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 Not too long ago I was telling someone how Michael and I met 

some forty-odd years ago, and it got me to thinking again about how 

my carefully-made plans for coming to Maine and becoming a totally 

self-sufficient young woman out to shape a new life for myself on the 

rocky Atlantic coast went up in smoke when I met him.  For the short 

version, I’ll tell you the story the way Michael usually tells it, saying, 

“Yep, we met in 1977, got married in 1978, and five years later we had 

three kids.  I have no idea how that happened.”  

 This falling in love didn’t happen overnight of course.  It took… a 

week or two, and involved the confluence of some particular 

circumstances… Among them my leaving the Midwest and coming to 

Maine in a 1968 F-150 pick-up truck with 158,000 miles on it, all my 

stuff packed in the back, with me ready to begin the teaching job I’d 

been offered in Bar Harbor… It took my deciding to audition for the 

Hancock County Gilbert and Sullivan’s production of “The Mikado,” and 

getting the part of Yum-Yum, which I soon learned would involve some 

romantic shenanigans with the character Nanki Pooh, to be played by 

some guy named Michael Hewes, who had arrived in Maine a few years 

earlier from the University of North Carolina, a product of the back-to-

the-land movement of the 1960’s.  

 It took my seeing Michael Hewes in his raggedy old blue jean 

jacket with the peace button on the front, and my learning that he lived 

in a cabin in the woods with no running water or electricity (what more 



could a girl want?)…  It took coming to realize that he was a carpenter, 

just like both my Swedish grandfathers, complete with sawdust in his 

hair (which he still had in those days; hair I mean)… It took his brilliance 

and expertise in getting my pick-up truck un-stuck when I backed it up 

into a ditch one Saturday afternoon, the left rear tire ending up so far 

down into the ditch, the right front tire hung suspended above the 

ground completely.   

 Maybe it was at that moment that all my best laid plans went up 

in smoke.  I’m not sure.  All I know is that instead of becoming a totally 

independent, completely self-sufficient poster-child example of the 

burgeoning women’s liberation movement, I soon became a wife, a 

mother of three children, a cook, a washerwoman, a story-teller, a 

soother of fears, a healer of skinned knees, a home-work helper, a bed-

time-tucker-inner…  

 It was an extreme make-over, born of love, leading to a life that 

has offered more joy and worry, laughter and tears, agony and ecstasy 

than I could have ever imagined… 

  

Many of you probably have such stories of your own, whether a 

spouse and children are involved or not.  Probably most of you can 

recall a moment in your life when you were going a certain direction 

with all your plans made and your ducks in a row, when suddenly 

someone appeared on your horizon, or some experience came into 

your day, and everything in your life changed.  Every priority shifted.  

Every bone in your body started moving in a direction you hadn’t been 

going until that point.  No wonder they call it “falling in love,” that word 

“falling” carrying with it a notion of arms and legs, head and heart all 

careening toward something totally uncertain… an experience 

reminiscent of those first explorers, sent out with a map of the known 



world, who, when they came to the place where the map ended, sent 

word back to the king saying, “We’ve come to the end of the map.  Now 

what?”   

 

 I can’t help but thinking of falling in love or of that TV show called 

“Extreme Make-overs” whenever I read call stories from the Bible like 

the three appointed for this morning…  

1st Isaiah being called to speak a strong stinging word of 

repentance to the People of Judah and Jerusalem in the 8th century 

BCE; people who had lost their sense of covenantal relationship with 

the God who had formed them and liberated them and claimed them in 

love as God’s own… 

 Peter and James and John being called from their fishing boats, 

their families, their way of being in the world for the sake of following 

Jesus into a whole new way of life… 

And Paul, recounting for the Corinthians his own experience of 

being called that day on the road to Damascus as the Spirit of the living 

Christ knocked him off his high horse and sent him in a totally new 

direction for the sake of the Gospel.   

 

 

All three of these stories speaking of people who heard a word 

that changed every priority and every plan they had for their lives… a 

word that caught their hearts on fire and got them going an entirely 

new direction from the one they had been going up until that point… 

 



And causing me, for as long as I can remember, to wonder what 

that word was…   

 

I know what it wasn’t… It wasn’t the word the Christian church at-

large has been speaking most vociferously down through the centuries, 

which is a variation on a church sign I saw one day on Rt. 3 between 

Belfast and Augusta that said, “Either partake of the living bread or 

become toast.”    

It wasn’t the word my Sunday School teachers somehow imparted 

to us year in and year out, which somehow always sounded like the 

song we sang during the opening exercises which went like this… “Be 

careful little hands what you do, be careful little hands what you do, for 

the Father up above is looking down with love, so be careful little hands 

what you do.”   

It wasn’t even the word often spoken in the comfy contemporary 

churches of our day that promise the “good life” for “good people”… 

And this we know for sure, because all of the characters in the call 

stories we heard this morning left the “good life” behind for something 

well beyond their “known world”… well beyond the end of their map… 

 

So what was the word they heard?  The word that caught their 

hearts on fire and sent them going in a whole new direction?   

Of course it could have been love.  Or mercy.  Or forgiveness.  Or 

reconciliation.  Or grace.  Or peace. Or hope.  Or eternal life… All of 

these beautiful words singing and burning and living at the heart of our 

faith…  



But I have come to wonder if the word they heard wasn’t a word 

wide and deep and open enough to hold them all… a word wild with 

possibilities beyond the map of the known world… A word with the 

power to take what has been and to open it to “what can be” by the 

power of love… A word with so few limitations, regulations or 

theological expectations, it’s as common in ordinary life as it is in the 

life of the church…  

And in order for me to speak of what this word might be, I will go 

by way of a little poem that has within it a hint of the word without 

naming it at all… The poem is entitled “Possibility.”   

  

        

       Possibility  

 

The thing is, 

there are possibilities 

beyond our imaginings. 

Like it’s possible 

to make a rabbit 

out of a handkerchief, 

and then to give that rabbit 

a voice 

and a way of poking his face 

out from behind a chair 



in a funny sort of way –  

Like in an airport 

where everyone is waiting 

for a flight that’s been delayed, 

and the parents are frazzled 

and cranky and at their 

wits’ end, 

and the children are wailing  

and beyond themselves 

with weariness. 

And in that moment it’s possible 

that someone could pull 

a handkerchief out from their pocket 

(a colorful one is best), 

and with a bit of flourish and drama, 

so as to get the attention 

of all the children heaped  

upon their parents’ laps 

and on the floor, 

that person could start  

telling a story about a rabbit,  

folding the handkerchief in all 



the right ways so as to make  

the rabbit then and there,  

making the moment itself 

(so devoid of all hope just a 

moment ago) 

a thing alive with ears and legs 

and jumps and joy,  

a glimpse of light and life 

no one was imagining  

possible… 

Just with a handkerchief 

and a little imagination 

and a determination 

not to let the devastations  

and the despair 

of the world 

have the last word.  

The thing is, 

it’s possible, 

and may be the only hope 

we have left. 

So let us all arm ourselves 



with handkerchiefs, 

and go out into the world 

with stories about rabbits. 

Let us defy any notion 

that all there is to see 

in the moment 

is what’s visible to the eye. 

Let us make an opening 

in the darkness 

through which  

the other world 

can shine.   

 

Can you sense the word that burns at the heart of this poem?  The 

word with a determination not to let the devastations and the despair 

of the world have the last word?  The word Isaiah and Paul and Simon 

and James and John must have all heard the day they fell in love with 

God?  Listen… I will give you a few more hints, this time with the word 

spoken clear as day… Listen… 

 

Once, when a young woman was dying of cancer, a friend gave 

her a round stone with a hole in the center.  The young woman who 

was dying couldn’t figure out what it was… nevertheless, with the little 

bit of strength she had to muster, she held the stone up to her eye. 



“Ah,” she whispered after a long moment… “Now I see… it’s the way 

through.” 

 

During the Holocaust a group of Jewish prisoners in a 

concentration camp decided to put God on trial on charges of 

negligence and abandonment.  Over the course of a number of days the 

witnesses spoke powerfully against God as the rabbi, taking the part of 

the judge, listened.  At the end of the trial, the rabbi said, “In light of all 

the evidence given during the past few days, I hereby indict God on all 

the charges and declare him dead… nevertheless, night is falling and it 

is time for evening prayers.  Come, let us pray…  

 

Once, out on the plains of North Dakota, the church fathers of an 

old Lutheran congregation decreed that they would be upholding the 

rules set forth in the church by-laws prohibiting the coffins of those 

who committed suicide from going through the gates of the church 

cemetery, demanding instead that the coffins of such “sinners” be lifted 

over the fence…. Nevertheless, when one of the old farmers in their 

fellowship took his own life in the barn in which he had worked all his 

days, the young pastor, new to the congregation, stood at the entrance 

to the cemetery on the day of the funeral and said to the pall bearers 

and all those gathered, “Today, we will be going through the gate.”   

 

On any given day, in any given airport terminal, it can feel like the 

heaviness and despair of the world have had the last word… 

Nevertheless, there is the possibility that someone, with the help of a 

handkerchief and the know-how to create a rabbit, will make an 

opening in the darkness through which the other world can shine…  



 

I don’t think I would have ever seen it myself if it hadn’t been for 

one of my pastor friends who told me not long ago what the most 

important word in the Bible is… the word that has the power to lift 

people’s heads, to catch their hearts on fire, to get them to turn and go 

an entirely different direction than the one they had planned, to raise 

them from the dead…  

“It is a word that sings and burns from Genesis through 

Revelation,” he told me… “The most hopeful word in the Bible… This 

word nevertheless… Because it means that there is always, by the 

power of love, a second part to the story of every closed up, narrow, 

confining, deadly, tomb-like thing… Look!” he said… “Start the sentence 

any way you want… 

 

“In the beginning there was darkness and chaos… nevertheless 

Once upon a very dark time, Egypt held the People of Israel in the 

deadly bonds of slavery… nevertheless… 

 In the deepest part of a great wilderness there was a valley of dry 

bones… nevertheless… 

 When Herod saw that he had been tricked by the wise men he 

was infuriated, and sent his henchmen to kill all the male children in 

and around Bethlehem who were two years old and younger… 

nevertheless… 

 Yes of course this woman who committed adultery deserves to be 

stoned according to Levitical Law… nevertheless… 



 Then Jesus, crying out with a loud voice, said, “Father into your 

hands I commend my spirit.”  Having said this, he breathed his last… 

nevertheless… 

 It’s a Good Friday world we live in you know, and we ourselves are 

standing knee-deep in the mess… nevertheless… 

 

Nevertheless… the Easter word, the resurrection word, the Jesus 

word, the “common-place conjunctive word” that says by the power of 

love there is always a second part to the story of every narrow, 

diminished, tomb-like, deadly thing… the startling, liberating, life-

changing word heard by each of the characters in our texts for this 

morning ….  

“Isaiah, oh you of unclean lips, overcome with sorrow for your 

wayward people, it may seem as if the end is near… nevertheless… 

“Saul, you who have breathed murderous threats against those 

who would choose the spirit of the law over the letter of the law, it may 

seem that grace has utterly abandoned you… nevertheless… 

“Peter, James and John, it may seem as if your possibilities for 

fullness of life are as empty as your nets… nevertheless… 

 

Nevertheless… the connecting word that takes what has been and 

opens it to what can be by the power of love, offering there-by an 

opening in the darkness through with the other world can shine…  

 

Nevertheless… the word we hear thousands of ways in thousands 

of places if we have our ears and hearts and eyes open… (Have you 

seen the stars the past two nights?  Have you ever heard Jesse Norman 



sing “Deep River?”  Have you ever thought you were at the end of all 

hope and had a friend give you a stone with a hole in the center, or 

picked up the phone and heard the voice of an estranged child from the 

other end say, “Mom?”). 

 

The thing is though, as Christians, what we come to know in the 

story of Jesus is that this word wild with possibilities is even present 

when the stars don’t shine, and when the last note of “Deep River” has 

faded into nothingness, and when the friend doesn’t show up, and 

when the cancer doesn’t go away, and when the child doesn’t call, and 

when even God is indicted on charges of negligence and declared 

dead… 

What the story of Jesus tells us is that even then, even there, love 

stretches itself out to take into love’s heart all the sorrow and pain and 

hatred and death the world has to give and gives back only love… 

thereby whispering into our ears the Easter word nevertheless and 

making an opening in the darkness through which the other world can 

shine…  

 

Shhh… listen… can you hear it?  Sometimes it sounds like this, 

“This is my body, given for you… This is my blood, shed for you.”  

Sometimes it sounds like this, “In the name of Jesus Christ, your sins are 

forgiven.”  Sometimes it sounds the like the sound of sheer silence…. 

It’s not always audible or discernable… Sometimes in the 

cacophony of our world and in the anxieties of our own lives it is 

drowned out altogether.  But this will be a sign unto you that you have 

heard it… your heart will break open (in the way of Simon Peter and his 

nets), and you will feel like you’re falling in love… and you will find 



yourself (in word and in deed) carrying the nevertheless of God’s love 

into places you never dreamed you’d go…. 

Perhaps you’ll carry in your pocket a stone with a hole in the 

center or maybe a white handkerchief and the know-how to make 

rabbits… Perhaps you’ll pick up the phone and call the one whose voice 

you haven’t heard for a very long time… Perhaps you’ll say to your 

husband of forty-odd years, the one you often take for granted, “Do 

you want to go out and look at the stars?”…. Perhaps in the face of all 

the forces intent on making it hard for “sinners” to enter the church 

yard (or the school yard or the court yard or the border town or the 

nation), you’ll speak the declaration, “today we shall all go through the 

gate.”  

 Who knows what might happen when we come to the end of the 

map of the known world?   Who knows what might happen when we 

answer the call of the Word made flesh in the wild Easter conjunction 

nevertheless?  

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

  

 

  

 


