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From the prophet Isaiah: The wolf also shall dwell with the lamb, and the leopard shall lie down 
with the kid; and the calf and the young lion and the fatling together; and a little child shall lead 
them; and the cow and the bear shall feed; and the lion shall eat straw like the ox. And the 
suckling child shall play on the hole of the asp, and the weaned child shall put his hand over the 
adder’s den. 

An imaginative and hard to imagine message of hope in the midst of a bleak week. The 
racist motivated Buffalo mass murders, the war in Ukraine, the Unites States’ growing blue-red 
divide, serious threats to long-established women and LGBTQ rights.  

Sometimes a picture is as good, often better than 1000 words. In light of Isaiah’s words, a 
painting probably familiar to most of us. The Peaceable Kingdom by Edward Hicks, a Quaker 
minister, painted in 1848. Hicks painted about 60 renderings of the scene. He painted the original 
in honor of Quaker William Penn’s arrival in the New World, and the subsequent signing of a 
treaty with Native Americans. Hicks imagined a peaceful relation with the first nation people. 
Hicks’ painting does make hope a bit easier for me to imagine.  

For Edward Hickes, the painting was more than hope for beloved community. Hicks also 
offered hope for the soul. 

For Hicks, the wild animals represent the four principal temperaments of the human spirit. 
The wolf is melancholic. The leopard is sanguine—cheerful, hopeful. The bear is phlegmatic—
calm and composed. The lion is choleric—angry. 

Hicks believed that when these emotions are illumined by the Inner Light—Hicks’ name for 
the Holy Spirit—their animal representations become domestic opposites—the lamb, the kid, the 
cow, and the ox. The inner life as a friendly society of wild and domesticated temperaments.  

Hicks trusted that when the range of inner feelings is grounded in the heart of God, there is 
resonance, like a choir on pitch. More music, less noise. That’s important. What happens inside 
has outward manifestations. Interior peace, relational music. Interior turmoil, relational noise.  

God knows, my interior and relational life are both melodic and noisy. I’d like to believe 
I’ve made more music than noise.   

When I make more music than noise, there is a good chance I am following Jesus. Jesus 
attended to the God within. Jesus climbed the literal and figurative mountain to pray, to stay on 
pitch. Jesus descended the mountain and entered the literal and figurative valley of a broken 
world. Up the mountain to practice his scales. Into the valley to sing. Such was the rhythm of his 
life.  

There is a correlation between how deep we go in prayer and how wide we stretch our arms 
towards a broken world. I find that I go out only as far as I go in. When I rest in the heart of 
God’s adoring presence, I awake with a passion to bless. Without such rest, my care for the 
world is determined by a sense of duty. Duty gets about 7 miles a gallon. Passion, about 35 miles 
a gallon.  

What is prayer? Prayer is whatever quiets our minds and opens our heart to the God within. 
Prayer is whatever grounds us in our belovedness. Prayer is what creates desire—not duty—to 
heal a broken world.  
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My prayer has many forms—silence, friendship, Eucharist, morning prayer, compline, 
walking our farm’s labyrinth, meandering along our farm’s meditation trails, therapy, music, 
spiritual direction, breakfast with Victoria.  

This morning, I will focus on one dimension of my prayerfulness. The labyrinth. That’s 
because St. Mark’s is close to creating a labyrinth. 

As I walk to the center of the labyrinth, I am visited by voices within that bless and curse.  
When I reach the center, the still small voice of LOVE brings my voices into a more life-giving 
harmony. Loud, self-concerned voices are quieted. Softer, relational voices are heard. Balance 
restored. I walk back into the world with a better chance of living the love command Jesus gives 
us in today’s gospel.  

Don’t take my word. Here are two more testimonies on labyrinth as prayer. 
Dave Dawson: Telephone rings in Oakland, ME: Dave:  Hello. Erik: Hi, Dad. Dave: Hi 

buddy, what’s up? Erik:  I’m in Hawaii in the hospital.  I broke my ankle in Japan while on a 
motorcycle ride.  They want to amputate my leg. Dave: What?  That sounds absurd.   

Navy Dr’s knew exactly what they were talking about. My son’s leg needed to be amputated 
below the knee.  I flew to San Diego and spent several weeks at the Balboa Naval Medical 
Center where Erik had his leg amputated.  I prayed more fervently than most other times in my 
life.   

I found a small labyrinth at a church campus a couple of hundred feet from Interstate 8.  
Walking the labyrinth was very calming to me at a very stressful time in my life.  It seemed to 
supplement my prayers with action. 

Victoria: When I first met Victoria, she took long walks and runs on a trail that winds 
through Marblehead, MA. The trail ends near St. Andrew’s Episcopal Church. Victoria walked 
the parish’s outdoor labyrinth before returning to the trail to head home. The labyrinth offered a 
space for Victoria to integrate a lot of life-the-way-it-really-is. The sudden death of her first 
husband Bob, 5 years earlier. A year after Bob’s death, Victoria discovered a breast lump. 
Surgery, chemotherapy, and radiation followed. Raising Julian, her son, who was 9 at the time of 
Bob’s death. Making sense of a new relation with me, a priest no less; a big new relation for 
Julian as well.  Attending to her graphic design business. The labyrinth offered space for Victoria 
to calibrate and refocus.   

Dave, Victoria, Julian and I share the experience of having walked the labyrinth inside 
Grace Cathedral in San Francisco; an experience we will not forget.  

And a fourth testimony. The labyrinth as gift for our neighborhood. There is a lot of life in 
and around the intersection of Eustis Parkway and North Street. Thayer hospital, Kennebec 
Behavioral Health, athletic fields, the Alfond Center for Youth and Community, walking trails, a 
church which hosts a lot of AA meetings, a residential liberal arts college up the hill.  

Our neighborhood is electric with experiences that arouse fear, sadness, hope, exhaustion, 
joy, the daily grind of carting kids back and forth to this and that activity, a big, ongoing 
commitment to a higher power. The labyrinth is a gentle reminder for those who pass it to slow 
down, turn around, reflect, breathe deeper.  

I imagine the labyrinth as a gentle rendition of the bright yellow and black diamond shaped 
SLOW sign. Passersby who move through the intersection of life-the-way-it-really-is are invited 
to smell the roses. I imagine the labyrinth as a quieter, less demanding version of the bright 
orange and black rectangular DETOUR sign that points us in another direction, invites passersby 
to refocus and re-calibrate.  
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Prayerful questions: How do you pray? What inspires, energizes you to follow the way of 
love? How do you go inward in order to move outward?  

Amen.  
 

 
 

 


