaven.  
We join our voices with angels and archangels,  
and all the company of heaven  
 
My invitation to you this morning  
is to step into this awesome mystery with me.  
Remember why we’re doing what we’re doing. 
 
When you see the incense rising,  
recall that it symbolizes at once both our prayers rising up to God,  
and the cloud that signifies God’s presence among us.  
 
When you make the sign of the cross,  
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remember that at your baptism  
you were marked as Christ’s own forever,  
and tracing the shape of the cross on our bodies  
Is a way of reclaiming that blessing. 
 
When we kneel, remember we are kneeling  
because we are in the presence of an overwhelming mystery.  
And when we bow, let’s bow because bowing  
seems the only appropriate response to being in the very presence of God..  
 
When we get to the Great Amen,  
remember, that it requires your assent. 
A priest can’t do this alone.  
 
And let us trust, that even when it seems God is absent,  
God is still there.  
 
It is an awesome thing that we do here.  
And by the grace of God, we do it together.  
 
As the Psalm says,  
“How wonderful it is to be one of the righteous  
who flourish and grow in the house of the Lord.”  
 
How wonderful to be here together now,  
and to be able to face the week ahead “full of sap,”  
still capable of producing fruit in the Lord’s vineyard,  
no matter how old we are.  
Because we have been made new.  
 
This morning, it all feels brand new to me.  
 
Everything old has passed away.  
See, everything – everything – has become new.  
And by the God’s grace, new light always arrives.  
 
 


