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John 14:1-14 

 

The way that can be told  

is not the way. 

 
Truth is the beginning of every good. 

 

God has declared life for you 

And will give 

Another and another and another.  

 

Wise words. 

Beautiful words 

That speak of the way,  

And the truth, 

And the life. 

 

Where do they come from? 

 

Jesus is not the only wisdom teacher 

To speak of the way, 

And the truth, 

And the life. 

 

Like the Tao Te Ching 

He knows that the way that can be told 

Is not the way. 

 

Like Plato 

He knows that truth is the beginning of every good. 

 

Like Rumi 

He knows that life is the free gift of God 

An endless offering of the divine Self. 

 

The Tao. 

Plato. 

Rumi. 

 

Jesus shares wisdom with them. 

 

And, if that were what is was all about 

Then, in the torrent of words that make up John’s gospel, 

We would struggle to win our way to the truth.  



But – 

What if it’s not about the words? 

 

What if, even in John’s gospel, 

It’s about the story? 

 

There is a story here, after all – 

A story of fear, uncertainty, and confusion – 

A story that wins through to meaning and hope.  

 

These words of Jesus 

Come from the story of his last night among us 

And the meal he shared with his friends.  

 

Picture Jesus, if you will – 

at table with his friends. 

Knowing that the end is near, 

He speaks to them from the fullness of his heart. 

 

The friends who gather with him 

Love him, 

But they do not understand him. 

Thomas, puzzled, doubting, 

always wants to grab the mystery 

And nail its feet to the floor 

So that he can touch it. 

Philip, sophisticated, Greek speaking, 

always believes that if only he could see, 

He would understand, 

And that would be enough. 

 

There are others there,  

But their names and witness  

Have dropped out of the story. 

Mary Magdalene is there, certainly, 

And she understands,  

But she has no place at the table 

In the story as it has come down to us. 

So Jesus is left with all these friends 

Who love him, but cannot understand, 

And still he speaks to them  

From the fullness of his heart.   

 

Being human, 

He has been afraid, and sad, 

And lonely. 



But now the way is clear. 

 

Schooled by years of prayer 

And practiced in works that flow from his compassion  

He has become completely open  

To the outpouring of love, 

The love that is the radiant source of life. 

 

He is so enlivened by that love, 

And that love is so palpable in him, 

That they have become one. 

They are completely at home in each other. 

 

Since he lives in this truth, 

How could he be afraid? 

He tries to share this with his friends. 

He tries to tell them 

How to let go the trouble in their own hearts, 

As he has let his trouble go, 

By opening his heart 

To the living truth. 

 

His friends can sometimes glimpse that way of love, 

But cannot hold on to it 

Any more than we can. 

And so they ask him questions, 

Questions that seem to demand concrete answers. 

Where are you going? 

How can we find the way? 

Show us what you see – 

That will be enough for us. 

 

Since he loves them, 

He wants to share the life he has found with them. 

He can only try to express in words 

The experience that cannot be contained in words – 

The truth of his way of life. 

 

Way, Truth, Life. 

 

One single, interwoven, 

Co-inhering, indwelling mystery. 

Not a set of things to be possessed, 

Or a series of tasks to be performed, 

But a way of being. 

 



The disciples 

Cannot help making the mistake 

Of picturing truth 

As an objective reality 

That can be grasped and possessed. 

 

They cannot help  

Making the mistake  

Of thinking that a way 

Is a path with edges, 

That leads in a particular direction. 

 

And, naturally, 

They believe that life 

Is something you either have, 

Or lose. 

 

The mystery is beyond. 

Jesus is free within the truth of this mystery, 

And invites us 

Into his living way, 

A way that is open, 

And abundant, and free – 

Free, if we give ourselves away.  

 

Finding God, 

Coming into life-giving relationship 

With the source of life, 

The living heart of creation 

And the source of all that has yet to unfold, 

Finding that heart of life 

Can only happen  

When we get ourselves out of the way 

By giving ourselves away. 

 

No one comes to the divine  

Without finding a way  

To get out of the way 

And into the living truth. 

 

 

In the Christian household of faith, 

We claim that we come to God 

Through participation in the life of Jesus, 

The living truth.  

 



For Christians, 

Jesus is the way. 

We enter life through him.  

His very name can have for us  

The power of sacrament – 

Prayer in his name  

Brings us into the heart of life. 

We share in him 

Through the most basic stuff of life, 

water and bread and wine. 

His story told in scripture and tradition 

Becomes our story. 

We find our way to life 

Through him. 

This is true for us. 

 

Other traditions have ways 

Of living in the way. 

There are many ways, 

Many ways to know the way. 

They lead to the source of life – 

They are the source of life, 

From which we come and to which we return. 

 

In the house of life 

There are many places to dwell. 

 

Those who come to the source of life  

Are in the way that Jesus is, 

A way that cannot be told, but only lived. 

 

The friends who gathered at table with Jesus 

Were troubled, 

And lost, 

And afraid. 

He offered them in words 

A way beyond words. 

 

We are his friends now. 

We too live in a world of uncertainty 

And confusion, and yes – 

Fear. 

 

How does Jesus speak to us  

In words of wisdom? 

 



And how does he invite us  

Into the way beyond words – 

The way of life and truth? 

 

This weekend the vestry gathered  

To take thought together and ponder the question: 

What is the way of life for us 

As we move into the unknown future? 

 

We believe the future is bright; 

And we know it is uncertain. 

No words, however wise, can take us there. 

 

The only way 

Is to live the truth of Jesus. 

 

How? 

 

The way that can be told 

Is not the way. 

 

So come and see.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


