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“O wonderful, wonderful, and most wonderful wonderful!” 

Reading and sermon preached by Reverend Carolyn Patierno 

May 21, 2017 

 

 

From Freeing the Creative Spirit  By Adriana Diaz   

 

 

One day, after a drawing exercise, one of my students said in 

amazement, “Every time I draw something I fall in love!”  I wasn’t surprised 

to hear this, because I know that when we wake up to the world around 

us in full form, with vivid colors, lines, and shapes, we become filled with 

awe and wonder.  It is easy to fall in love with the things we’ve walked 

past so many times, because we realize that the world is offering itself to 

us like a lover longing for our embrace and recognition.  Receiving the 

universe in all its diversity allows us a new self-appreciation, and coming to 

a level of self-acceptance and self-love prepares us to love the world in 

return.  When this awareness lives at our core, celebration becomes a 

way of life.   

  

 

 

After the longest and strangest of winters, the wheel turns.  We come out 

of our cave and sit in what we are convinced is the new season:  spring.  It 

is Easter Sunday.  The morning was filled with the old theme:  hope reborn. 

 

Dare we hope here in the southern most parts of New England, dare we 

hope that spring will hold? 

 

(Of course, it did not.  We know that now.  But that’s a metaphor for 

another day.) 

 

I see the outside with fresh eyes.  Did we really leave the beach bag 

hanging on the old, rusty hook all the way from last summer?  I remember 

that the handle had broken late in the summer … too late to bother with 

a new one.  So there it hangs by a thread, looking pretty spent, way past 

last summer’s last call.   

 

As I sit outside enjoying the company of loved ones, I notice a little bird 

flying back and forth under cover of the aluminum awning.   

 

“I wonder if that bird is building a nest.”   



 2 

 

“Don’t worry about it.” says Kate.  “So what if she is?” 

 

I don’t pay the bird any more mind …  

 

… until sure enough, one day I see that bird light on the tippy edge of that 

forlorn beach bag.   

 

Insert slide here 

 

I peek into the bag from inside the window and look down inside to see a 

cozy sight:  a beach towel (my favorite beach towel, in fact) and the old 

red tablecloth that we’ve used as a beach schemata for a few summers 

gone by.  And sure enough, nestled in all of this coziness is a nest. 

 

And sure enough, a few mornings later, Kate hears the tiny chirps of tiny, 

new birds.   Because Kate is a bird nerd, bird books are readily available 

for quick reference.  Our new neighbors are Chipping Sparrows.   

 

Insert slide here 

 

And chirp they do!  Oh the delight!  Oh the joy!  Oh the wonder! 

 

“O wonderful, wonderful and most wonderful, wonderful and yet again 

wonderful and after that out of all hooping!” says Celia in Shakespeare’s 

comedy, As You Like It.   

 

And in the reading I learn that the word “wonderful” as used by 

Shakespeare has a stronger meaning than does the word carry in modern 

English.  As used in the 16th century, “wonderful” was akin to “miraculous.” 

 

Is the Chipping Sparrow “miraculous?”  Remember years ago All Souls 

intern minister, Rebecca Bryan, preached a sermon on miracles?  

Remember she framed a miracle as a “change in perception?”    

 

It is miracle enough! The Chipping Sparrow built a nest in a precariously 

hanging beach bag … laid eggs that hatched teeny tiny Chipping 

Sparrows sitting way down in the bottom of the beach bag.  

 

Oh Lord – Kate and I worry – how will those Chipping Sparrows make their 

way out of the bag? 
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“Do we need to worry about this?” I wonder. 

 

No.  We can just rest in the wonder of this small miracle, taking place right 

outside our window.  We can feel our hearts take flight every time we 

hear birdsong from deep within the bag’s hollow.  

 

“Wonder is the lynchpin behind inspiration and inquiry.” (Taped interview, 

link below) 

 

So claims Jesse Prinz, a neurophilosopher and culturalist.  Prinz believes 

that wonder – typically neglected in our consideration – is the most 

important emotion.  He points to three essential dimensions of wonder:   

 

Sensory:      things that engage our senses;  

Cognitive:  things that are perplexing because we cannot rely on past   

                    experience to understand them;   

Spiritual:      looking upwards in veneration.   

 

Wonder is the emotion that unifies science, art, and religion.  Prinz believes 

that without wonder, it’s not likely that humans would pursue any of these 

fields.  Each “engages our senses, elicits curiosity and instills reverence.”   

 

Prinz points out that Descartes claimed that wonder is innate in humans 

and called it our most fundamental emotion.  But wonder alone is not 

enough to sustain scientific inquiry, create the masterpiece, or craft origin 

myths.   He says, “In science, that invisible order might include 

microorganisms and invisible laws of nature.  In religion, we find 

supernatural powers and divine agents.  Artists invent new ways of seeing 

that give us a fresh perspective on the world we inhabit.”   

 

So it was with the art student who claims that every time they draw 

something – presumably everyday objects – they fall in love.  So it is with 

those who see the world with fresh eyes.  

 

Would that each of us could see the world anew each day, in its full form, 

with its vivid colors, lines and shapes.  Because it is easy to fall in love with 

the things we pass by and take for granted every day – perhaps just as 

much as the things that surprise us – like a Chirping Sparrow in a forgotten 

beach bag.   

 

Can you imagine the world calling to you like a lover, longing for your 

embrace and recognition?  What would today be like for you if you 
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received the universe in all its diversity with a huge sense of wonder?  

What would it be like to hold wonder at the center of your core, making 

celebration a way of life, in spite of everything?  Because if we do not 

keep our hearts open to notice that which we do not understand or know, 

somehow all of life becomes flat.   

 

Who wants a flat life? 

 

Prinz says that,  

 

[Wonder] is the accidental impetus behind our greatest 

achievements.  Art, science and religion are inventions for feeding 

the appetite that wonder excites in us.  They also become sources 

of wonder in their own right, generating epicycles of boundless 

creativity and enduring inquiry.  Each of these institutions allows us 

to transcend our animality by transporting us to hidden worlds.  In 

harvesting the fruits of wonder, we came into our own as a species. 

 

 

This stuff is cool.  But you don’t have to be a neurophilosopher to 

understand or appreciate wonder.  You’ll know it when you’re in the lab; 

or in the studio or here in Unity Hall.  You’ll know it when you’re in the 

woods or on the beach or standing anywhere when the suns rises or the 

sun sets.   

 

It’s that feeling of awe and curiosity that inspires you to learn more or 

investigate more or to sit quietly to take in the beauty.  Or perhaps marvel 

at the mystery and the miracle.   

 

Wonder: a pathway to joy.   

 

“O wonderful, wonderful and most wonderful, wonderful and yet again 

wonderful and after that out of all hooping!”   

 

Go out and fall in love with the day and all that it will bring.   

 

Amen.   

 

 

 

Jesse Prinz on wonder:   https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=b6SJIxkLOh8 
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