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“I came that you would have life and have it abundantly.  I came that my joy would be 

in you and that your joy would be complete.”  --Jesus of Nazareth 
 
 

 “Earth's crammed with heaven,  
And every common bush afire with God,  
But only he who sees takes off his shoes; 
The rest sit round and pluck blackberries.” 
― Elizabeth Barrett Browning 

 
Three quotes by Wendell Berry: 
 
“There are no unsacred places;    
there are only sacred places    
and desecrated places.”    
 
   “Healing is impossible in loneliness; it is the opposite of loneliness.  To be healed we 

must come with all the other creatures to the feast of creation.”    
 
“There is a kind of idealism that seems to be native to farming. Farmers begin every 
year with a vision of perfection. And every year, in the course of the seasons and the 
work, this vision is relentlessly whittled down to a real result–by human frailty and 
fallibility, by the mortality of creatures, by pests and diseases, by the weather. The 
crop year is a long struggle, ended invariably not by the desired perfection but by the 
need to accept something less than perfection as the best that could be done.” 

  
 
“For Christians, the beginning of the day should not be burdened and haunted by the 
various kinds of concerns they face during the working day. The Lord stands above 
the new day, for God has made it…all restlessness, all impurity, all worry and anxiety 
flee before Him. Therefore, in the early morning hours of the day may our many 
thoughts and our many idle words be silent and may the first thought and the first 
word belong to the one to whom our whole life belongs.” – Dietrich Bonhoeffer 
 
 



no. X of The Sabbath Poems 
by Wendell Berry (1979) 
 
Whatever is foreseen in joy 
Must be lived out from day to day. 
Vision held open in the dark 
By our ten thousand days of work. 
Harvest will fill the barn; for that  
The hand must ache, the face must sweat. 
And yet no leaf or grain is filled 
By work of ours; the field is tilled 
And left to grace. That we may reap,  
Great work is done while we’re asleep. 
When we work well, a Sabbath mood 
Rests on our day, and finds it good. 
 
 
Moments of Joy 
By Denise Levertov 
 
A scholar takes a room on the next street, 
the better to concentrate on his unending work, his word, 
his world. His grown children 
feel bereft. He comes and goes while they sleep. 
But at times it happens a son or daughter 
wakes in the dark and finds him sitting 
at the foot of the bed 
in the old rocker: sleepless 
in his old coat, gazing 
into invisible distance, but clearly there to protect 
as he had always done. 
 
      The child springs up and flings 
arms about him, presses 
a cheek to his temple, taking him by surprise, 
and exclaims, 'Abba!' - the old, intimate name 
from the days of infancy. 
And the old scholar, the father, 
is deeply glad to be found. 
That's how it is, Lord, sometimes: 
You seek, and I find. 



 


