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A LITT LE P RIMER on Sabbath
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Ash WEDNESDAY

BUT WHEN YOU GIVE 
ALMS, DO NOT LET 

YOUR LEF T HAND KNOW 
WHAT YOUR RIGHT 
HAND IS DOING...
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Wendell Berry 

Poet, essayist, farmer, and novelist Wendell Berry was born on August 5, 1934, in 
Newcastle, Kentucky. He attended the University of Kentucky at Lexington where he 
received a B.A. in English in 1956 and an M.A. in 1957. Berry 
is the author of more than thirty books of poetry, essays, and 
novels. He has taught at New York University and at the 
University of Kentucky. Among his honors and awards are 
fellowships from the Guggenheim and Rockefeller 
Foundations, a Lannan Foundation Award, and a grant from 
the National Endowment for the Arts. He married Tanya 
Amyx in 1957; they have two children. Wendell Berry lives on 
a farm in Port Royal, Kentucky. 

Ash Wednesday – Feb 22 

Sabbath Poem, 1994, VII

I would not have been a poet 
except that I have been in love 
alive in this mortal world, 
or an essayist except that I 
have been bewildered and afraid, 
or a storyteller had I not heard 
stories passing to me through the air, 
or a writer at all except 
I have been wakeful at night 
and words have come to me 
out of their deep caves, 
needing to be remembered. 
But on the days I am lucky  
or blessed, I am silent. 

I go into the one body 
that two make in making marriage 
that for all our trying, all 
our deaf-and-dumb of speech, 
has no tongue. Or I give myself 
to gravity, light, and air 
and am carried back 
to solitary work in fields 
and woods, where my hands 
rest upon a world unnamed, 
complete, unanswerable, and final 
as our daily bread and meat. 
The way of love leads all ways 
to life beyond words, silent 
and secret. To serve that triumph 
I have done all the rest. 
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FIRST SUNDAY of LENTT

THEN JESUS WAS LED UP 
BY THE SPIRIT INTO THE 

WILDERNESS... 
BY 



First Sunday of Lent – Feb 26 

Sabbath Poem, 1979, I 

I go among trees and sit still. 
All my stirring becomes quiet 
around me like circles on water. 
My tasks lie in their places 
where I left them, asleep like cattle. 

Then what is afraid of me comes 
and lives a while in my sight. 
What it fears in me leaves me, 
and the fear of me leaves it. 
It sings, and I hear its song. 

Then what I am afraid of comes. 
I live for a while in its sight. 
What I fear in it leaves it, 
and the fear of it leaves me. 
It sings, and I hear its song. 

After days of labor, 
mute in my consternations, 
I hear my song at last, 
and I sing it. As we sing, 
the day turns, the trees move. 
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SECOND SUNDAY of LENT
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FOR GOD SO LOVED THE WORLD...FO
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BONUS P RACTICE:



Second Sunday of Lent – March 5 

Sabbath Poem 1999, VII 

Again I resume the long 
lesson: how small a thing 
can be pleasing, how little 
in this hard world it takes 
to satisfy the mind 
and bring it to its rest. 

Within the ongoing havoc 
the woods this morning is 
almost unnaturally still. 
Through stalled air, unshadowed 
light, a few leaves fall 
of their own weight. 

The sky 
is gray. It begins in mist 
almost at the ground 
and rises forever. The trees 
rise in silence almost 
natural, but not quite, 
almost eternal, but  
not quite. 

What more did I 
think I wanted? Here is 
what has always been. 
Here is what will always 
be. Even in me, 
the Maker of all this  
returns in rest, even 
to the slightest of His works, 
a yellow leaf slowly 
falling, and is pleased. 
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THIRD SUNDAY OF LENT
WHERE DO YOU GET

THAT LIVING WATER?Scripture

Sabbath Poem
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Third Sunday of Lent – March 12 

Sabbath Poem 1985, V 

How long does it take to make the woods? 
As long as it takes to make the world. 
The woods is present as the world is, the presence 
of all its past, and of all its time to come. 
It is always finished, it is always being made, the act 
of its making forever greater than the act of its destruction. 
It is a part of eternity, for its end and beginning 
belong to the end and beginning of all things, 
the beginning lost in the end, the end in the beginning. 

What is the way to the woods, how do you go there? 
By climbing up through the six days’ field, 
kept in all the body’s years, the body’s 
sorrow, weariness, and joy. By passing through 
the narrow gate on the far side of that field 
where the pasture grass of the body’s life gives way 
to the high, original standing of the trees. 
By coming into the shadow, the shadow 
of the grace of the strait way’s ending, 
the shadow of the mercy of light. 

Why must the gate be narrow? 
Because you cannot pass beyond it burdened. 
To come in among these trees you must leave behind 
the six days’ world, all of it, all of its plans and hopes. 
You must come without weapon or tool, alone, 
expecting nothing, remembering nothing, 
into the ease of sight, the brotherhood of eye and leaf. 
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FOURTH SUNDAY of LENT
NOW IT WAS A SABBATH
DAY WHEN JESUS MADE

HE MUD AND OP ENED
HIS EYES.

DA
THE 

Scripture
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Fourth Sunday of Lent – March 19 

Sabbath Poem 1987, VI 

Remembering that it happened once,  
We cannot turn away the thought,  
As we go out, cold, to our barns  
Toward the long night’s end, that we  
Ourselves are living in the world  
It happened in when it first happened,  
That we ourselves, opening a stall  
(A latch thrown open countless times  
Before), might find them breathing there, 
Foreknown: the Child bedded in straw,  
The mother kneeling over Him,  
The husband standing in belief  
He scarcely can believe, in light  
That lights them from no source we see,  
An April morning’s light, the air  
Around them joyful as a choir.  
We stand with one hand on the door,  
Looking into another world  
That is this world, the pale daylight  
Coming just as before, our chores  
To do, the cattle all awake,  
Our own white frozen breath hanging  
In front of us; and we are here  
As we have never been before,  
Sighted as not before, our place  
Holy, although we knew it not. 
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FIF TH SUNDAY of LENT

JESUS SAID TO
THEM, “UNBIND HIM,

AND LET HIM GO!”
Scripture

Sabbath Poem
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Fifth Sunday of Lent – March 26 

Sabbath Poem 1980, I 

What hard travail God does in death! 
He strives in sleep, in our despair, 
And all flesh shudders underneath 
The nightmare of His sepulcher. 

The earth shakes, grinding its deep stone; 
All night the cold wind heaves and pries; 
Creation strains sinew and bone 
Against the dark door where He lies. 

The stem bent, pent in seed, grow straight 
And stands. Pain breaks in song. Surprising 
The merely dead, graves fill with light 
Like opened eyes. He rests in rising. 
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PALM SUNDAY

BLESSED IS THE ONE 
WHO COMES IN THE 
NAME OF THE LORD!”

“B

NA
Scripture

Sabbath Poem
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Palm Sunday – April 2 

Sabbath Poem 1986, I 

Slowly, slowly, they return 
To the small woodland let alone:  
Great trees, outspreading and upright, 
Apostles of the living light.  

Patient as stars, they build in air 
Tier after tier a timbered choir, 
Stout beams upholding weightless grace 
Of song, a blessing on this place.  

They stand in waiting all around,  
Uprisings of their native ground,  
Downcomings of the distant light; 
They are the advent they await.  

Receiving sun and giving shade, 
Their life’s a benefaction made, 
And is a benediction said 
Over the living and the dead.  

In fall their brightened leaves, released,  
Fly down the wind, and we are pleased  
To walk on radiance, amazed. 
O light come down to earth, be praised! 
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MAUNDY THURSDAY

THEN HE P OURED WATER 
INTO A BASIN AND BEGAN
TO WASH THE DISCIP LES’
FEET AND TO WIP E THEM 
WITH THE TOWEL THAT 
WAS TIED AROUND HIM.
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Maundy Thursday – April 6 

Sabbath Poem 2012, VIII 

Since, despite the stern demands 
of scientist and realist, we will always 
be supposing, let us suppose 
that Nature gave the world flowers 
and birdsong as a language, by which 
it might speak to discerning humans.  
And what must we say back? Not 
just thanks or praise, but acts 
of kindness bespeaking kinship 
with the creatures and with Nature, acts  
faithful as the woods that dwells in place 
time out of mind, self-denying 
as the parenthood of the birds, and like 
the flowers humble and beautiful. 
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GOOD FRIDAY
SO THEY TOOK JESUS; AND 
CARRYING THE CROSS BY 

HIMSELF, HE WENT OUT TO 
WHAT IS CALLED THE P LACE OF 
THE SKULL , WHICH IN HEBREW 

IS CALLED GOLGOTHA.
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Good Friday – April 7 

Sabbath Poem 1988, II 

It is the destruction of the world 
in our own lives 
that drives us half insane, and more than half. 
To destroy that which we were given 
in trust: how will we bear it?  
It is our own bodies that we give 
to be broken, our bodies  
existing before and after us  
in clod and cloud, worm and tree,  
that we, driving or driven, despise  
in our greed to live, our haste  
to die. To have lost, wantonly,  
the ancient forests, the vast grasslands  
in our madness, the presence  
in our very bodies of our grief. 
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EASTER SUNDAY
AF TER THE SABBATH, 

AS THE FIRST DAY 
OF THE WEEK WAS 

DAWNING, MARY 
MAGDALENE AND THE 

OTHER MARY WENT 
TO SEE THE TOMB.

M

Scripture

Sabbath Poems
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OBSERVE T HE SABBAT H DAY, 
AND K EEP IT HOLY.



Easter Sunday – April 9 

Sabbath Poem 2003, IV 

The little stream sings 
in the crease of the hill. 
It is the water of life. It knows 
nothing of death, nothing. 
And this is the morning 
of Christ’s resurrection. 
The tomb is empty. There is 
no death. Death is our illusion, 
our wish to belong only 
to ourselves, which is our freedom 
to kill one another. 
From this sleep may we too 
rise, as out of the dark grave. 

Sabbath Poem 1982, VII 
The clearing rests in song and shade. 
It is a creature made 
By old light held in soil and leaf, 
By human joy and grief, 
By human work, 
Fidelity of sight and stroke, 
By rain, by water on 
The parent stone. 
We join our work to Heaven's gift, 
Our hope to what is left, 
That field and woods at last agree 
In an economy 
Of widest worth. 
High Heaven's Kingdom come on earth. 
Imagine Paradise. 
O Dust, arise! 
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SP ECIAL EVENTS THIS SEASON

Wednesdays
Meal 
Worship 

Holy Week
Palm Sunday April 2nd 

Easter Sunday

6:30 pm

10:00 am

7:00 pm

7:00 pm

7:00 am

Maundy Thursday April 6th

Good Friday & Easter Cantata April 7th

Sunrise Service at Newell Presbyterian

Youth Easter Breakfast 

Easter Worship Service 

Easter Worship Service 8:30 am

9:00 am

Easter Egg Hunt 10:15 am

11:00 am

5:30 pm

 April 9th
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