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   From the Pulpit... 
 

“What Can Be” 
Rev. Dr. Martin Hall – Preaching 

Psalms 23, 30, 100, 104 

November 21, 2021 – Thanksgiving Sunday 
 

In 1602, a young man by the name of John Robinson, at the ripe age of 27, became a member of 

the staff at St. Andrew’s Church – a parish of the Church of England in Norwich, in the county 

of Norfolk.  Just two years later, amidst the rising tides of Puritan resistance in the Church, 

Robinson refused to conform to the Church’s anti-Puritan decrees in 1604.  As a result, Robinson 

was suspended from preaching, and in another two years left St. Andrew’s and joined with a 

Separatist Puritan congregation in Scrooby, a small town roughly 150 northwest of Norwich, in 

the county of Nottinghamshire.   

 

After just another few years, Robinson joined the rest of this Scrooby congregation as they left 

England and travelled to Amsterdam.  Now a leader in the congregation, after a year in 

Amsterdam, Robinson led 100 of his followers to Leiden, where he spent the next decade 

pastoring to a growing congregation of devoted people of faith striving to worship God without 

the ornamentations and trappings of the Church of England from which they’d parted.  Finally, 

in July of 1620, seeking a new and permanent home for their community, a significant portion of 

his congregation boarded the Speedwell towards England, where they would join the Mayflower 

for the cross-Atlantic journey to the new world.  Robinson didn’t join in that journey, but stayed 

back with his congregation in Leiden.  So, as they departed, he delivered a parting sermon to 

these ‘Pilgrims’ seeking a new home, and in that sermon he delivered that classic phrase, “For I 

am very confident the Lord hath more truth and light yet to break forth out of His holy Word.” 

 

If there’s anything for which I am truly thankful, today, that’s it! 

 

You know, in a lot of ways, it’s the same thing every year for me at Thanksgiving.  Every year, 

as I come to the task of authoring some form of a Thanksgiving message, I find myself tossed 

and torn about.  On the one hand – there is that sheer foundation of gratitude that stands at the 

heart of the Thanksgiving holiday.  Think back to where this began.  After more than a year of 

tremendous hardship – with trials endured and loved-ones lost – those early Congregationalists 

(whom the world knows as Pilgrims) had made their way out of the darkness of winter and 

turmoil of settlement, and they gathered with native partners to give thanks for the provision and 

the abundance they had known.  It was a day – days, in fact – of rejoicing and giving thanks for 

God’s bounty.  And, our 21st century gatherings carry that same spirit of gratitude for the 

blessings that we know in life. 
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On the other hand, however (and many of you have heard me mention this before), is the stark 

reality that I know I can’t stand up here viewing the world through rose-colored glasses as I seek 

to pretend as though the reality in which we live resembles some Utopian glory of God’s 

abundance showering down upon our every moment.  Every single person in this room has 

reason to give thinks, and every single person in this room has things for which they are less than 

thankful.  To pretend otherwise would be disingenuous at best – if not outright ignorant of the 

pains and struggles that are very real, today, for many in this room. 

 

That’s the tug and pull that I feel every year as I come into this moment of preaching a 

Thanksgiving message – that balance of trying to lift up our focus on the blessings of God in our 

lives without turning a blind and ignorant eye to those darker corners of our realities.  So, I’ve 

found that my best place to start is by owning those truths – embracing both the wonders and the 

troubles of the circumstance that surrounds us – and then asking myself the question of what it is, 

in the face of both of those contrasting realities, for which I am truly thankful this year?  And, 

that’s the question that drew me, this year, to that classic moment and quote in the story of John 

Robinson and our Pilgrim ancestors. 

 

The answer to the question of that for which I am most grateful, of course, comes with a flood of 

early thoughts.  My family… our health… the roof over our heads… the food on our tables… 

this fellowship of faith that we share here at North Shore… I could go on and on.  But, the truth 

is that the more I think about that for which I am most grateful in this life, chief among those 

things is Robinson’s claim that, “the Lord hath more truth and light yet to break forth out of His 

holy Word.”  Or, if I can say the same thing in the way I often like to phrase it, and many of you 

have heard me say this before – God’s not done yet! 

 

Think about the lines and phrases that you heard in the Psalms this morning: 

• “You set the earth on its foundations…” 

• “You make springs gush forth…giving drink to every wild animal…” 

• “You have drawn me up, and did not let my foes rejoice over me.” 

• “You have healed me…” 

• “You…restored me to life from among those gone down to the Pit.” 

• “You have turned my mourning into dancing; you have taken off my sackcloth and 

clothed me with joy.” 

• “You are with me; your rod and your staff – they comfort me.” 

 

Again and again throughout these Psalms that we’ve shared this morning – not to mention the 

dozens of the other Psalms of Thanksgiving that we didn’t – the theme emerges again and again.   

• ‘I was there, but now I’m here…’ 

• ‘I faced this trial, but you did this…’ 

• ‘I knew turmoil, but you eased my suffering…’ 

 

Again and again throughout these Psalms that we’ve shared this morning – not to mention the 

dozen of the other Psalms of Thanksgiving that we didn’t – the theme emerges again and again: 

‘Where I was is not where I am, because God wasn’t done yet.’  And, more to the point of our 

gathering today, ‘Where I am is not where I will stay, because God’s not done yet.’ 



Page #3 

 

When we come to that tug and pull of Thanksgiving – the hearts overflowing with gratitude for 

the wondrous abundance with which God has blessed us and the spirits that are darkened by the 

pains and strife that this world has thrust upon us – what we really have are two vignettes into 

God’s work and blessing in our lives.  On the first, as we look upon all of those things that truly 

do stir that spirit of thanksgiving in our hearts, what we have are those places where the story has 

brought us to a moment of great joy in our lives – those places where we pray that the story will 

continue to shower us with those blessings.  On the other, however, as we look upon those more 

shadowed corners of life, what we have is the awareness of those places where the story is still 

being told, and the tale of God is far from done.   

 

Now, don’t misunderstand my meaning.  These reflections on God’s blessing and work in our 

lives trend dangerously into that territory of God becoming some other-worldly puppeteer 

moving us around like pawns on a divine chess board.  I think you all know me well enough, by 

now, to know that that’s not what I’m suggesting.  Such a mindset is theologically, Biblically, 

and experientially misguided.  That’s now how life works and that’s not how God works.  And, 

if you’re looking for someone who can make all of that theological murkiness clear and concise 

– you’ve picked the wrong guy! 

 

What I do know, however, is that when I look upon my life, and the life of those around me, 

what I see are two brief vignettes of the wider work of God in our lives.  On the one hand, I can 

see, again and again, the wonders and glories with which I am blessed – and I am filled with 

gratitude for the gifts that I know God has brought into my life.  On the other hand, I can see, 

again and again, those places that may look a bit darker right now, but where I know that God’s 

not done.  

 

Think about everything that comes to mind as you ask yourself these questions in advance of the 

Thanksgiving holiday.  My guess is that you will see, mostly, one of two things.  You will see 

those things for which you are truly grateful, and you will see those things where there is still 

more story to be told.  It’s not that it’s going to be easy.  It’s not that everything is going to work 

out in the end.  It’s not that life is ever going to be that Utopian glory that the Hallmark depiction 

of Thanksgiving sometimes seems to imply.  What it is, however, is that faith-filled confidence 

that God’s not done yet – what it is, is that what is does not define what will be – what it is, is 

that “the Lord hath more truth and light yet to break forth out of His holy Word.” 

 

As I look out upon a world filled with blessings and marred with brokenness, if there’s anything 

for which I am truly thankful, today, that’s it! 

 


