
Drying
Tear:

Signs

ofa

Covenant

"f Princeton Theological Seminary



Digitized by the Internet Archive

in 2016

https://archive.org/details/dryingtearsignso1722moff



A Drying Tear: Signs of a Covenant

Introduction

A Drying Tear: Signs of a

Covenant is a gift to you from

the Chapel Council Liturgical

Resource Committee of

Princeton Theological Semi-
nary. We hope this booklet will

enable and enhance your

spiritual life during Lent 1994.

The theme this year is one of

the sounds in the garden of

Gethsemane — drying tears.

The artists and writers of the

following meditations reflect

upon this theme through seven

aids to hearing: Spirits in

Prison, Holy Laughter, The
Trading House, Opera for the

Silenced, The Sound of Godly
Fear, Cornerstones, and
Keeping Holy Secrets.

Beginning with Ash Wednes-
day, each day of this Lenten

booklet is marked by a weekly
Psalm, a daily scriptural text,

and a brief devotional intended

to invigorate prayer and
personal meditation. The
booklet concludes with an

Easter reflection.

A special thanks to each

contributor and to the Office of

Communications/Publications

for facilitating this booklet.

Lisa D. Vincent-Morrison,

Editor
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1st
Week in Lent

Spirits in Prison:
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1st
Week in Lent

To a Burning Candle at Midnight

We are born shackled,

living, growing as collaborators

in our own imprisonment.

We weep to hold our chains tight,

the single, solid constant

in our kaleidoscope of years.

At first Christ's call threatens,

proclaiming freedom to us who have made a comfort
of our chosen prisons.

From this call we are initiated

into a process of new vision,

learning to see our chains for what they are.

Growing in the perfect freedom
of Christ's claim upon us. Only
the tears do not stop;

rather, in Christ's revealing sight

we finally discover

what is worth crying for.

God pledges to us with a rainbow,

and the promise,

that we will never cry alone.

Ash Wednesday
February 16, 1994
Spirits in Prison:

I Peter 3.18-22

Psalm 69

Are your
chains
heavy?
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1st

Week in Lent

Thursday
February 17, 1994

Spirits in Prison:

Mark 5.1-20

Psalm 69

Are your
chains

heavy?

The burden was so heavy. I felt as if I could not move any
further. I could not see any light at the end of the tunnel.

There was only the chill. I wished I had someone to carry

my burden, someone with whom I could share, someone
I could lean on when I am tired, someone to hold on to

when I am afraid.

I sat in a corner— alone. I wished no one would see me
in my humiliation. I asked myself, "Who am I? Why am I

here? What have I done to deserve all this?" I asked God,

"Why are you doing this to me? Have I not followed you
ever since you called me?" God didn't seem to hear. No
answer came. I sat in my corner and closed my eyes. I

called myself a fool for making all the wrong choices in

life. If I had only done it the other way. ..if I had only

listened to my parents. ..I wanted so badly to get out of

this burden, this burden of my past, the burden of guilt.

"I can't carry it any more," I said. I wished I could fly

away to a place where there are no mistakes of the past,

no familiar faces that bring painful memories. Exhausted,

I fell asleep. Then I felt a soft touch on my shoulder. I

looked up and saw a smiling face. She helped me to

carry my burden. It was not heavy any more. I asked her

why she was there. She only smiled and pointed in the

other direction. There it was, the cross. Why did I not

notice it before? The moment I looked up at the cross I

heard the groanings. There were so many around me
who were dragging burdens heavier than mine. I sat

down and helped my neighbor to walk. As I started to

take away the chains that bound my friend, I realized that

my burden had already gone. I was free at last. I looked

up at the cross where Jesus carried my burden. And I

wished I had looked up earlier.

I was there too. I did not know whether it was up above
heaven or down below earth. All I know is it was painful.

There was no one to talk to. When I tried to talk, no one
listened. Everyone was concerned about his or her own
pain. Those who listened never really understood my
pain. Then I realized that I was all alone in the midst of

hundreds. They all seemed strangers. I tried to make
friends, but I was afraid. I was afraid to tell them who I

was; I was afraid they would misunderstand; I was afraid

I would get hurt. I already have enough burden, why
should I ask for more. So I decided to be alone.
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1st
Week in Lent

A Prayer For Battered Women

Jesus, our dear friend, the Bible says you suffered so that

we wouldn't need to suffer anymore. You took on shame
so that we could have full dignity as people. Your body
was broken so that our spirits might rise to God. Your life

was taken so that our lives could be lived to their fullest.

When our lives are prisons of pain and fear and hope-

lessness, you visit us. Your gentle presence sits with us

through the dark hours of terror in the night when it is all

we can do just to survive.

As we break out of the prisons of our lives, we are called

by your voice proclaiming our freedom. You lived and
died and rose again so that each of us can experience

justice. Your power shatters the bars of abuse that have
trapped us and thrown open the long-shut door to our

futures.

Then, when we have left behind the prisons that held us

for so long, you lead us forward. We exchange the

tattered, gray rags of what we had been told we were for

the brilliant new robes of what we are meant to be. You
walk with us in our new lives as women of God, healed

and whole. Amen.

Friday

February 18, 1994

Spirits in Prison:

II Timothy 1.3-18

Psalm 69

Are your
chains

heavy?
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1 St

Week in Lent

Saturday

February 19, 1994

Spirits in Prison:

Matthew 6.9-15

Psalm 69

Loosing the Bonds of Unforgiveness

Have you ever thought about the expression "nursing a

grudge"? I checked Bartlett's Familiar Quotations and
found something similar in this excerpt from "Tam
o'Shanter" by Robert Burns, written in the language of

1793:

Are your
chains
heavy?

Prayer:

Most Gracious God,

Giver of the Holy

Spirit, help me to

forgive those who
have wronged me,

recently or in the

past. By the power of

the Holy Spirit, bring

to my mind those

whom I need to

forgive. As I lay each

wrong at the foot of

the cross, strengthen

me so that I may
leave it there and go

forth in freedom and

newness of life.

Remind me also of

anyone whom I may
have wronged, and

enable me to do

what I can to restore

that relationship.

I ask in the name of

Jesus Christ, in

whom only is true

freedom found.

Amen.

Whare sits our sulky, sullen dame,
Gathering her brows like a gathering storm,

Nursing her wrath to keep it warm.

These brief lines provide two key insights into the

unwillingness to forgive. First, it takes energy and effort

to sustain an attitude of unforgiveness, although some-
times it may seem as if extra energy flows from some-
where to perpetuate our anger and resentment when we
have been wronged. Since we are spiritual beings —
made in the image of a God who is Spirit— this should
not be surprising, but we can be sure that this extra

energy is not coming from God!

Second, there is a price to pay. Can you imagine the face

of the person in the poem, as the passing of time etches

furrows deeper and deeper into it? Can you feel the

tension? I have heard it said that carrying unforgiveness

along on life's journey is like so much extra baggage.
Seasoned travelers know it's best to carry as little weight

as possiblel

In a book I read some years ago about spiritual well-

being, the author began by stressing the importance of

being willing to forgive even wrongs long past. He saw
forgiveness as an essential prerequisite to health —
physical and emotional as well as spiritual — and
developed the analogy of a lawn: through our normal
devotional activities and worship, we are able to keep the

lawn well-trimmed. But we also need to get to the deeper
roots of our problems, the grudges we may be nursing

consciously or subconsciously.

Scripture assures us that forgiveness is important to

God. Note especially verses fourteen and fifteen, which
immediately follow Jesus' model prayer. Later, Christ

himself sets the example for us by forgiving even those

who were unjustly putting him to death on the cross.

Therefore, we can look to God for help in this very

difficult area. Even if we do not feel able to forgive—
especially if we do not feel able to forgive— God will give

us the strength we need if we ask.

8



2nd
Week in Lent

Holy Laughter:

Did you get the

last

1CfUL Gf\ ?
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2nd
Week in Lent

Sunday
February 20, 1994

Holy Laughter:

Genesis 17.15-19

Psalm 2

Did you get the
last laugh?

You have to ask yourself just what type of laugh did

Abraham deliver when God told him that he and Sarai,

advanced in years, would conceive? At first read one
could conclude that it was pure laughter at God's
seeming folly. Abraham, Scripture tells us, questioned
in his heart. Did Abraham's laughter come from his

heart too?

When we laugh at our predicaments, it is often to mask
how we feel about our circumstances. Surely, Abraham
wanted a son with the woman he loved. May I suggest

that somewhere in his laughter was a wellspring of pain

caused by lack of conception. How it must have hurt both

to the depths of their souls! Laughter was the only way
Abraham could have responded to a heretofore unful-

filled womb. God's new promise opened a wound.

Emptiness can bring such laughter. The absurdity of life

situations demands it. God gave us the capacity to

laugh as a release. It functions much like crying — our

brokenness, our finiteness or humanness exudes from
our being.

Rarely do we get the last laugh. Often it is so long

coming that its power to heal is diminished. But for all of

us still waiting for our "last laugh," take heart. God gave

us our last laugh in another "empty" depository —
Jesus' tomb. Death was mocked for us for all eternity.

Death— what a laugh! Giggles by cherubim. Snickers by

seraphim. Archangels aching in riotous laughter. The
amused Almighty Parent smiling broadly as the Divine

Offspring takes the right seat, grinning in victory.

Every time we laugh, in either our emptiness or our

fullness, we should be reminded of the emptiness of that

tomb, and the fullness of God's promise of salvation to

us in Jesus.

Laughter is God's way of reminding us that the "last

one" was on death but the next one will be in heaven as

we indulge heartily at the banquet in holy laughter,

basking in God's infinite greatness.
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2nd
Week in Lent

There is a time for weeping and a time for laughing.

Sarah wept ninety years.

Then—a preposterous gift— life born from barrenness.

In my astonishment and joy, I laughed.

For I had long stumbled in the darkness, weeping.

Those whom I loved were sick and dying.

Your light did not shine where we huddled, weeping.

Death took one, but in taking one, crushed us all.

Then— a preposterous gift— life, my life— born from

barrenness.

In my astonishment and joy, I echo Sarah's laughter:

"God had brought me laughter,

and everyone who hears will laugh with me."

Monday
February 21, 1994

Holy Laughter:

Genesis 21.1-7

Psalm 2

Did you get the
last laugh?



2nd
Week in Lent

Tuesday
February 22, 1994

Holy Laughter:

Genesis 17.18-22;

21.8-14

Psalm 2

Did you get the
last laugh?

Hagar, yes Hagar, I am the mother of a people! Sarai is

only the mother of laughter. Yet we remain a nation

fighting for liberation against that laughter. We are

fighting to be liberated from a tradition that still op-

presses us because we are not "God's chosen people."

I am confused. I have known God close to the afflicted,

the poor, the homeless, the shackled, the despised, the

nameless, the rejected, the silenced, the orphaned, the

surrogate, the abused. Ish'mael and I have been all of

these. And I can't help but ask, "Who is really God's
chosen people?"
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2nd
Week in Lent

Wednesday
February 23, 1994

Holy Laughter:

Hebrews 1 1.8-12,

22-28, 36

Psalm 2

Did you get the
last laugh?

"And just how am I going to explain this to mother,

never mind Joseph? A dream? Well I suppose that might
work for Joseph. But you've never had to deal with

mother. Frankly, I don't need the hassle. Try someone
else!" And God laughed.

"It's only a speck of dust from the Damascus road,

honest. I'll be able to see clearly in a couple of days. I'll

be fine! Those Christians won't know what's happened to

them when I see clearly." And God laughed.

"Under no circumstances! No way! I don't want to mix
with those strange people in seminary. I don't want to be
a pastor. I like the job I have now. I have a nice income
and prospects of promotion. Lord, how about we wait for

ten years before I do it? Or five years? Compromise on
two? I don't want to move so far away from my family. I

won't do it!" And God laughed.

And God Laughed!

"God wants you to change your name? Why?" Sarai was
worried. "I know God's done a lot for us and I'm grateful,

honest, but I'm not so sure about this." (Pause.) "What
about me? I've got to change my name too? This is too

much. ..I'm going to have a baby! Abram, I'm ninety

years old! This is a joke. Please tell me it's a joke.

Abram. ..Abram?" And God laughed.

"You can't be serious. You want me to lead thousands of

people, confront Pharaoh, do a lot of talking? You've
made a mistake, Lord, if you don't mind my saying so.

Thanks for the invitation but I must decline. I'll just keep
leading my flock of sheep." And God laughed.
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2nd
Week in Lent

Thursday
February 24, 1994
Holy Laughter:

Genesis 22.1-19

Psalm 2

Did you get the
last laugh?

The womb of the woman

—

the heart of her soul

—

was to bring into breathing

a child

who would be God.

An older woman laughed once at

the thought of a child of promise:

And Sarah became the mother of Israel

through Laughter.

This messenger carried not laughter,

but Logos,

the true Word of God.

The young woman saw the cost of Sarah

(and many others)...

A son laid upon the altar

—

Unthinkable!

that God could become human and die!

She could not accept this concept.

Receiving God in life was simple.

Her difficulty: painful rejection in death,

death of her son,

death of God.

She could not choose to be without faith.

Simply put

—

she answered, "No,

I cannot face this loss."

The angel left, the womb stayed empty,

the garden tomb lay still.

In looking up she saw the cross,

in looking down she missed Almighty Will.

Before Mary There Was Another

The young woman looked up from her garden
to find an angel there.

(In looking down she had not noticed the glorious

creature's arrival.)

Attention now caught,

the messenger's greeting

—

"Fear not!"

Warned of fears she knew too well;

and of tears to come.
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2nd
Week in Lent

When was the last time you Friday

had a good laugh at yourself? February 25, 1994

Holy Laughter:

Luke 6.21

Psalm 2

Did you get the

last laugh?
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2nd
Week in Lent

Saturday

February 26, 1994

Holy Laughter:

Numbers 22.22-35

Psalm 2

Did you get the
last laugh?

Tomorrow's Assignment:

Write a Short Essay about Your Family Thing

I taught in a private school one summer and put off

taking required Hebrew during my M.Div. training at the

seminary. When thinking of holy laughter, I am reminded
of one of my students, Martin.

One day in class Martin was furiously wiggling his toes. I

watched his face to see if another student was the cause

of his agitation or if it was a pressing need to relieve

himself. I asked him if he'd like to be excused. He said,

"No teacher, my toes are in the middle of playing." This

sent a burst of laughter through the classroom that

finished the lesson for the hour.

I laughed along. "Martin," I asked, "what are they

playing?" "A song," he responded quite as a matter of

fact. "I apologize that they got too loud and stopped the

lesson." "That's quite alright, Martin," I answered.

"However, I don't think I recognized the tune. What is it?"

The other children stopped their laughing and wondered
that I had heard the toes' tune.

"It's a love song. My grandmom says that to love

someone is to know the song in that person's heart and

to sing it back to them when memory fails. My grandma
told me her toes started wiggling just after grandpa died,

and mine did too right after my dad died. My mom says

it must be a family thing."
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3rd
Week in Lent

The Trading House:

Where do you

REMEMBER
your

SABBATH?
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3rd
Week in Lent

Sunday
February 27, 1994

The Trading House:

John 2.13-22

Psalm 132

Where do you
remember your
sabbaths?

Jesus storms the temple.

"Take these things away..." (John 2.16b)

We don't sell pigeons anymore. Certainly not in Miller

Chapel. Our tables are set up in the campus center, and
Jesus might well approve of the appeals made for funds

to support worthy causes that capture the devotion of

our hearts. (Though I can imagine him wondering what
to do with videotapes of Theologiggle!) Selling of

another kind altogether takes place in our temple: ideas,

fragments of Scripture, causes, shares in bankrupt

systems, ponderous theologies of stone unable to flow in

God's good-news river of mercy and forgiveness.

Convenience shopping and highly selective buying are

creeping into our worship life.

Don't sit at these tables selling what Jesus has devalued

Don't buy any of this. Why buy judgment or condemna-
tion when grace is free and God's love is already yours?

Pray for Jesus to storm our temple and stop our selling.

God knows the truth and offers it in Jesus. We offer

ourselves as we encounter and are transformed by him.
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3rd
Week in Lent

A spirit of divisiveness is tearing at our church. Some
blame it on sin, as if diagnosis is a cure. Some hope
more tolerance will blow it away. Some weep, but think

nothing can be done about it. James disagrees. He says,

in effect, it is sin and it is wrong, but there are two things

we can do about it.

Most important is repentance. "Purify your hearts." Until

tears of repentance clean out the roots of anger in our

hearts, disunity will twist and grow and stifle the church

into impotence. We must join in the public confession of

the battered post-war church of Germany: "We know
ourselves to be with our people in a great company of

suffering, but also in a great solidarity of guilt."

More than the heart, however, needs changing. James
adds a practical admonition: "Cleanse your hands."

Repentance is a hands-on matter. As has been said, it is

not just being sorry; it is being sorry enough to quit.

Then we can dry our tears and begin to help. We are

forgiven.

Monday
February 28, 1994

The Trading House:

James 4.8-10

Psalm 132

Where do you
remember your

sabbaths?



3rd
Week in Lent

Tuesday
March 1, 1994

The Trading House:

Acts 10.1-8

Psalm 132

Where do you
remember your
sabbaths?

During Lent, we journey within the wilderness of our

lives so that through patience we might discover the

grace of God. How do we take time from our over-packed

lives where chaos reigns, so we can make that journey?

Perhaps that time can be found by remembering the

sabbath, a holy and sacred time away from the hectic

hassles of life. For some that might mean stepping back

and reevaluating priorities. Maybe remembering the

sabbath needs to be higher in rank on the "to do" list

than attending Sunday morning soccer games, catching

up on our shopping, or relaxing with the newspaper and

a cup of coffee. Indeed those things are important, but

God asks us to keep the sabbath holy. Just as Jesus'

anger was kindled when the money collectors were
desecrating the temple, something which had been set

apart as holy, so too is God frustrated when we fail to

keep the sabbath holy.

Perhaps the sabbath means joining together with the

community of believers or spending time at prayer. It

might mean entering a sanctuary. Or it might be in

nature, in letting our senses explore the wonders of

God's marvelous creation.

It might mean remembering that the ability to see God's

grace in the wilderness and darkness of our own lives is

a gift, and that the gift is offered to us so we might

become whole and healed. That means more than the

newspaper and the cup of coffee.
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3rd
Week in Lent

Wednesday
March 2, 1994

The Trading House:

Joshua 2

Psalm 132

Where do you
remember your

sabbaths?

You laid out before me a broad land of milk and
honey where I could rest.

I was afraid. I did not see you there.

I stopped at the wall and looked for safety

in the closest place I could find.

I found sanctuary in a house in the wall of the

promised land of rest.

You were in that house before me.
You revealed yourself to Rahab. She recognized you:

"God of heaven above and earth below"
and her house became my sanctuary.

Lord God of Heaven and Earth, help me to remember that

you always go before me,
ahead of me

hallowing time

creating sanctuaries

creating Sabbath.

I need only to step into the rest you offer.

In Jesus' name,
Amen

Almighty God of Sabbath,

forgive me.
You commanded that I remember the Sabbath and
keep it holy.

I have not.

You went before me and created the Sabbath and
hallowed it.

You built a temple where I could rest and make the

Sabbath holy.

In my selfishness, I have destroyed it.

I have been seduced by other sanctuaries

—

sanctuaries of avarice and power.
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3rd
Week in Lent

Thursday
March 3, 1994
The Trading House:

Isaiah 66.5-9

Psalm 132

Where do you
remember your
sabbaths?

Madonna



3rd
Week in Lent

All That Is Possible Is Not Potential

Now I know that all that is possible is not potential.

I listen to the doctors knowing I will lose.

There are many selections from which to choose
as if from a menu I do not recognize.

They offer imaginary outcomes to this

accidental fall.

We may choose to mummify his body in some
convalescent care

where
I may visit him often with my pain and teach my other

children to fear

not falls, but death itself.

There we will daily worship at the altar of denial,

faithful, but numb.

Friday

March 4, 1994

The Trading House:

I Samuel 1.19-28

Psalm 132

Where do you
remember your

sabbaths?

We may choose to pray over him, with anyone who draws
near

as if the faith-god were our only hope
True to this god of the miracle payoff

We will daily worship at the altar of denial,

trying, but confused.

We may choose to donate his organs, buy back yet a

piece of his

life

and give it to another soul.

True to the god of helping others

We could daily worship at the altar of denial.

Godly, but unsaved.

Or we may choose to let him go, quietly trusting that the

One,
True,

All knowing God
has plans for him and for us that we cannot understand.

We become open to the God of all comfort.

We will daily worship at the altar of reality:

The cross.

All that is possible is not potential.

Only the empty tomb proves power.
In humility the dark hole becomes

a window to the fantastic future:

new life with our Creator

after The Fall.
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3rd
Week in Lent

Saturday

March 5, 1994

The Trading House:

Romans 16.1-16

Psalm 132

Where do you
remember your
sabbaths?

Owning Crosses

Sister Patricia fiercely stood her ground . It wasn't much
ground but it was hers. The recent death of her aunt had
left her with a small plot bordering to the right of the

Berkshires. It would have gone completely unnoticed by

the stable estate except that its water supply for the

horses began on Sister Patricia's land.

The Berkshire management didn't think much about the

frail nun at first. A reasonable offer was made for the

property, along with a promised donation to a charity of

her choice— in the Sister's name, of course. But Sister

Patricia refused the offer. She tried to explain that it

wasn't about money or recognition, but about owning.

Sister Patricia had never owned anything in her life. The
clothes she wore, the cell she lived in, even her name
had been given to her, on loan, from the church. For the

first time, she could own something that was truly hers.

However, having never owned anything. Sister Patricia

didn't know the high prices attached to ownership. First

there were property taxes, followed immediately by

maintenance costs. Then there were insurance premi-

ums. And soon came the collectors.

Sister Patricia approached the church. It had loaned her

everything she thought herself to be. Surely it would
loan her money for the taxes. But the church had no

money to loan. The church, however, did offer to take the

property on loan. The church also promised to manage
Sister Patricia's property as if it were its own.

Sister Patricia stood her ground a long time. The church

on the left, the Berkshires on the right, collectors from

behind, her aunt's homestead ahead. She never thought

owning would be a cross she would bear.
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4th
Week in Lent

Opera for the

Silenced:

Are you

S » 'ng?

g
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4th
Week in Lent

Sunday
March 6, 1994

Opera for the

Silenced:

Lamentations

1 .20-21

Psalm 137.1-6

Are you singing?

All unknowing, they sang the songs of Zion. True, they

hung their harps on willows. Their voices were silent.

Still they wept, they wept. Their tears became their

songs— harsh songs in minor key, discordant, harmony
forgotten. And yet God heard this opera of the silenced,

this avant-garde performance art, and did not turn aside.

In the tears of those who feared that God was far away,

God heard the song of love.

And we weep in the strange lands of ethnic hatred,

incest, racism, homophobia, sexism, and all those places

that hold us in captivity. We weep. "Some opera," our

enemies jeer. "Some opera!" God responds. Our tears

are not in vain. God is moved by the songs we unknow-
ingly sing, and cannot abandon us, but sends instead the

One who frees us from captivity. Accompanied, it is true,

by a multitude of the heavenly host who sing in har-

mony, presumably with harp in hand. The tears are not

denied, but ultimately their discordance is reconciled in

the One who himself cried out in a loud voice.
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4th
Week in Lent

Monday
March 7, 1994

Opera for the

Silenced:

Ezra 2.1-2

Psalm 137.1-6

Are you singing?

I have tried to remember you, my God.
I tried when drowning in my tears.

But no song came.
I tried when Pharisees said, "We will tell you

what to sing."

But no song came.
I tried when the Church said, "We will show you

how to sing."

But no song came.
I tried when neighbors said, "We will teach you

our song."

But no song came.

I have tried to remember you, my God.
My memory sheds tears.

Your laughter fades

Your singing, too.

Other voices fill the silence

Ridiculing

Mocking.

Doubt fills my silence.

I have tried to remember you, my God.
Silence fills my doubt.

The silence of choirs of groaning children,

The silence of chorales of pleading women,
The silence of the silenced.

This silence is a song.

How shall I remember you, my God?
As my soul sings the silence,

That is how I shall remember you.

Remembrance

A

How shall I remember you, my God?
With laughter?

With singing?

In joy?

Or with tears and sorrow?
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4th
Week in Lent

Tuesday
March 8, 1994

Opera for the

Silenced:

Ezra 2.64-70 As my soul sings the silence

I sing your opera, God.
Tears are the words,
Silence the music.

Remembrance

B

Psalm 137.1-6

Are you singing?
For you hear our silent

Groaning and pleading.

Wiping away the tear,

Inspiring our songs.

Often, memory is all I have of you, Mother.

Times when I feel it is dangerous
To give voice to what lies

Deep inside, to who I am.

Your memory is what keeps

Me singing

When I see and experience

The darkness of humanity.

People exploiting each other,

Insisting on their right

To determine
Another's life.

Stealing hope
Dividing community
Living hypocrisy

Silencing the songs of praise.

If we forget your promises
Then surely,

Our songs will truly be silenced.

Forever.

Remembering that this is your opera, God,
That tears become words.

And silence great music
Because of you,

Creates eternal choruses.
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4th
Week in Lent

An opera is a drama set to music, where the principals

sing rather than speak their lines. Opera is an abbrevia-

tion of the longer phrase "opera in musica," or simply,

"work in music." We can distinguish opera from other

forms of musical theater by its seriousness; likewise, in

the drama of our lives we recognize opera for its serious-

ness and its pain. Often, we stop singing.

A deep-seated part of us is convinced that the key to

fulfillment is avoiding discomfort, that pain is the enemy
of living. However, James 1.2 reads: "My brothers and
sisters, whenever you face trials of any kind, consider it

nothing but joy...." James does appear out of touch, but

he explains: "...because you know that the testing of your
faith produces endurance; and let endurance have its full

effect, so that you may be mature and complete, lacking

in nothing."

Wednesday
March 9, 1994

Opera for the

Silenced:

James 1.2-4,

I Peter 1.6-7

Psalm 137.1-6

Are you singing?

So regardless of the painful drama that so often is our

lives, "know" that God wants to bless us. In attempting

to trust God we set our drama to music. I ask you,

"Instead of speaking your lines, are you singing?"
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4th
Week in Lent

Thursday
March 10, 1994

Opera for the

Silenced:

Exodus 2.23-3.15

Psalm 137.1-6

Are you singing?

The Old Testament knows crucifixion and its redemption
too. The cross is anticipated in Egypt, in the cruel slavery

of a people whom the Lord loves. The cry on the cross

has already been heard in Egypt. And the resurrection of

the dead took place long ago at the Red Sea.

What do these echoes and anticipations mean, except to

say that the story of God's way with us is one and that it

is always the hearing of human cries of suffering by one
who comes to deliver. The Lenten season takes us back

into Egypt as it invites us to join the way to the cross. It

reminds us of the pain of the world and its connection to

the pain in the heart of God. The one relentlessly true

word of Scripture is that God hears the cries of those in

affliction, even God's only beloved child. Perhaps in the

Lenten season we would do well to go back into Egypt as

well as journey along the way to the cross, to know that

the death of Christ is again a no to the Pharaohs, against

whose tyranny the Father of Jesus Christ is always set.

Walk about in Egypt and try to build bricks without straw.

Feel the whips of Egyptian taskmasters. That is part of

the Lenten journey. It truly ends on a cross, where, thank

God, it does not end.
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4th
Week in Lent

The Yellow Road

While walking to the creek,

meandering,

the trees around us called out colors

—

their forest green now gone.

My children and I talked of the move:
Why we have come here,

what we would come to know here.

Each in turn

wished for their own knowledge.

Fearless in facing the future,

one demanded courage.

Another sweetly spoken,

hoped for heart of friendship.

The oldest paused, pondering,

"I need to think about it, Mom."

As we ambled through the autumn glaze

arm in arm,

past the fence we followed the path

we had followed since school had begun.

I stirred up the leaves,

golden and tawny,

hoping for the jeweled hues I could put on
to take me home.

Friday

March 11, 1994

Opera for the

Silenced:

Revelation 14.1-5

Psalm 137.1-6

Are you singing?
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4th
Week in Lent

Saturday

March 12, 1994

Opera for the

Silenced:

Exodus 15.19-21

Psalm 137.1-6

Are you singing?

There is no joy quite like the thankful heart of one who
has miraculously been saved from what seemed like sure

death. When was the last time you cut loose with a

tambourine?

Prayer: God of deliverance,

We praise You for the many times You have

helped us to come through our Reed Seas. We
thank You for Your expressions of love, from

little gifts of friendship that help us through the

day, to times when Your grace has freed us from

our oppressions.
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5th
Week in Lent

The Sound
of Godly Fear:
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5th
Week in Lent

Sunday
March 13, 1994
The Sound
of Godly Fear:

Hebrews 5.7-10

Psalm 110

Do you hear
drying tears?

Do you hear drying tears?

What sounds do drying tears make? Perhaps the sounds
of loneliness...

There are times when each of us feels alone, adrift

and forsaken, unable to reach those next to us or to

be reached by them. And there are days and nights

when existence seems to lack purpose, and our

lives seem brief sparks in an indifferent cosmos.

Fear and loneliness enter the soul. None of us is

immune from doubt and fear; none escapes times

when all seems dark and senseless. Then, at the

ebbtide of the spirit, the soul cries out and reaches for

companionship.

Thanks be to God for our great High Priest, Jesus Christ.

He once experienced this loneliness and now intercedes

on our behalf. May we learn from his obedience to obey.

Lord, many are tired and lonely;

teach us to be their friends.

Many are anxious and afraid;

help us to calm their fears.

Some are tortured in body and mind;

imbue them with courage and strength.

Some are drained of faith: they are cynical, bored, or

despairing;

let our faith shine forth for them to see, that through

us they may come to know Your love.

Some live with death in their souls: they are stunned,

violent, and filled with hate;

save them from the wastelands of the spirit.

Teach us to show our love; let compassion and
knowledge combine for the welfare of all Your
children

—

that all may know they are not alone.

Adapted from Gates of Prayer, The New Union Prayerbook, New
York, New York: Central Conference of American Rabbis,

1975, pp. 670-1.
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5th
Week in Lent

There Is More to a Tear Than Meets the Eye

A tear begins slowly building up to its ebb,

Drips down the cheek wholly.

Splashing down dead.

There is more to a tear than meets the eye.

There is passion and pain

and a warm baby's cry.

There is anger and guilt

and a stiff upper lip,

Strong stuff on which denial is built.

There is sadness at loss

of a part of the heart;

the knowledge, now, of its terrible cost.

Boundaries dear, protect us no more

—

they divide us by worlds:

me here, now, and you gone before.

The hope of a tear:

that we'll know and be known
together again without any fear.

Pain shared with others

—

aching, suffering grief

—

this is the cross joining sisters and brothers.

There is more to a tear than meets the "I":

love of God, love of other

maybe this is the "Why?"

A tear wets the cheek as it spills from the eyes;

salt and water bespeak of

life on the rise.

Monday
March 14, 1994

The Sound
of Godly Fear:

I Kings 17.17-24

Psalm 110

Do you hear
drying tears?
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5th
Week in Lent

Tuesday
March 15, 1994

The Sound
of Godly Fear:

Habakkuk 1.13

Psalm 110

Do you hear
drying tears?



5th
Week in Lent

Fear not! Wednesday
March 16, 1994

The Sound
of Godly Fear:

Luke 12.4-12

Psalm 110

Do you hear
drying tears?
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5th
Week in Lent

Thursday
March 17, 1994

The Sound
of Godly Fear:

Psalm 13

Psalm 110

Do you hear
drying tears?

Thanks for the Promises

Rest, oh my weary one,

though the future's left undone.
Yes, even if none

—

I will remain. And thou
Be glad, live now;
Bearing the weight,

bearing the wait.

The promises shall come
And I will take you home.
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5th
Week in Lent

This is the story of a good friend of mine, a story of

risking rejection for the sake of integrity.

It was the winter of 1946. This friend and I attended the

University of Tubingen, which had just reopened after

World War II. Having no heating fuel, the university had
to make us sit in freezing lecture halls, writing notes with

coats and gloves. We had come to lectures about the

Sermon of the Mount when I noted that my friend had
turned unusually grave after a session I had enjoyed
greatly. Pretty soon he told me what was the matter. We
all had to produce papers indicating that we had been
properly "de-Nazified" as a condition of acceptance into

the university. My friend had stated on the papers he
submitted that he had never been a member of the Nazi

party. In fact, because of a severe childhood illness, he
had never served in the Hitler Youth — a great rarity —
but he had been sent, without applying, a membership
card in the NSDAP during the last few months of the war.

My friend's conscience, made sensitive through Jesus'

teaching, did not let him rest. He went to the university

registrar to report his false statement, fully expecting to

be dismissed. But nothing happened. Our professor

heard of the incident, interceded for him, and managed
to avoid the danger of his being ground in the wheels of

bureaucratic correctness.

Friday

March 18, 1994

The Sound
of Godly Fear:

I Samuel 20.35-42

Psalm 110

Do you hear
drying tears?
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5th
Week in Lent

Saturday
March 19, 1994

The Sound
of Godly Fear:

Ezekiel 24.15-18

Psalm 110

Do you hear
drying tears?
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6th
Week in Lent

Cornerstones:

Have you



6th
Week in Lent

Sunday
March 20, 1994
Cornerstones:

I Peter 2.4-10

Psalm 118.19-29

Have you got one?

The cornerstone is not really ours to pick or choose.

Christ is the cornerstone of our houses of faith, or else

we build on sand. The very stone rejected by other

builders, despised and cast off, becomes our sure

foundation. Despised and rejected, Christ crucified

becomes a stumbling stone— a scandal—except for

those willing to build on this rock. A cornerstone is lowly,

at the bottom of the heap, supporting and serving the

others. Such is the way of the cross.

Christ is made the sure foundation,

Christ the head and cornerstone,

Chosen of the Lord and precious

Binding all the church in one;

Holy Zion's help forever,

and our confidence alone.

(7th century, Latin; tr. John Mason Neale,

Presbyterian Hymnal, #416)
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6th
Week in Lent

Whenever I see the word cornerstone or words associated with

it, such as foundation or rock, I am reminded of the year I made
the difficult transition from the business world to seminary life.

Within ten months of my move to PTS, my older son entered the

navy, my younger son went off to college in the Midwest, and I

left my job, my church, my house, my friends, and everything

familiar in life to me. It was the first time I had ever felt alone. In

addition, my elderly parents were selling their seasonal cottage

at the Jersey shore, where they spent six months of the year,

and preparing to live year-round in Florida.

Monday
March 21, 1994

Cornerstones:

Luke 6.47-49

Psalm 118.19-29

Have you got one?

It was September and the semester had just started. I drove to

the shore to visit my parents one last time before they closed

the sale on their house. I was hardly prepared for the shock I

experienced when I walked into the house and found the walls

were bare and most of my parents' possessions had been sold.

My father, formerly a toolmaker by trade, had even sold his

tools. My mother tried to give me numerous items that had not

sold, but having just rented out my house and already finding it

hard to cram its contents into my small, one bedroom apart-

ment, I could hardly take anything. As we reminisced over old

photos and good times together, both my mother and I were
teary-eyed as we realized we were closing another chapter in

the book of our lives.

As I drove away that day, I was suddenly overcome with tears as

I realized just how fleeting are the days and years of our lives.

With our best efforts, we hope to fill those days and years with

experiences that are meaningful and lasting, activities that

justify the time and effort we give them. Even so, as I drove I

grieved over the loss of so much that had been important in my
life, and wondered how I would ever adjust to so much change.
And suddenly into my mind came the refrain to the hymn The
Solid Rock

:

On Christ the Solid Rock I stand.

All other ground is sinking sand,

All other ground is sinking sand.

In the midst of so much uncertainty, I was comforted and
reassured that no matter how much life would continue to

change, God's unfailing love for me in Christ, the Solid Rock,
would remain eternally the same.

Perhaps it is only when we see our familiar worlds slipping

away from us that we are confronted with the need to decide
just what the cornerstone or foundation will be for our lives.

Especially during this Lenten season, do we remember just how
shaky our foundations are without Christ as our Cornerstone?
Do we take the time to give thanks to God for providing us with
such a firm Foundation, without which all our ground would be
sinking sand? Do we acknowledge the terrible cost to God for

the gift of salvation that is freely given to all who desire it?

Whatever the turbulence of our lives may be now, let us
remember that our security lies not in those things which must
inevitably pass away, but in Christ, the sure Foundation and
Rock of our faith. With this in mind, let us worship him anew, in

humility and awe, wonder and love.
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6th
Week in Lent

Tuesday
March 22, 1994

Cornerstones:

Matthew 16.13-20

Psalm 118.19-29

Have you got one?
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6th
Week in Lent

Have you ever wondered what Jesus was writing in the

sand? I have. Perhaps, as some ancient texts add, he was
writing down the sins of the accusers. Perhaps he was
writing down our sins. And what of the man? Does it not

take two to commit adultery? How easy it is to accuse. Or
perhaps Jesus was writing a prayer: "Forgive them, for

they know not what they do."

Who is it harder for us to forgive? Those who have
admitted their shortcomings, or those who are sincere

and zealous but misguided? Jesus allowed healing for

both groups, the couple and the Pharisees. Both were
made to confront their own sins. Jesus does two impor-

tant things here. First he allows for healing, and second
he calls the woman and us back into a holy life. When we
confess our sins, they are laid bare, like the sins of the

woman. And Jesus will not condemn us but instead will

lead us toward new life. Go and sin no more.

Gracious and forgiving God,
We are a stubborn and judgmental people. Forgive us

when in our self-righteous delusions we belittle others,

idolatrously usurping for ourselves the power of con-

demnation which belongs only to Jesus. Teach us to be a

compassionate people valuing others for who and where
they are, always remembering that none of us are

perfect. We are all valuable in the eyes of our Lord Jesus
the Christ. And finally. Lord, help us to be a holy people,

always yearning after Your heart and following in Your
ways. For you are our cornerstone and our salvation.

AMEN

Wednesday
March 23, 1994

Cornerstones:

John 8.1-11

Psalm 118.19-29

Have you got one?
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6th
Week in Lent

Thursday
March 24, 1994

Cornerstones:

Genesis 28.10-22

Psalm 118.19-29

Have you got one?

The story of Jacob's dream at Bethel has special mean-
ing to me. While Jacob is running for his life, he has a

dream and receives a promise from God. During a very

difficult period in my life, God chose a dream in which to

remind me of God's promise. In the dream I was running

as hard as I could and was tremendously tired. I knew I

had to keep running, and that I could not stop, because
stopping would mean death. I didn't want to die. Sud-
denly I simply could not run anymore. I lost all control

and started falling backwards. The fear was overwhelm-
ing. Out of nowhere came two arms — no body, no face,

just arms — and at just the right moment those arms
caught me. I did not die but found incredible rest. I

awoke from the dream, laid in my bed, and felt the most
amazing sense of peace I have ever felt in my life. To this

day I can restore myself by closing my eyes, picturing

those arms, and feeling again that overwhelming peace.

Lent is a perfect time to reflect again on God's promise to

each of us.
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6th
Week in Lent

0 God, You have laid the very foundations of this earth

and breathed life and hope into my soul. You sent Your
son, Jesus, into this world to teach me and bid me to

take up my cross and follow Him. I walk, and I stumble at

times along the journey, but You are there, guiding me
along the way. Your Word is a lamp to my feet and a

light for my path.

In the storms of life, You are there also, O God. Though
the waters crash against my house, the winds howl, and
the rain falls, I know that my house will stand, for it has

been built upon the Rock. You, 0 God, are my Rock and
my Redeemer. You are the cornerstone upon which I will

build.

Friday

March 25, 1994

Cornerstones:

Job 38.4-7

Psalm 118.19-29

Have you got one?

God, thank You for the sure foundation You are for my
life. I would not be able to stand if it were not for You
and Your grace. You are the cornerstone of my life, and I

pray that You will help me to see your grace and love in

a new and refreshing way today.

Amen
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6th
Week in Lent

Saturday

March 26, 1994

Cornerstones:

I Kings 5.1-18

Psalm 118.19-29

Have you got one?

God's Use of Rejects

"The stone which the builders rejected has become the

chief cornerstone."

The word "rejected" jars me. It makes me think of the

Jews and Jesus. It reminds me of a lady who told me she
applied for a job and was not hired. It causes me to recall

personal experiences.

In college I answered a desperate call for football players.

During the second practice, I heard the coach say to

himself (but just loud enough for me to hear), "I wonder
why I am wasting my time with him?" I dropped out,

discovering I could study again without falling asleep the

moment I finished dinner!

At Princeton Seminary, I answered the call for the

traveling choir, but was rejected during the audition over

my rendition of "Abide With Me." When I returned

twenty years later to serve on the Seminary staff, David

Hugh Jones was still the director of the choir. He asked,

"Weren't you in the choir?" I answered with a chuckle,

"No, David, you wouldn't let me in!"

These rejections certainly are not of the magnitude of

what Jesus experienced, but all rejection can hurt and

has to be dealt with. Through mine, God taught me the

importance of humor and humility, and sensitized me to

people in my ministry who were going through some
really rough rejection experiences.
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Holy
Week in Lent

Keeping Holy

Secrets:

s h o u l d.
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Holy
Week in Lent

Palm Sunday
March 27, 1994

Keeping Holy

Secrets:

John 12.12-19

Psalm 22

Should you?

'"Look, your king is coming, sitting on a donkey's colt!'

His disciples did not understand these things at first."

My husband and I have an icon hanging on our wall. It's

the pressboard kind, purchased at the Russian Orthodox
Seminary bookstore in Yonkers. It depicts Jesus on a

donkey surrounded by a crowd and is titled simply "The
Entrance of Our Lord into Jerusalem." The image on the

icon is a little strange because the perspective is out of

whack. In fact, it is backward. The people in front, who
are laying their garments on the ground before Jesus,

are very small — about knee-height. Those standing

behind them are much larger, painted onto a false

backdrop.

This was puzzling to me until I remembered what
Orthodox bishop Kallistos Ware said once about icons.

Icons appear to be flat because the perspective is

intended to move outward — not inward like a Cezanne
still life or a Rembrandt group portrait. Icons are in-

tended to draw the viewer, a spot on the horizon, into the

reality portrayed. Icons confront the viewer, not the other

way around. Indeed, in my own little icon, Jesus seems
to peer at me, drawing me into a mysterious truth.

Jesus' disciples apparently had a perspective problem.

The sight of their Lord, the King of Israel, riding into

Jerusalem on a donkey, did not fit their point of view.

What kind of a triumphal entry was this? Perhaps the

disciples then, and we now, can understand Jesus better

when we stand as the object of his gaze and his beckon-

ing into a mystery. Only with the eyes of faith will we see

that the king of Israel really does come to us in lowly

fashion, so that we in our lowliness will be saved. From
this perspective, as backward and puzzling as the picture

seems, we also may believe and shout "Hosanna!"
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Week in Lent

The Alabaster Jar

It had sat there on that shelf below the window for years,

collecting street dust. I displayed it there. I admired its

long, slender neck, its round bottom. It reminded me a

lot of myself. Sometimes a draft through the window
would waft the ointment smell to where I was sitting. My
chair was just off to the right of the shelf. I'd sit enjoying

the jar in the sunlight, thinking about the day's appoint-

ments, and occasionally peer beyond to the city street.

I have always been a woman of the city. There is more
business in the city. There is greater safety in the city.

Here I know my way around. I know where everybody
lives, which vendor has the freshest produce, who is

visiting our town, when events are happening.

That's how I finally met him. It was quite the event at

Simon's house. It looked as if every vendor in town had
been bought out by the spread on the table. But for such

a visitor only the finest would do. ..you would think. Vet

when I arrived, no one had bothered to provide him with

cleansing facilities. A towel and a bowl of water would
have been sufficient. The streets are dusty. His journey

had been long.

I had brought the alabaster jar as a gift. I was hoping it

would be something with which he would remember me.
It was my most precious possession. By the time I

arrived, the room was too filled with reaching hands and
scattered food and sprawled men. So I just went up
behind him, unannounced, uninvited. I broke the jar on
the edge of the table. Hands stopped reaching into

bowls. Men sat upright.

Frankly, I really didn't pay much attention. Tears mingled
with the ointment all over his feet. I smoothed and wiped
with what was available—my hair. The jar would have
cut him. No one offered a towel. No one spoke to me or
to him.

Simon was the first to speak. He spoke to his guests as if

the visitor was not in the room. But the visitor responded
before anyone else. He acknowledged Simon. He ac-

knowledged me. He told them all that I had loved much.
This came as little surprise to most of them. He also told

them they had loved little. This came as little surprise to

me. I wonder if anything surprised him?

Monday
March 28, 1994

Keeping Holy

Secrets:

Luke 7.36-50

Psalm 22

Should you?
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Week in Lent

Tuesday
March 29, 1994
Keeping Holy

Secrets:

Matthew 26.36-46

Psalm 22

Should you?

Confessions from the Convent: It's a Habit

"The Sheering Silence"

I was awakened before morning prayers by the sheering

silence. Town has been overrun this week by bleating

shepherds and weary sheep. (The meat pies will be good
buys at Mildred's Market.) I waited and listened. Nothing.

I tried to see my desk and door. It was still too dark. I

buried deep into the bed clothes for extra warmth. My
toes were cold. I went over the day's lesson plans in my
mind. Maybe I should include a book reading today for

the fifth-graders. It would certainly make the review

board happy. I went over last night's board meeting. I

can't believe they want us to squeeze a ninety-minute

class into an hour! Sometimes they make me so angry. I

must make an appointment with the Mother Superior.

Oh, but I must go back through the correspondence from

the Sisters of the Knoll before presenting their request to

her. Was it this week Sister Peripatetica was coming
through town? I hope she has word from Sister Margaret.

I slipped into the last pew this morning for prayers. I had
drifted back to sleep somewhere after Sister Margaret.

And the liturgist read, "Could you not wait with me one
hour?"
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Week in Lent

Women-Church

Six years ago I spent a winter in Brazil. I was located

during most of my visit in Sao Paulo near Rau Paulista.

This street has the same appeal as Saks Fifth Avenue in

New York. Near the end of my time in Brazil I worshipped

in an alley off of Rau Paulista. Following is a description

of that service.

I was walking down Rau Paulista frustrated. I had missed

communion at an earlier service that day because of a

delay on the bus lines. And then I saw her.

She just sat there weeping uncontrollably. Scattered

around the tattered quilt with her was a badly dented pan
and a stone; a fading sprig was caught in her skirt. She
was in the alley just a few doors down from a grocery

store. It was late enough in the day that someone should

have seen her by now. I wondered if she had been there

all day.

I slipped into the store to round up some food. A Sunday
School teacher I had met earlier that month was speak-

ing with the woman shopkeeper. The swing of the door

caught their attention and soon my request was filled.

Off the shelves came bread, cheese, a brisket of beef, and
a bottle of wine. The shopkeeper assured me that any
woman brave enough to weep alone could hold her

weight in wine.

We gathered the meal in our arms and bustled out the

door. But when we got to the spot where the weeping
woman had been sitting, all that was left was the floral

sprig. Maybe I should have gone to her before going into

the shop. The shopkeeper asked me how I could know
she would leave. Maybe I could go after her. The Sunday
School teacher pointed in all directions. The teacher was
right, I didn't know which way the woman had gone.
Maybe I would hear the woman crying forever.

I handed the bread and wine in my arms to the women
beside me and picked up the floral sprig. A tear escaped
my eye in remembrance of her. I didn’t miss communion
after all today.

This is the first time I have ever told this experience. It

has been one of my holy secrets.

Wednesday
March 30, 1994

Keeping Holy

Secrets;

Mark 14.43-51

Psalm 22

Should you?
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Week in Lent

Maundy Thursday
March 31, 1994
Keeping Holy

Secrets:

John 19.16b-27

Psalm 22

Should you?

Letting Evan Go in Prayer

Acceptance is not possible,

though, of course, love is

—

when letting go...

Christ between us

His blood between our worlds;

you covered, free

me, uncovered, still naked in mortality:

open, raw, unhealed.

You unconvicted, me still conflicted.

Your boundaries defined,

safe in heaven's home,
mine crumbled...

You see me, know me
I can't see or know you.

This is pure pain,

alone.

God keep Christ between us

so that I can see into that window of heaven

to the one I love.

Full of grace and truth.

Grant me the peace to love him as

he is now.
No more that I can or should

No less than You plan or would
in this time here

in this place now.
So that someday soon,

in perfect communion
we can again know and share ourselves.

Son and mother.

Sister and brother,

Child, child of God,
loving one another.
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Holy
Week in Lent

As I Am Now

I used to beg for understanding

Back when the world was simple

And my life was complex.

Now I yearn for strength to be as I feel,

as I am.
For the world has grown complex
And my life has become simpler:

My child has died.

There is no reason, no explanation,

Understanding cannot touch it.

I just want to be

—

accepted in my painful existence

allowed to be conflicted

tolerated in my anger

propped up in my grief

patient with my guilt

present in my sadness.

There is no comprehension
just as there is no recipe for recovery.

One doesn't comprehend
just as one doesn't recover.

The anguish is ever present.

It may be with me always

like the scars on Jesus' palms

—

Evidence of the agony,

of the day the world stopped

And God's Son died.

I know He is risen.

(He is risen, indeed!)

But He bears the scars of that terrible pain.

And I, his mother,

feel the sword that pierced him in my soul.

It will never be the same;
It may get better on that side of Easter

It could not get worse on this side.

I know he is risen...

I know where he went...

I know he is whole...

But I know it has happened,
the worst has happened

on the day my son died.

I am here struggling for strength to be as I feel,

as I am.
Now.

Without my child.

Good Friday

April 1, 1994

Keeping Holy

Secrets:

Matthew 27.45-56

Psalm 22

Should you?
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Holy
Week in Lent

Holy Saturday
April 2, 1994

Keeping Holy

Secrets:

John 19.38-42

Psalm 22

Should you?

"Holy Secrets"

God of silent dawnings,
Signs

everywhere
surface a new covenant:

A sky bow refracts drying tears;

Tambourines syncopate dancing feet among the

reeds

—

opera never sounded so good!
No fingerprints on two dusty clay tablets,

moldless manna, a budding rod;

The Hebrew word for laughter is Isaac.

Are all Your secrets holy

?

A dew laden fleece on dry ground;

A foreigner breathes life back into a widow's
son;

A teen pregnancy is carried to term;

Why do You keep holy secrets

?

Myrrh at the manger.
Myrrh with wine near the cross,

Myrrh for embalming,
Which secrets do You keep holy

?

The smell escaping from a broken flask, soiled

feet, clean hair;

Found among chain links is a forwarding

address,

good news is no longer delivered

among the Gerasene tombs;
A cornerstone, a stumbling block, a rolled stone;

What holy secrets are You keeping?

Vandalism in the synagogue,

a curtain rent from top to bottom;

A rolled-up head napkin placed off by itself;

Three wise women bearing spices, an alien, a

missing person;

Are You keeping holy secrets

?

Selah
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Easter

Sunday
April 3, 1994
Keeping Holy

Secrets:

Mark 16.1-8

Psalm 132

Should you?
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