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 There was a ‘honey-pot’ that sat on our kitchen table when I was growing up.  It was an 

old, white porcelain bowl, about five inches high and five inches across.  It had its own lid, with a 

little knob on the top.  It was always filled with honey. 

 My Dad would buy a five-gallon pail of honey from one of the local producers and it would 

sit at the bottom of the cellar steps.  It was my job to get the old metal ice cream scoop, go down 

to the pail, fill the ‘pot’ and return it to the kitchen table.  The deeper into the pail I had to reach, 

the stickier my fingers, knuckles and elbow would get. 

 The honey was fresh, creamy and spread on fresh buttered toast like a dream.  There was 

marmalade and strawberry jam in the cupboard, but that ‘honey-pot’ ruled supreme, especially 

during winter months.  The bottom of the pail would begin to show up in the late spring.  When 

the last of it was scooped up, the ‘honey-pot’ was washed up, put away and there wait the arrival 

of the next five-gallon pail of sweet-Elixir. 

 Carol and I still have that old ‘honey-pot’.  The ‘pot’ was one of those things we rescued 

(liberated) from my Mother’s kitchen when my parents were downsizing.  It now sits on a high 

shelf in our kitchen and watches over our well-being.  It has been used occasionally for other 

things, but mostly it is reserved for smiles and good, wholesome memories. 

 “How sweet are your words to my taste, sweeter than honey to my mouth!” (Psalm 119:103).  

These words speak to the well being that is found in the spoken relationship with our Creator.  My 

experience suggests that such a ‘Word’ of well being can also be embodied in the form of an old, 

white porcelain ‘honey-pot’, strategically placed on a family’s kitchen table.  

 In Jesus’ name . . . Peace. 


