Covenant Program #4

GNAWING YOUR OWN BONE

Light Candle
At times our own light goes out and is rekindled
by a spark from another person. Each of has
cause to think with deep gratitude of those who
have lighted the flame within us.

~Albert Schweitzer

Check-in
Opening Reading:

It is astonishing as well as sad, how many trivial
affairs even the wisest thinks he must attend to
in a day; how singular an affair he thinks he
must omit. When the mathematician would
solve a difficult problem, he first frees the
equation of all incumbrances, and reduces it to
its simplest terms. So simplify the problem of
life, distinguish the necessary and the real.
Probe the earth to see where your main roots
run. [ would stand upon facts. Why not see,—
use our eyes? Do men know nothing? I know
many men who, in common things, are not to be
deceived; who trust no moonshine; who count
their money correctly, and know how to invest
it; who are said to be prudent and knowing, who
yet will stand at a desk the greater part of their
lives, as cashiers in banks, and glimmer and rust
and finally go out there. If they know anything,
what under the sun do they do that for? Do they
know what bread is? Or what it is for? Do they
know what life is? If they knew something, the
places which know them now would know them
no more forever.

Pursue, keep up with, circle round and round
your life, as a dog does his master’s chaise. Do
what you love. Know your own bone; gnaw at
it, bury it, unearth it, and gnaw it still. Do not
be too moral. You may cheat yourself out of
much life so. Aim above morality. Be not
simply good; be good for something. All fables,
indeed, have their morals; but the innocent
enjoy the story. Let nothing come between you
and the light.y David Thoreau, from a letter to
HGO Blake, March 27, 1848

Questions

1. What does it mean to “know your own
bone?” What is yours ? How do you
gnaw it?

2. What is there to aim at which is above
morality?

3. How are innocence, simplicity and direct
contact with the light all related? When
are you most able to “[1]et nothing come
between you and the light?”

Reflective Silence~
- Discussing the Questions

Business

Check-out

Closing Reading
From Blossoms

From blossoms comes

this brown paper bag of peaches

we bought from the boy

at the bend in the road where we turned toward
signs painted Peaches.

From laden boughs, from hands,

from sweet fellowship in the bins,

comes nectar at the roadside, succulent

peaches we devour, dusty skin and all,

comes the familiar dust of summer, dust we eat.

O, to take what we love inside,

to carry within us an orchard, to eat

not only the skin, but the shade,

not only the sugar, but the days, to hold

the fruit in our hands, adore it, then bite into
the round jubilance of peach.

There are days we live

as if death were nowhere

in the background, from joy

to joy to joy, from wing to wing,

from blossom to blossom to

impossible blossom, to sweet impossible blossom.

-- Li-Young Lee



