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Lighting of Chalice 
 

We do not receive wisdom, 
we must discover it for ourselves, 
after a journey through the wilderness, 
which no one else can make for us, 
which no one can spare us; 
for our wisdom is the point of view 
from which we come at last to regard the world.  
        (Marcel Proust) 

 
Reading 
 
Scholar of world religions Joseph Campbell says there are three main components in the 
“hero’s journey,” a journey each person is invited or compelled to undertake at various 
times during a life.  

 
1) Departure – you leave your known world that has been turned upside down, or 

that you have outgrown and which has become stale to you. 
 
2) Initiation – you penetrate to some interior source of power and energy.  
 
3) Return – you make your way back to the world with new energy and insight. 
 

These three components of the “hero’s journey” correspond in the Christian liturgical 
year to:  
 
 1) Ash Wednesday and Lent – the Departure;  
 
 2) Good Friday and Easter – the Initiation; 
 
 3) Pentecost – the Return to the world with your treasure. 

 
Following this Christian liturgical calendar on this Sunday prior to Good Friday/Easter, 
we are nearing the culminating point of the first two parts of this hero’s journey. The 
Departure on this journey took place a number of days ago – Ash Wednesday was March 
the 1st – and now we are about to undergo the Initiation, the Crucifixion, which will usher 
in the Resurrection. 
 



Robert Frost’s “Directive” 
 
There’s a late-life poem of Robert Frost that also tracks with these first two components 
of this archetypal hero’s journey, and this is what I’d like share with you this morning.  
 
The poem is titled “Directive.” And though this poem is not as well-known, or as much 
anthologized, or as readily understood as many of Frost’s other more popular poems, to 
my mind, this poem takes us to places none of his other poems venture or reach. 
 
“Directive” was written in Frost’s life around his 70th year, at a time when he both needed 
and underwent a process of renewal.  
 
By Frost’s 70th year he had achieved great recognition as a poet – something he had 
sought. 
 
He had also come through a great deal of personal difficulty: poverty, depression – that of 
his own, as well of friends and children.  
 
He had witnessed the death of four of his six children, two in childhood, two as adults; 
his daughter, Marjorie, dying shortly after giving birth; his son, Carol, taking his life by 
his own hand. 
 
His wife, Elinor, his life’s partner from their high school years, had also died by this time. 
 
Additionally, one of his two remaining children was emotionally very unstable and 
required a lot of care. 

 
This poem, then, was written in the context of one who knows the anguish of the broken 
heart and the dryness of the thirsty soul.  
 
I invite you, now, to follow along with the printed words, which Sandy will bring up on 
the screen in the slides, as I read Robert Frost’s “Directive.”  

 
Directive 
 

Back out of all this now too much for us, 
Back in a time made simple by the loss 
Of detail, burned, dissolved, and broken off 
Like the graveyard marble sculpture in the weather, 
There is a house that is no more a house 
Upon a farm that is no more a farm 
And in a town that is no more a town. [slide #1] 
 
The road there, if you’ll let a guide direct you 
Who only has at heart your getting lost, 
May seem as if it should have been a quarry – 



Great monolithic knees the former town 
Long since gave up pretense of keeping covered. 
And there’s a story in a book about it: 
Besides the wear of iron wagon wheels 
The ledges show lines ruled southeast northwest, 
The chisel work of an enormous Glacier 
That braced his feet against the Arctic Pole. [slide #2] 
 
You must not mind a certain coolness from him 
Still said to haunt this side of Panther Mountain. 
Nor need you mind the serial ordeal 
Of being watched from forty cellar holes 
As if by eye pairs out of forty firkins. [slide #3] 
 
As for the woods’ excitement over you 
That sends light rustle rushes to their leaves, 
Charge that to upstart inexperience. 
Where were they all not twenty years ago? 
They think too much of having shaded out 
A few old pecker-fretted apple trees. [slide #4] 
 
Make yourself up a cheering song of how 
Someone’s road home from work this once was, 
Who may be just ahead of you on foot 
Or creaking with a buggy load of grain. [slide #5] 
 
The height of the adventure is the height 
Of country where two village cultures faded 
Into each other. Both of them are lost. [slide #6] 
 
And if you’re lost enough to find yourself 
By now, pull in your ladder road behind you 
And put a sign up CLOSED to all but me. [slide #7] 
 
Then make yourself at home. The only field 
Now left’s no bigger than a harness gall. [slide #8] 
 
First there’s the children’s house of make believe, 
Some shattered dishes underneath a pine, 
The playthings in the playhouse of the children. 
Weep for what little things could make them glad. 
Then for the house that is no more a house, 
But only a belilaced cellar hole, 
Now slowly closing like a dent in dough. 
This was no playhouse but a house in earnest. [slide #9] 
 



Your destination and your destiny’s 
A brook that was the water of the house, 
Cold as a spring as yet so near its source, 
Too lofty and original to rage. 
(We know the valley streams that when aroused 
Will leave their tatters hung on barb and thorn.) [slide #10] 
 
I have kept hidden in the instep arch 
Of an old cedar at the waterside 
A broken drinking goblet like the Grail 
Under a spell so the wrong ones can’t find it, 
So can’t get saved, as Saint Mark says they mustn’t. 
(I stole the goblet from the children’s playhouse.) 
Here are your waters and your watering place. 
Drink and be whole again beyond confusion. [slide #11] 
 

SERMON: “Journey of Renewal with Robert Frost as Guide” 
 
Dryness and Depression  

 
Naturally and inevitably a life goes dry: 

 
- whether from following the same routine, day after day, until all the moisture has 

been wrung out of a given way of life; 
 
- or from having too much come at us … too much, too fast … so that the soul, the 

essential self, can’t keep pace – dehydration from over-exertion, from over-busyness; 
 
- or from being buffeted by difficult and unforeseen events of life: the death of loved 

ones; accident, illness, injury; breakup of a relationship or family; collapse of a business 
or a job; failure to achieve; loss of a dream; shattering of a religious philosophy.  

 
In these ways and others a life goes dry, and the question is: where can water be found … 
and how can I drink of it? 
 
A theory on dryness and depression  

 
I have a theory about the relationship of dryness and depression. I’m not talking here 
about clinical depression, but ordinary, everyday depression – though the two, clinical 
and ordinary depression, may sometimes slide into each another and be causally 
connected.  
 
But dryness and depression are related. I think that is clear enough. The question is: how 
are they related? 

 



You may know how it is to be depressed: you can’t move; the body won’t budge. 
Someone says, “You gotta snap out of it,” and you can’t even roll your eyes to protest.  
The regular tank has run dry and so has the reserve tank. 

 
Such depression is commonly regarded as the cause of the spiritual dryness that we feel.  
 
And it’s true: I believe one can get to the point where the depression itself is a problem 
and has to be treated.   
 
But, in general, so my theory goes, it’s not the depression that causes the dryness; rather, 
it’s the other way around, namely, spiritual dryness is what brings about depression. 

   
And here’s the really interesting thing about this theory: the dryness brings about the 
depression not to buffet us, but to heal us!   
 
The depression comes to get us to slow down, to reflect on what we’re doing and where 
we’re going; and to turn us inward where we might find water to slake our spiritual thirst. 
 
An analogy in nature regarding depression 
 
We have an analogy in nature, namely, a depression in the land – a place where the land 
is lower than the surrounding area.  
 
This, of course, is where the water accumulates.  
 
So, too, by going down, by seeking the low place, by depressing, we can find sources of 
renewal for our lives. 
 
This poem before us this morning, “Directive,” is a journey into such a “depression.”  
 
It’s a stepping back and a retreat from a life that has gone dry; it’s a turning around, a 
going backward, downward, and inward with the aim and hope of finding a source of 
water to quench the dryness of the soul. 
 
Our poem divides into three main parts: 
 
 1) First, a short introduction that lets us know what we have to leave and where we 
have to go; 
 
 2) Secondly, a little map of the road to get us to where we need to go; 
 
 3) And, thirdly, the work itself in the place that we need to be. 
 
So, we’re going to go through the slides of the poem again, as in the reading. And a 
program note, namely, that for the remainder of the sermon I will be in my little Zoom 



box to the side, with the words of the poem available for you to read as I take us through 
its content. [Sandy, could you, please, bring up the first slide] 

 
Stepping back 
  
The poem begins with a line to which some attention should be paid: “Back out of all this 
now too much for us…” 
 
There are at least two ways that this could be read: one in which a person is backed out or 
forced out of a situation because it’s all too much. In this reading, one is not intentionally 
backing out, but is pushed back, knocked back, thrown back. 
 
Or, this line could be read as the beginning of a directive … so that the poem, as the title 
indicates, is a “directive” right from the start, the command to: “Back out of all this now 
too much for us” – in other words, an active, intentional stepping back. 
 
And Frost must certainly be hearing the opening lines of a famous sonnet by one of his 
own favorite poets, William Wordsworth, who wrote: 
 
 The world is too much with us; late and soon, 
 Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers; 
 Little we see in Nature that is ours; 
 We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon!… 
       …we are out of tune.” 
 
But whether forced back or deliberately stepping back, or maybe a combination of the 
two, there are times in a life when this is precisely what one must do – what the soul must 
do if it will be saved, if it will find renewal. One needs to step back and leave this world 
that has grown stale, or this world that is “all now too much for us.” 
 
Step back, re-treat, turn around, repent, retrace your steps – the Kingdom of God, the 
wholeness you seek, is no longer in the direction you have been going. It’s in a different 
direction. 
 
And it’s not in a place of light or loveliness or excitement; it’s not at the popular watering 
hole. And it’s backward not forward; it’s a return to the place where your life began; it’s 
a sorting through the debris of the life you have lived. Our journey toward renewal and 
wholeness is, as the poet says: 
 
 “Back in a time made simple by the loss 
 Of detail, burned, dissolved, and broken off 
 Like the graveyard marble sculpture in the weather…” 
 
And there you will find: 
 

“… a house that is no more a house 



Upon a farm that is no more a farm 
And in a town that is no more a town.” 

 
This is where we are going on this journey, says the poet, to a time “made simple,” … 
but, really, not simple at all. Because where we are going on this journey of renewal is 
exceedingly complex, and it will be difficult and even painful. But we are already in 
difficulty, and we are already in pain, and our souls are dry as dust; so this is a journey it 
would be well for us to undertake.  [Sandy, could we have the next slide, please] 
 
The journey itself 
 
What can we say about the road to this place where we are called to go? 
 
 Well, it would appear that this road has not been very well maintained – “a road not 
taken” very recently, you might say. 
 
The road, says the poet, is actually more like an abandoned quarry … where you get what 
minerals you can out of a place and leave it in a devastated state with columns of slag and 
with rough, untended, unmarked gravel roads going every which way, and stones and 
bumps in the road that are like uncovered stone knees sticking up – “monolithic knees,” 
says the poet. 
 
Have there been years of your life that you have just ripped through, getting what you 
could get out of them and leaving the area like a quarried wasteland? Are there cities 
where you lived, or jobs that you held, or relationships that you were part of, where you 
just blew in and blew out, and cared less about the condition you left them in? 
 
Our journey takes us through these areas of devastation, asks us to visit some places we 
haven’t visited in awhile, forces us to look at some things in our life that might not be so 
pretty. 
 
And what about our guide on this journey, of whom it is said, he “only has at heart your 
getting lost”?  
 
Might this be one of those trickster guides? It would appear he’s not going to try to save 
us from confusion; on the contrary, he’s going to see if he can make us more confused. 
 
But don’t I remember a great spiritual teacher once saying that “the one who would find 
his or her life must lose it?”* 
 
Moving on, we find that the terrain through which this so-called road leads shows the 
effects of an enormous glacier. You can see the lines of the glacier’s work, how it 
chiseled stone hills smooth, and left piles both right and left, a glacier that “braced his 
feet against the Arctic Pole.” 
 



It would seem we are being related here to ancient, powerful forces of nature that have 
been at work long before we came on the scene. Thus, our soul is getting re-acquainted 
with primeval, evolutionary powers that have forged its very being. [Sandy, next slide, 
please] 
 
Are you starting to get a feel for this journey? If you are, then: 
 
 “You must not mind a certain coolness from him [the glacier] 
 Still said to haunt this side of Panther Mountain. 
 Nor need you mind the serial ordeal 
 Of being watched from forty cellar holes 
 As if by eye pairs out of forty firkins.” 
 
(Firkins are wooden barrels or tubs used for butter, lard or pickles, and some firkins have 
a hole in them by which they can be hung up on a hook or peg, holes from which wild 
animals might watch you.)  [Sandy, next slide] 
 
 “As for the woods’ excitement over you 
 That sends light rustle rushes to their leaves, 
 Charge that to upstart inexperience. 
 Where were they all not twenty years ago? 
 They think too much of having shaded out 
 A few old pecker-fretted apple trees.” 
 
So it may be that our guide is sensing that we are a bit uneasy on this journey through this 
unremembered and rugged terrain.  
 
But, perhaps, our guide is more compassionate than we might have first thought, and so 
he seeks to reassure us. 
 
And also, perhaps, when we have the courage to enter upon this journey, there are little 
unforeseen helpers that join us on our way: elves and gnomes and wood sprites and 
wizards and hermits and fairy god-mothers – our myths and fairy tales speak to us of such 
little creatures. They been waiting for you in this wilderness of your soul, just hoping you 
would come this way. They’re happy you’re finally taking this journey; they want to 
assist you. And so our guide, in effect, says: 
 
“Don’t get too concerned about these things that might startle you, or frighten you, or 
threaten to turn you back on this journey. It’s true your soul might feel a certain coolness 
here, but don’t worry about that, it’s normal; it’s related to glacial movements from long, 
long ago. Nor be put off by these wild creatures, these creatures watching you from cellar 
holes of abandoned buildings alongside the road.” 

 
Are these the eyes, both within and without, that you feel are always watching you? – all 
the do’s and don’ts of a lifetime, all the messages and prescriptions and conventions that 



are in some way necessary to live in a society and yet which distract you from the 
journey of your own soul?   
 
This is like a serial ordeal, a succession of trials, meant to test your soul’s virtue and 
desire, just like King Arthur’s knights in quest of the Holy Grail. 
 
“But you can make it through,” says our guide. “They will not harm you if you have 
purity of heart, humility of spirit, and discipline of will. And as for the wind rustling the 
leaves of recently-grown trees that overshadow an old orchard, it’s true the wind might 
send a little shiver up your spine. Or, on the other hand, maybe, since you have already 
come through certain trials, you might be getting a little too excited, or maybe even a 
little proud or over-confident. Let’s charge all of this to your inexperience. These trees, 
after all, weren’t here just twenty years ago. So don’t let your soul be proud like they are. 
Just stick with your journey.” [Sandy, next slide] 
 
“And, perhaps, to steady yourself, it would help if you were to:  
 
 “Make yourself up a cheering song of how 
 Someone’s road home from work this once was, 
 Who may be just ahead of you on foot 
 Or creaking with a buggy load of grain.” 
 
“You see, you’re not the only person who has come this way. Others, many others, many 
pilgrims have made this pilgrimage before you – some on foot, and some with heavy, 
heavy loads. You are not alone; others have traveled this same, rough, dangerous, 
exhilarating road; and they have made it home. And you can, too.” [Next slide, Sandy] 
 
Now…  

  
“The height of the adventure is the height 
Of country where two village cultures faded 
Into each other.” 
 

Have we, perhaps, come in our journey to places of success and achievement – high 
places in our life, places of glory, culture, beauty, and unity; perhaps, places of previous 
revelation? How we should like to warm ourselves again by those fires! 
 
“But, alas,” says our poet-guide, “you cannot. This journey into our past is not a journey 
of nostalgia. All of that is lost and gone now, the glory departed, the energy dissipated.” 
 
And what a discovery that is for the soul! … to find that it cannot repeat or reproduce the 
past or live on its energy. What a discovery to learn that a new dispensation is now 
needed! 
 
The soul has come to a crisis place, a crossroads. And what to do? [Sandy, next slide, 
please] 



 
“Well,” says our guide:  
 

“…if you’re lost enough to find yourself 
By now, pull in your ladder road behind you 
And put a sign up CLOSED to all but me.” 

 
Has the poet here climbed a tree into a children’s tree-house that overlooks the area, 
pulling in the ladder rope behind him and putting up a sign “CLOSED”? 
 
Whether or not that is the case, the poet is saying, “Pilgrim, you who would be renewed, 
leave everything behind you, shut out all distractions and enter the most secret, sacred 
precinct of your soul, the innermost place, the Holy of Holies, which no one else knows 
about and which you must now discover or re-discover.” 
 
The holy place 
 
“This,” says our poet-guide, “is the place where you need to be; this is the place where 
the work of renewal can occur. This is the place of surrender, of letting go of what was 
and will never be again, of admitting that you now know nothing, and that you cannot 
make it on what you were or thought you were; you cannot make it on what you knew or 
thought you knew. 
 
“You are lost, you do not know the way” – “We admitted we were powerless, that our 
lives had become unmanageable” – the paradoxical first step, as the twelve-step programs 
know, toward finding your way. [Sandy, next slide] 
 
“And now,” says our poet-guide, perhaps with a certain irony, 
 

“…make yourself at home.” 
 
“You are where you need to be, so look around, try to familiarize yourself with this 
landscape of your soul.” 
   
          “The only field 
 Now left’s no bigger than a harness gall.” 
 
A gall is a worn or irritated place on the skin. It is also, interestingly, a barren spot in a 
field where spring-water oozes up. And, thirdly, it is the bitter drink offered to the 
Crucified One on the cross.  
 
A “harness gall,” then, is a worn spot on the skin of a horse that has been rubbed sore by 
a harness or a loose saddle. 
 
In other words, the soul has come to a vexed or irritated place. 
 



And how strange that this place of vexation and irritation might also be the place of 
refreshment! 
 
Where the saltiest of our tears drop, there, paradoxically, a living spring bubbles up. 
[Next slide, please, Sandy] 
 
 “First there’s the children’s house of make believe, 
 Some shattered dishes underneath a pine, 
 The playthings in the playhouse of the children. 
 Weep for what little things could make them glad.” 
 
This is the parched soul returning to childhood, sorting through remnants of playthings, 
each one holding memories of hours spent with the imagination – the opening of a life to 
the dreams of the world. 
 
I think here of psychoanalyst Carl Jung at a spiritually difficult time in his life 
deliberately returning to a childhood game of making little waterworks by a lake. 
 
I think, as well, of a box of little trinkets and treasures I collected as a child: gems and 
stones and marbles, Cracker Jack Toys, rabbit’s feet – whole worlds contained in these 
little playthings from childhood. I still have that box of trinkets and treasures, which I 
periodically sort through. 
 
And I think of Robert Frost, with heart-rending memories, weeping not only for his own 
difficult childhood, but also for the childhood times of his own children, four of whom, as 
I said, have by now died. 
 
 “Weep for what little things could made them glad.” 
 
And now, says the poet, weep as well: 
 
 “…for the house that is no more a house, 
 But only a belilaced cellar hole, 
 Now slowly closing like a dent in dough. 
 This was no playhouse but a house in earnest.” 
 
In the other words, weep for the real houses and identities of our lives, the places of 
greatest intensity, the places where the soul was put through its paces in all its 
complicated complexities. 
 
Weep for all the worries and wounds that have cut up your soul so that its vitality has 
slowly collapsed upon itself like an abandoned house overgrown with lilacs or like a 
disappearing dent in bread dough. 
 
And what do you want with me, O discarded fragments of my soul? 
Why have you brought me to such a place of carnage and crucifixion? 



Have you brought me here only to torment me? 
Is it my grief and despair that you are after? [Next slide, Sandy] 
 
 “Your destination and your destiny’s 
 A brook that was the water of the house, 
 Cold as a spring as yet so near its source, 
 Too lofty and original to rage. 
 (We know the valley streams that when aroused 
 Will leave their tatters hung on barb and thorn.)” 
 
At the place of wounding there is also the balm, the source of our healing. 
 
In our story it’s a little brook that runs right of out a spring – cold, clear, and consistent in 
its flow, water for the dryness of our souls … water that, as the Book of Revelation says, 
is like “a pure river of water of life, clear as crystal, flowing out of the throne of God.” 
 
Here is where our soul’s journey has brought us – our destination and our destiny. 
 
We have returned to the original source of our life; we have returned to the original, 
living waters. They have not disappeared; they have not dried up! 
 
But can we drink from these waters? Will we be permitted or able to drink from these 
living waters? What will our poet-guide say? 
 
The broken cup 
 
There are those who say that Robert Frost is ultimately a cynic: that beneath his folksy, 
pastoral, avuncular, and witty persona there lies a dark, despairing, and cold man with an 
unrelentingly cynical view of reality. And there is a good bit of evidence to support this 
view. So will he allow us to drink?  [Sandy, final slide] 
 
 “I have kept hidden in the instep arch 
 Of an old cedar at the waterside 
 A broken drinking goblet like the Grail 
 Under a spell so the wrong ones can’t find it, 
 So can’t get saved, as Saint Mark says they mustn’t. 
 (I stole the goblet from the children’s playhouse.) 
 Here are your waters and your watering place. 
 Drink and be whole again beyond confusion.” 
 
Our poet-guide is no cynic, as least as I read this story (though some critics have 
disagreed). 
 
But what I see here is that having traversed dark, terror-ridden, and broken places in his 
own life, he has still found life to be of worth and value – an “invincible summer in the 
midst of winter,” as Albert Camus famously said. 



 
And, having taken this journey himself, he knows how to guide others through 
treacherous landscape so that they might also come to a spring of living water and drink 
freely and fully. 
 
Please note that the cup or goblet with which we drink this living water is a child’s cup – 
“Unless you become as a child, you cannot enter the Kingdom.” 
 
And, yet, this child’s cup must be, as it were, stolen from childhood. Some cleverness, 
savvy, or magic is involved to get back to this place. You can’t just walk up with your 
accomplished adult life and demand to be served this living water. 
 
And this sacrament of drinking will be a humble affair, for note again that the cup is a 
broken cup, as the cup of our life is broken. 
 
And yet, though broken, it is as serviceable as the Grail cup itself – that magical, 
mythological vessel originally used at the Last Supper at the institution of the Eucharist. 
 
And the one who drinks from this broken cup, as with the original Grail cup, is in 
communion with the eternal source of divine energy, the source of one’s own inmost life. 
For this broken cup is not the common cup; rather, it is your Grail cup, the cup of your 
salvation and renewal. 
 
Furthermore, not everyone is in a position to drink from this cup. Indeed, how often have 
you yourself refused the call, been too ignorant or arrogant or frightened or distracted to 
listen to the call and so to make the required journey into the night? 
 
To be able to drink from this cup requires the kind of difficult journey the soul has just 
gone through. It requires sincerity, surrender, sorrow, and sagacity. 
 
And, then, meeting all these requirements, one may be in a position to be renewed or 
saved … but not through any skill of the ego, but only by grace … that is to say, by 
energy and power greater than your ego, whether that energy and power is understood as 
within or without, or as both within and without. For it is precisely in the willingness to 
become lost that the place of living water can be found. 
 
And yet – and yet – it is a place that can be known to you. As a matter of fact, it is a place 
just for you! 
 
 “Here are your waters and your watering place.” 
 
Your spring, your well, your fountain. 
 
Dip the broken cup of your life into its cool, crystalline waters. 
 
Fill the cup until it is full to overflowing.  



 
And then drink … drink deeply … drink to the renewal and salvation of your soul … 
drink ye all of it. 
 
 “Drink and be whole again beyond confusion.” 
 
Closing Words 

 
Have you got a Brook in your little heart, 
Where bashful flowers blow, 
And blushing birds go down to drink, 
And shadows tremble so – 
 
And nobody knows, so still it flows, 
That any brook is there, 
And yet your little draught of life 
Is daily drunken there – 
 (Emily Dickinson, from poem #136, The Complete Poems of Emily Dickinson, ed., Thomas H. Johnson) 

 
Extinguishing the Chalice  
 
 We extinguish this flame, 

But not the Light of Truth, 
The Warmth of Community, 
The Fire of Commitment, 
Or the Power of Transformation; 
These we carry in our hearts 
Until we are together again. 
 

* In “Directive” Frost refers directly to one biblical passage, but there are also a number 
of other biblical passages that echo in the poem. Here are the ones I hear, listed in the 
order I find them: 
 

Matthew, 4:17: Repent, for the kingdom of heaven is at hand. 
 
Mark 8:34-35: Jesus called the people and his disciples to him and said, “If anyone 

wants to be a follower of mine, let him renounce himself and take up his cross and follow 
me. For anyone who wants to save his life will lose it; but anyone who loses his life for 
my sake, and for the sake of the gospel, will save it.”  

 
Mark 10:13-15: People were bringing children to Jesus, for him to touch them.  But 

the disciples scolded them for it.  But when Jesus saw this he was indignant, and said to 
the disciples, “Let the little children come to me; do not try to stop them; for to such 
belongs the Kingdom of God.  Truly, I say to you, whoever does not receive the 
Kingdom of God like a child will never enter it.”  

 
Revelation 22:1: Then the angel showed me a pure river of water of life, clear as 



crystal, flowing out of the throne of God.  
  

Psalm 51:17: A broken and contrite heart, O God, thou wilt not despise. 
  

Mark 4:11-12: (This is the passage directly referred to in the poem.): When Jesus 
was alone, the Twelve disciples, together with the others who formed his company, asked 
what the parables meant.  Jesus told them, “The secret of the Kingdom of God is given to 
you, but to those who are outside everything comes in parables, so that they may see and 
see again, but not perceive; may hear and hear again, but not understand; otherwise they 
might be converted and forgiven.”  

 
Matthew 26:27-28: And Jesus took the cup, and gave thanks, and gave it to the 

disciples, saying, “Drink ye all of it; For this is my blood of the new testament, which is 
poured out for many for the forgiveness of sins.”  

 
John 4:13-14: Jesus said, “Everyone who drinks this water will be thirsty again, but 

whoever drinks the water that I shall give will never thirst; the water I shall give will be 
an inner spring always welling up for eternal life.”  

 
(NOTE: This is a manuscript version of the live-Zoom sermon given by the Rev. Bruce 
A. Bode at the Olympic Unitarian Universalist Fellowship of Sequim/Port Angeles, WA 
on April 10, 2022. Rev. Bode retired as senior minister of the Quimper Unitarian 
Universalist Fellowship in Port Townsend, WA in June 2018, and is now minister 
emeritus.) 


