Scripture Reading:  John 1

The Word was first, 


The Word present to God,


God present to the Word.

The Word was God,


In readiness for God from day one.

Everything was created through him;


Nothing—not one thing!—


Came into being without him.

What came into existence was Life,


And the Life was Light to live by.

The Life-Light blazed out of the darkness;


The darkness couldn’t put it out.

The Word became flesh and blood,


And moved into the neighborhood.

We saw the glory with our own eyes,


The one-of-a-kind glory,


Like Father, like Son,

Generous inside and out,


True from start to finish.

Jazz Service Meditation

By Heather Kirk-Davidoff

In the beginning, John says, was the WORD…

That may sound absurd, like a pre-scientific assertion

Requiring the desertion of all that we know about how things unfold,

But before we scoff at this old, old story, listen… 

This is a story about something imbedded

Something that is headed somewhere,

Set in motion at the beginning of creation

When the Word--that which makes God known

Which makes God heard

The Word was from the beginning, already there

In each thing that was created, animating each nudging bud,

Each drop of rising sap

Each dividing cell

Each chirp or gurgle or croak

With a dream of something bigger

The Word, held within creation the way the towering oak

Lies within the acorn.

A dream, waiting to be born,

Waiting to be made flesh,

Waiting, wanting to move into the neighborhood.

This is a good story about God’s intention—

So pay attention!

Now, some hear WORD and they think PLAN

Some hear GOD and they think PLANNER.

So this story of the Word made flesh describes God’s plan

A plan for how the good

Will triumph over evil

A plan for how the light will shine

Through the grime of thoughtlessness and sin

And plan for how we might begin 

To live out God’s will, to follow God’s law

To sing God’s song

Some hear WORD and they think SCORE

With all the notes written and all the parts described

Even rests are marked…

But here’s the thing—

If this is a plan, sometimes I wonder

If this is a plan, clearly we have wandered

Or else this is no kind of plan.

There’s too much amiss, too much awry

Too many children die

Including those who just happened to be born

Nearby the baby Jesus

King Herod’s scorn for anything that might change his plan

Assured that their lives would be brief

Assured that right on the tail of joy 

Would be grief.

That’s the problem with plans

Those who aren’t fans, those who aren’t on board

Are pushed aside as the plan grinds forward

Plan-makers don’t stop for those who might get in the way

Because confused people, lost people, 

Those who are trapped in destitution

Are not important as the execution

Of the plan.

I want to propose a revolution

In the way we understand God’s intention

The way we know the Word which, as I mentioned,

Lies within all of creation, a dimension of life.

Maybe God orders the world not with a plan

An edict, a decree sent out from Ceasar Augustus

Maybe both God, and WE, are more free

To grow..to learn…to imagine…to play…

Maybe the Word is not God’s plan so much as God’s

IMPROVISATION

What! You yell, 

Are you saying God is just making it up as it goes along?

Then you might as well just declare that there is no song—

And no God to sing it.

That God is too flimsy to stand up to the wrong

That God is too whimsical to be trusted for long.

But those are the objections of those who don’t know jazz…

Because--to those who know it--I don’t have to mention

That Jazz has intention

It can chart a course, it can light a path

Without every note being written down

It travels not in a lock-step march

But in a rumba…

A way that dips and turns and seems to loose its way at times

Just because it is charting a course with a logic that is internal

And eternal

And evolving

And involving….

Jazz is creation that arising from nothing—

Creation ex nihilo, like God’s first Word in Genesis—

LET THERE BE LIGHT

And it was light, and it was good,

Not by bombing and blasting and clearing the way by destroying

All that might be annoying

That creation began with a WORD

Which is nothing but an idea perched atop a breath

And not even death can keep that Word in a tomb

Like JAZZ, this word makes ROOM

It finds the corners, the far-off rivers, the forgotten stable

This Word, like Jazz, is able

To make a way out of no way.

Just like the people who first played it—

People who, according to the rules of that day

Should have had nothing to say

They still sang out!

They made room for their story with their song!

So Jazz, my friends, is the way

To know that all is not wrong

Chaos does not reign, and darkness will not win

Because with Jazz we begin

To see how when we enter in

To the grove that God’s got going,

It’s a grove that we’re born knowing,

And it has place and space for us.

It’s not aimless—it claims us

And it when we listen even for a moment

We find an order, a way, a cause, a peace.

Do you want a piece of that Good News?

Your mind may not be there yet, but can you feel your body 

yearning to dance?  To take a chance?

To connect with the Divine Word, the one

Who’s coming we both celebrate and anticipate tonight?

Step in, if just for a moment.

Let your foot start to tap, let your body sway, and see if you can hear

In this old poetry

And these brand new grooves

What God has to say.
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