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I am here to tell you today that the Holy Ghost, the Lord and Giver of life, is alive 
and well, the spirit has plans, wonderful plans for us and our Church. I know this 
because several weeks ago when Joan asked if I would preach on this day, I 
checked the readings in the lectionary page, absolutely loved these readings, I 
found them so clear and uncomplicated that I formed an idea for a sermon in my 
head that I would deliver in 5 minutes without NOTES. 
 
To the Alpha and Omega, creator of the universe I prayed something like, “Thank 
you Lord, I got this, thank you for the easy verses.” You would think, I would have 
learned by now that these are really not the words you want say to the source of 
all being.  
 
So, as has happened many, many times before God took me to the Spiritual wood 
shed, and sent me no less than four signs, one in each of the last four days (what 
one favorite preacher I knew used to call “Co-winky-dinkies” outward signs that 
God is trying to get your attention.)  
So, here they are Four Signs and Four Corresponding Miracles. 
 
THE MIRACLE OF THE RESURRECTION 
 
My original sermon idea began like this: 
I found an interesting challenge in a recent essay by Tish Harrison Warren where 
she said that Easter was the hardest season of the church year for her. Fifty days 
of continual joy was hard compared to keeping the doleful and repentant feeling 
of Lent that returned every time she watched the news. 
 
What could be harder than to rejoice when people we love are still getting sick 
and dying, where war kills and maims and destroys, where the poor are still 
hungry and often homeless, the stock market is on a downward slide, and the 
miserable little inner Satan that hides deep inside everyone of us would still 
rather be right and avenged than ever fully surrender to God’s gift of eternal life 
to rejoice in our salvation by Grace. 
 



Then this Wednesday I got a sign over the internet in the form of a New Yorker 
Cartoon of the Day. The cartoon showed a TV screen with a female news anchor 
saying, “This just in, you thought joy was within reach, but you were wrong.” 
What an odd caption for a cartoon, even a New Yorker Cartoon. 
 
And yet, how startlingly true if we consider the World (and I have always 
considered New Yorker Cartoons as wry indicators of the state of this Vanity Fair 
we call the world). If we consider the world without the reality of the 
Resurrection then Joy will never be within reach. Our biggest failing as 
Episcopalians is that we keep trying to be the source of our own joy, be self-
sufficient, rely on our education and material gifts, when in fact we can do 
nothing without God. 
 
That we can do nothing without God is something we know intellectually, but it 
takes a good steep downturn in the Stock Market before we really start to believe 
it.  
 
Everything belongs to God and we are taking none of it with us; and sometime 
between now and then we will truly learn it is all dross compared with God’s free 
gift of Grace in the resurrection.  
Christ is Risen,  ________________ Alleuia, Alleuia! 
As we read in Revelations today, 

God himself will be with them; 

he will wipe every tear from their eyes. 

Death will be no more; 

mourning and crying and pain will be no more, 

for the first things have passed away." 

And the one who was seated on the throne said, "See, I am making all things new! 

This was the first sign and this is The Miracle of the Resurrection! 
 

THE MIRACLE OF THE PARKNG LOT 
 
I have the enjoyed the extreme blessing recently of working with our wonderful 
Alder Guild. Now, every Episcopal parish in this country has an Altar Guild that 
keeps our holy Altar just so and they are a huge part of what makes up Episcopal 
worship inside the Church building, but St. Augustine’s in the Woods is the only 



Episcopal Church I know that also has an Alder Guild that works exclusively 
outside.  
 
That is because while most churches are surrounded by an acre or two of paved 
parking lots, St. A’s is surrounded by 4 and a half acres of natural forest. The 
women and men who make up the Alder Guild work amazingly hard to enhance 
your worship experience from the parking lot to the front door. Diana Cline is the 
leader of the Alder Guild, I know she was hard at this in 2015 during my first stint 
as Junior warden thank you for your faithfulness, Diana, thank you.  
 
In the last two years the Alder Guild has hacked away blackberries, nettles and 
worse to reclaim 12 overgrown parking spaces, Sara Ann and Merrick led the 
charge on that Herculean effort. Thank you on behalf of the parish. Back in the old 
days of 2014 our parking lot would routinely fill up and vestries would debate 
whether we should spend between a third and a half of our total endowment to 
buy additional property to expand our parking lot. 
 
This brings us to the second sign and corresponding miracle, the miracle of the 
parking lot. 
 
This past Thursday I received a newsletter from our Health insurance provider 
extolling the health benefits of “Forest Bathing.” Immersing oneself in Nature, 
even for brief periods it reported had verifiable health benefits. Did you know we 
already have a mediation path through our woods at St. A’s with benches and 
Haiku. 
So, every time you come to church you also have the opportunity to stroll the 
grounds of St. A’s and talk to the Landscape architect and head gardener, that 
would be God Almighty, whom you came here to worship. Think about it. 
 
How can we achieve a Sunday attendance goal of 153, roughly three times the 
number currently attending and 40% more than attended in 2014 when our 
parking was at capacity. How could we do this without increasing the size of our 
parking lot?  That would truly be a miracle.  
 
FYI, 153 is the total number of fish caught by the disciples in the sea of Galilee 
when the risen Christ instructed the exhausted fishermen who had caught 
nothing all night to cast their net one more time on the right side of the boat. 



 
As we go forward, each of us will likely reach a time when we are no longer able 
to drive to church. I am happy to announce today day, and in answer to a prayer 
Vestry Member, Kate Scott has accepted the mission of ride share coordinator for 
our parish. From here on out if you need a ride to church or to an appointment 
and cannot drive yourself, Kate will do her level best match you with parishioner 
willing to serve.  
 
As we extend through love for one another willingness to provide needed help, as 
we grow in appreciation for the truly unique and restorative worship surrounded 
by the forest’s splendor and invite friends and neighbors to come with us to 
church; as young families are attracted by the Holy Spirit to share in our woods, 
our worship and hospitality, then one day not far off we will park our vehicles to 
find two, three and four persons emerging from the majority of cars, 153 or more 
without straining our parking lot. 
That is the miracle of the parking lot. 
 
THE MIRACLE OF RECONCILIATION 
 
The third sign this week came Friday when our 36-year-old son, Austin came to 
visit and eat dinner with us at El Cazador in Oak Harbor. It had been well over a 
month since we had last seen him. He is a social worker who works with a team of 
doctors, nurses and nurse practitioners and social workers who were finding 
interpersonal difficulties in the team beginning to interfere with delivery of care. 
Austin is the youngest and most recent addition to this team. Even so, he took on 
the task of bringing the whole group together for a restorative justice healing 
Circle just the day before. 
 
My jaw dropped to the floor in wonder and I told him we had experienced a 
similar healing circle last Saturday at church. For seventy-two years I had lived not 
knowing what a healing circle was, and now in the same week Jan and I and our 
Son had all taken part in two of them. What an awesome “Co-inky-dinky” The 
miracle here is not that well intentioned people can get tangled and lost in 
conflict, the miracle is that reconciliation is a work worth doing that frees us all to 
do the things God has intended for us to do.  
 
 



 
THE MIRACLE OF THE SEASONS 
 
Honestly, I didn’t expect any more signs before Sunday, but Saturday morning 
there it was:  
 
Joan’s thought for the day about why we read and rely on Hebrew scripture and 
not just our New(est) Covenant. 
She used the example the ninth chapter of Genesis and the rainbow as a sign of 
god’s grace. I have long wanted a sign outside our church to read, “We are a 
Rainbow Covenant Church.” 
 

God said ‘This is the sign of the covenant which I establish between myself and 
every living creature with you, to endless generations:  
My bow I set the cloud, sign of the covenant between myself and earth. When I 
cloud the sky over the earth the bow shall be seen in the cloud. 
Then will I remember the covenant which I have made between myself and you 
and living things of every kind.’ 
 
Wow, a covenant not just for the Chosen people of Israel, not just for the 
Christian believers of the New Covenant and not just between God and human 
beings, but a covenant “between God and living things of every kind.” 
 
That’s some covenant, We Episcopalians like to focus on the part of the Genesis 
where God creates the world and declares it good. We tend to gloss over the 
Sixth chapter of Genesis where we have really ticked God off. 
 

Genesis 6:5 
When the Lord saw that man had done much evil on earth and his inclinations 
were always towards violence, he was sorry that he had made man. He said, ‘This 
race of men whom I have created, I will wipe them off the face of the earth – man 
and beast, reptiles and birds. I am sorry that I ever made them.’  
 
We should remember all the many seasons of our relationship, and lack of 
relationship with God, seasons of birth and baptism, seasons of shame and 
repentance, seasons of reconciliation and transformation and seasons of 
inspiration and fruitfulness – they are all represented in our church year, and the 



Altar Guild does a marvelous job of reminding us with the changing colors of the 
Altar. 
 
The Alder Guild are also mindful of the changing seasons and colors of the leaves. 
These are a miracle in their own right straight from the maker’s hand. 
 

The words the Apostle John heard from the mouth of Jesus made a life long 
impression on him and he was careful to share them with us. But none made a 
greater impression that those in today’s Gospel. 
 
“I give you a new commandment, that you love one another. Just as I have loved you, 
you also should love one another. By this everyone will know that you are my 
disciples, if you have love for one another." 
 
Writing in the 4th Century St. Jerome's recounted a renown tradition concerning 
John in his Commentary on Galatians, 6:10: 
 
“The blessed John the Evangelist lived in Ephesus until extreme old age. His 
disciples could barely carry him to church and he could not muster the voice to 
speak many words. During individual gatherings he usually said nothing but, 
"Little children, love one another." The disciples and brothers in attendance, 
annoyed because they always heard the same words, finally said, "Teacher, why 
do you always say this?" He replied with a line worthy of John: "Because it is the 
Lord's commandment and if it alone is kept, it is enough." 

 

Is there really any greater miracle. 


