WORDS FROM OTHERS

DEPENDING ON GOD AND

Today you're invited to
reflect on words from others.

For the poetry what images
does it evoke for you? Does it
chime with specific parts of
the readings from the Fifth
Sunday of Easter? How does
it speak to you and your
journey of faith.

The words from others focus
on depending on God. Do
they resonate with you?

EACH OTHER

“Prayer is the natural
outgushing of a soul in
communion with Jesus. Just as
the leaf and the fruit will come
out of the vine-branch without
any conscious effort on the part
of the branch, but simply
because of its living union with
the stem, so prayer buds, and
blossoms, and fruits out of souls
abiding in Jesus.”

Charles Spurgeon

“Strength of my heart, I need
not fail,

Not mind to fear but to obey,
With such a Leader, who could
quail?

Thou art as Thou wert
yesterday.

Strength of my heart, I rest in
Thee,

Fulfil Thy purposes through
me.”

Amy Carmichael




Wade in the Water by Tracy K. Smith
for the Geechee Gullah Ring Shouters

One of the women greeted me.

I love you, she said. She didn't

Know me, but I believed her,

And a terrible new ache

Rolled over in my chest,

Like in a room where the drapes

Have been swept back. I love you,

I love you, as she continued

Down the hall past other strangers,

Each feeling pierced suddenly

By pillars of heavy light.

I love you, throughout

The performance, in every

Handclap, every stomp.

I love you in the rusted iron

Chains someone was made

To drag until love let them be

Unclasped and left empty

In the center of the ring.

I love you in the water

Where they pretended to wade,

Singing that old blood-deep song

That dragged us to those banks

And cast us in. I love you,

The angles of it scraping at

Each throat, shouldering past

The swirling dust motes

In those beams of light

That whatever we now knew

We could let ourselves feel, knew

To climb. O Woods—O Dogs—

0O Tree—0O Gun—O Girl, run—

O Miraculous Many Gone—

O Lord—O Lord—O Lord—

Is this love the trouble you promised?
"Wade in the Water" from Wade in the Water. Graywolf Press, 2018

I Had No Time to Hate by Emily Dickinson
I HAD no time to hate, because

The grave would hinder me,

And life was not so ample I

Could finish enmity.

Nor had I time to love; but since
Some industry must be,

The little toil of love, I thought,
Was large enough for me.




