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Lord, who hast form’d me out of mud, 

And hast redeem’d me through thy blood, 

And sanctified me to do good; 

 

Purge all my sins done heretofore; 

For I confess my heavy score, 

And I will strive to sin no more. 

 

Enrich my heart, mouth, hands in me, 

With faith, with hope, with charity; 

That I may run, rise, rest with thee. 

 

In his poem, Anglican poet and priest George Herbert invites us to 

remember the nature of our lot. Earthbound – creatures - we are formed 

from the earth. We live, we hunger, we thirst. We die, and return to the 

earth. Of this we were reminded three weeks ago on Ash Wednesday, 

when an ash cross was inscribed on our foreheads, and the words spoken 

over us, ‘Remember that you are dust, and to dust you shall return.’  

 

In our gospel reading this morning, we read that as Jesus went along, he 

saw a man blind from birth. Spitting on the ground, he made some mud 
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with the saliva from his mouth, and put the mud on to the man’s blind 

eyes. Obedient to Jesus’ command, the man went and washed, and he saw. 

 

Like the man born blind, who needed the water that flowed from Jesus 

body to live, we need the water that flows from Jesus body, too, to live. 

We need living water: the water of meaning; the water of the Spirit of 

God; the water of life. The Spirit of life that flows from Jesus’ side. 

 

In the lectionary reading from the Old Testament last week, life-giving 

water flowed from the rock struck by Moses in the wilderness to quench 

the thirst of the people. In the New Testament, Jesus Christ is the struck 

rock. From his wounds, the living water now flows, for the healing of the 

nations. Water and blood flow from his pierced side. This is the central 

motif of the gospel of John: water and blood flowing from his pierced side. 

 

Of George Herbert’s poem, Anglican author Anne Morley observes,  

‘the tone is completely straightforward, and indeed in his choice of 

words the poet lifts us straight from the dry dust of the Middle East, 

where the creation story emerged, to the damp heaviness of the earth 

in an English rural landscape, ‘Lord, who hast formed me out of 

mud’. With such homely, almost childish words he rhymes the 

redeeming blood of Christ, and the effect is to bring redemption into 

the intimate realm of the ordinary, contemporary world.’ 
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We are physical creature. Like the man born blind, we thirst. And our 

thirst is more than just physical. We thirst for meaning; we thirst for 

transcendence; we thirst for God. 

 

‘Purge all my sins done heretofore; 

For I confess my heavy score, 

And I will strive to sin no more.’ 

Here, Herbert rededicates himself to a life of repentance to God, to walk 

faithfully with God in what was left of his life. Here the poet moves 

through confession and repentance, into life. Real life. Life with God. 

 

‘Enrich my heart, mouth, hands in me, 

With faith, with hope, with charity; 

That I may run, rise, rest with thee.’ 

As mortal human beings we live from day to day, we get up, we move 

about, we go to sleep. We sustain our bodies. But beyond the physical, we 

need spiritual nourishment: we need the life-giving water of which Jesus 

speaks, the water, and the blood, that flow from Jesus’ pierced side. 

Sustained by this water, we may run, rise, rest, with thee. Both here, in this 

world. And eternally. 


