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B6: Mark 4:26-34 
 
O heavenly Father, who has filled the world with beauty: Open our eyes to behold your gracious hand 
in all your works; that, rejoicing in your whole creation, we may learn to serve you with gladness; for 
the sake of him through whom all things were made, your Son Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen [BCP, 
814]. 
 
 Wonderful; filled with wonder. Today we say wonderful if something is very good, but residing 

in the word is its original sense of something astonishing, something that fills us with awe.  

Dorothy’s Farewell from The Wizard of Oz 

Dorothy Gale: Oh, will you help me? Can you help me? 

Glinda the Good Witch of the North: You don't need to be helped any longer. You've always 

had the power to go back to Kansas. 

Dorothy Gale: (Surprised) I have? 

Scarecrow: Then why didn't you tell her before? 

Glinda the Good Witch of the North: Because she wouldn't have believed me. She has to learn 

it for herself. 

Tin Man: What have you learned, Dorothy? 

Dorothy Gale: Well, I think that it,,,that it wasn't enough just to want to see Uncle Henry and 

Auntie Em. And it's that if I ever go looking for my heart's desire again I won't look any 

further than my own backyard. Because if it isn't there I never really lost it to begin with. Is 

that right? 

Glinda the Good Witch of the North: (Nodding her head) That's all it is. 

Scarecrow: But that's so easy! I should've thought for you. 

Tin Man: I should've felt it in my heart. 

Glinda the Good Witch of the North: No, she had to find it out for herself. (To Dorothy) Now 

those magic slippers will take home in two seconds. 

Dorothy Gale: Oh, Toto too? 

Glinda the Good Witch of North: Toto too. 

Dorothy Gale: Now? 

Glinda the Good Witch of the North: Whatever you wish. 



Dorothy Gale: (Happily) Oh, dear. That's too wonderful to be true! (Sadly) Oh, it's... It's 

gonna be so hard to say goodbye. (To her friends) I love you all too. (To Tin Man) Goodbye, 

Tin Man. Oh, don't cry. You'll rust so dreadfully. Here. Here's your oilcan. (Gives him the 

oilcan and kissed him) Goodbye. 

Tin Man: (Tearfully) Now I know i've got a heart because it's breaking. 

[https://warnerbros.fandom.com/wiki/The_Wizard_of_Oz/Transcript#Dorothy.27s_farewell.2FT

here.27s_no_place_like_home] 

When Dorothy wakes up in her bed back in the sepia world of depression era Kansas, how does she 

describe Oz, how do you convey Technicolor to people who see in black and white? 

Snow “precipitation in the form of small white ice crystals formed directly from the 

water vapor of the air at a temperature of less than 32°F (0°C)” [https://www.merriam-

webster.com/dictionary/snow]. 

“Now we sat in the dark dining room, hushed. The big snow outside, the big snow on the 

roof, silenced our words and the scrape of our forks and our chairs. The dog was gone, the 

world outside was dangerously cold, and the big snow held the houses down and the people 

in. 

“Behind me, tall chilled windows gave out onto the narrow front yard and the street. A motion 

must have caught my mother’s eye; she rose and moved to the windows, and Father and I 

followed. There we saw the young girl, the transfigured Jo Ann Sheehy, skating alone under 

the streetlight. 

“She was turning on ice skates inside the streetlight’s yellow cone of light—illumined and 

silent. She tilted and spun. She wore a short skirt, as if Edgerton Avenue’s asphalt had been 

the ice of an Olympic arena. She wore mittens and a red knitted cap below which her black 

hair lifted when she turned. Under her skates the street’s packed snow shone; it illumined her 

from below, the cold light striking her under her chin. 

“I stood at the tall window, barely reaching the sill; the glass fogged before my face, so I had 

to keep moving or hold my breath. What was she doing out there? Was everything beautiful 

so bold?” From Annie Dillard’s, An American Childhood [NY: Harper & Row, 1987, 30]. 

Paris, the Capital of France. How do you describe a city with a river moving through it in its 

very heart and yet there is a deep, calm peace, a stillness, that pervades it? 

Parable, a short earthly story with a heavenly meaning. A parable is a gift from heaven. It’s an 

invitation to see the world with the eyes of God. How could Jesus describe heaven to us; how can we 



learn to see in Technicolor? What is heaven like? Have you ever wondered about how a tiny seed 

grows? Have you ever marveled at another person; have you ever been filled with awe? Life is 

wonderful. It is filled with the glory and presence of God. This world is a sacrament of God’s love. 

Parables are how Jesus teaches us to see and be filled with wonder. Parables are an invitation to voyage 

back home to God.  

I’ve spent thirty plus years, dissecting and explaining parables, pinning their dead bodies to 

display them in sermons. Today, I invite you to marvel at how a butterfly flits and flies. I invite you to 

think about a God who creates such beauty as a gift for us. I invite you to be filled with wonder at 

how wondrously and marvelously we are made in the very image and likeness of God. It’s all so 

wonderful. This love of God given to us by Jesus. In his Name, amen. 

     The Rev. Scott Hennessy 


