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Sermon, Good Friday, April 20, 2019, Jane A. Beebe 
 
 
“I am poured out like water, and all my bones are out of joint; my heart is like wax; 
it is melted within my breast; my mouth is dried up like a potsherd, and my tongue 
sticks to my jaws; you lay me in the dust of death.” 
Psalm 22:14-15 
 
 In 1988 and 1989 I lived and worked in Grinnell, Iowa. Those were the 

years of the terrible North American drought, one of the worst droughts since the 

Dustbowl of the 1930s. Day after day, storm clouds would gather on the horizon, 

the heat and humidity would rise, but no rain would fall. I remember the grass 

around my house became so hard and brown that it hurt my feet to walk barefoot. 

Although the town is a college town, depending on the College for jobs and 

support of retail businesses, it is primarily a farming town. As you can imagine, the 

effects of the drought were devastating. In the mid-eighties I had become 

confirmed in the tiny Episcopal mission church of St. Paul’s, Grinnell. It was a 

great place to learn how to be church, in that we were so small, everyone had to do 

everything.  

 It is hard to describe the longing, the fear, the near-hopelessness brought on 

by the drought. We prayed for rain every week at St. Paul’s in our Episcopal way, 

praying for “seasonable weather.” Late that summer, it was my turn to make some 

kind of musical offering. Having grown up in western North Carolina, I have come 

to love traditional American music: ballads and old-time hymns. I decided to sing a 
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hymn I had discovered, I think in college, called the Garden Hymn. (I read 

somewhere that it was Abraham Lincoln’s favorite hymn—but don’t quote me on 

that). It can be found in the Sacred Harp. For me, this hymn would have to serve 

as my prayer. 

 
Garden Hymn from the Sacred Harp 

The Lord into his garden comes, 
The spices yield a rich perfume, 
The lilies grow and thrive, 
The lilies grow and thrive. 

Refreshing showers of grace divine, 
From Jesus flow to every vine, 
And make the dead revive, 
And make the dead revive. 

O that this dry and barren ground 
In springs of water may abound, 
A fruitful soil become, 
A fruitful soil become. 

The desert blossoms as the rose 
As Jesus conquers all his foes, 
And makes his people one, 
And makes his people one. 

 “The Lord into his garden comes…” I have long been struck by the beauty 

of the images in this hymn—and of the melody. On this evening, however, I 

wonder what Garden this is that is depicted. I think I had always imagined it as the 

original garden: a garden of beauty and abundance. Yet even in that original 

garden, we hear that God has to go looking for us human beings because we, in our 
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fear and confusion, hid from God, having decided that all we had been given was 

not enough. A flaming sword then appears in this garden. A sword is also drawn in 

the Garden of Gethsemane and used by Peter in a violent act. Jesus tells him, Jesus 

tells us, “Put your sword back into its sheath. Am I not to drink the cup that the 

Father has given me?"  

“The spices yield a rich perfume.” I had always imagined the wonderful 

mixture of the scents of flowers and herbs, released by rain or the warmth of the 

sun. On this evening I think of the garden where Jesus was entombed. The same 

garden in which he was crucified. I think of Joseph of Arimathea and Nicodemus 

preparing Jesus’s body for burial, wrapping him in linen and a hundred pounds of 

aloes and myrrh. What a loving and generous act they perform for their Rabbi. It 

also moves me that Joseph and Nicodemus, as fellow disciples, appear to be 

friends with each other. 

“Refreshing showers of grace divine, from Jesus flow to every vine…” 

When I sang this back in Iowa, I was thinking of literal rain, maybe not so much 

about God’s grace. On this night I wonder, what caused this grace to flow—and to 

every vine? In the readings for Good Friday, we hear in Isaiah, in the psalm, and in 

the Gospel, a theme of being “poured out.”  

“Therefore I will allot him a portion with the great, and he shall divide the spoil 
with the strong; because he poured out himself to death, and was numbered with 
the transgressors; yet he bore the sin of many, and made intercession for the 
transgressors.” Isaiah 53:12 
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“Since it was the day of Preparation, the Jews did not want the bodies left on the 
cross during the sabbath, especially because that sabbath was a day of great 
solemnity. So they asked Pilate to have the legs of the crucified men broken and 
the bodies removed. Then the soldiers came and broke the legs of the first and of 
the other who had been crucified with him. But when they came to Jesus and saw 
that he was already dead, they did not break his legs. Instead, one of the soldiers 
pierced his side with a spear, and at once blood and water came out.” 
John 19: 31-34 
 
 In the Garden of Gethsemane Jesus tells Peter, “Am I not to drink the cup 

that the Father has given me?" Jesus does drink this cup: Jesus dies a public, 

humiliating, painful death. There is no guarantee that anything will come of this 

act. As Rowan Williams, former Archbishop of Canterbury observed: God risks 

God’s self. On this night we cannot skip to end of the book. We huddle together 

with the other disciples, weeping under the cross. And yet Jesus has promised us, 

“This cup that is poured out for you is the new covenant in my blood.” (Luke 

22:20) Somehow, we hang onto the hope that Jesus will become that poured-out 

cup. From the cross, Jesus says, “I thirst.” Yet he is the one that is our source of 

living water, so that we will never be thirsty. 

 There is something quite compelling about a substance being poured out. I 

think of the melody of a mountain stream as it flows and eddies over rocks. I think 

of water pouring out of a pitcher into a baptismal font or into bowls for foot-

washing. There is something about hearing or seeing the flow of the water that 

suggests the infinite, the flow of eternal life. Our hymnal contains an extraordinary 
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round by William Billings: When Jesus Wept. The first line is “When Jesus wept, 

the falling tear in mercy flowed beyond all bound.” This is the nature of God’s 

mercy, that it flows “beyond all bound.” When Jesus’s side is pierced by the spear, 

water and blood come out. Extraordinarily, this pouring out happens after Jesus 

dies. What is meant to prove that he is truly dead ends up revealing God’s mercy. 

“Refreshing showers of grace divine, from Jesus flow to every vine, and make the 

dead revive…” And make the dead revive. 

 

  

  

 

 

 

 

 
 
 


