
Lenten Meditations 2022 

CENTERING IN THE 
SPIRIT:  A SACRED PATH                  
TO LIBERATION   
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Ash Wednesday 

March 2 
 
“Lent is a time of going very deeply into ourselves . . . . What 
is it that stands between us and God? Between us and our 
brothers and sisters? Between us and life, the life of the 
Spirit? Whatever it is, let us relentlessly tear it out, without a 
moment's hesitation.” —Catherine Doherty 

 

Reflection 

I find it intriguing that the word “Lent” was, for a long time, a 
secular word with no particular religious associations. The 
Old English word lencten was related to “lengthen,” referring 
to the lengthening of days. But those of you who know music 
know that “lento” means slow; play this piece slowly, as does 
the word lentiment, in French. It’s a refreshing thought, isn’t 
it, to think of Lent as a season of moving slowly with God? 
The thing is, many of us do not live slow lives. Even so, Lent 
can be an opportunity to focus: our priorities, our loyalties, 
and our commitments, so that our intentions become reality 
and we are available to God all along the way, whether our 
lives are slow or fast, or something in between.  

Prayer 

Oh God, hear our desire to walk with You. Quicken in us the 
desire to move slowly now and then, so that we are truly 
open to Your bidding.  

Amen 
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March 3 

The Spiritual Opportunity of Lent 

“Lent should never be morose—an annual ordeal during 
which we begrudgingly forgo a handful of pleasures. Instead, 
we ought to approach Lent as an opportunity, not a 
requirement.” —Bread and Wine: Readings for Lent & 
Easter 
 

Reflection 

My first introduction to the season of Lent came when 
several college classmates announced with exaggerated 
exasperation the acts of self-denial they were practicing for 
the season. I would learn later that they intended to use their 
time of sacrifice to experience renewal, restoration, and 
resurrection after their time of searching and preparation. 
Their negative disposition betrayed their intent. Perhaps we 
have been conditioned to believe that intentional time for 
introspection, self-reflection, self-examination, and honest 
self-assessment will turn up all of our dreadful failings and 
shortcomings. However, wilderness is not our destiny, and 
struggle is not our permanent condition. This is a season of 
opportunity to discover life-affirming and spirit-lifting 
approaches, attitudes, and dispositions that draw us nearer 
to the presence of God and closer to our truest identity as 
God’s beloved. 

Prayer 

Holy One, be with me in the desert spaces and wilderness 
wanderings of this season and satisfy the deepest longings 
of my heart for renewal, restoration, and resurrection.  

Amen.   
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March 4 

Luke 4:1–2 (adapted) 

Jesus, full of the Spirit, was led into the wilderness, where 
for forty days he was tempted by the false accuser, the 
slanderous one. He ate nothing at all during those days, and 
when they were over, he was famished.  

Reflection  

When I think of Jesus’ 40 days in the wilderness, with its 
provocative connotations, what strikes me is that what Jesus 
did during that time was primarily to listen. He listened for a 
sense of his purpose and direction, and he discovered what 
we too discover, that when you are finally quiet, and clear 
enough to listen, many voices clamor. For him there was the 
voice urging him to cheap popularity, to use his power to do 
magic tricks, like throwing himself off the Temple, turning 
stone into bread, or performing some messianic sign. What 
are the many voices that clamor in your head? What devilish 
voices niggle at you to settle for less than who you really 
are?  

 

Prayer 
Holy One, help us to hear your voice among the many 
voices that tug at us. We want to be good listeners and to be 
able to distinguish Your voice.  

Amen. 
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March 5 
 

There are four things that lead to wisdom. You ready 
for them? 

She nodded, wondering when the police work would 
begin. 

“They are four sentences we learn to say and mean.” 
Gamache held up his hand as a fist and raised a 
finger with each point. “I don’t know. I need help. I’m 
sorry. I was wrong.” 

 —from Still Life by Louise Penny 

Reflection 

When I reflect on these 11 words from Inspector Gamache, 
the main character in Penny’s mystery series, I am struck by 
how simple yet profound they are. What happens when I 
admit my imperfection of not knowing and needing help or 
being wrong and apologizing? Then, by doing so, what is the 
impact on the other person involved? Perhaps I have given 
that person a chance to also show their vulnerability or 
allowed someone to give me the gift of knowledge or 
assistance.  

 

Prayer 

Loving God, help me remember, when I appear to have 
forgotten, the gifts of being imperfect and admitting it.  

Amen. 

 



5 
 
March 7 

I’ve lived so long a quiet life, 
In a world I’ve made small, 
That even my own mind changes slowly. 
I’m a danger only to myself, 
Like the daydreaming night watchman 
Smoking his cigar 
Near the dynamite shed. 
from “To Be a Danger” by C.G. Hanzlicek 

 
Reflection 

Play it safe. Don’t make waves. Be careful. Err on the side of 
caution.  

It’s easy to lead a quiet life, taking as few risks as possible, 
protecting one’s physical and emotional territory. We do that 
individually, but often we also do that as a church. We want to 
maintain the comfort of what we’ve known for decades, treasuring 
the familiar and honoring tradition. But our world’s evils are so 
dangerous, that we need to be dangerous to the evils of the world. 
We must risk making things right even if that means sometimes 
getting it wrong. We need to expand the walls of our small world 
and cease simply daydreaming about justice. Are we—am I—
brave enough to do that? 
 
Prayer 

Spirit of Justice, grant me the courage to risk my own comfort to 
bring comfort and justice to those who need 
me most. 

Amen 
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March 8 

My song is love unknown, my Savior's love to me, 
Love to the loveless shown, that they might lovely be. 
But who am I  
That for my sake 
My Lord should take 
Frail flesh, and die? 
Here might I stay and sing, 
no story so divine; 
Never was love, dear King,  
never was grief like thine. 
This is my friend 
In whose sweet praise 
I all my days 
Could gaily spend. 
- My Song Is Love Unknown, a hymn by Samuel 

Crossman 
Reflection 

Those are the first and last verses of Crossman's poem, one that I 
find so meaningful during the Lenten season. 

Lent, was originally a period of fasting preceding Easter; it was also 
the time of baptism of candidates into the faith on the eve of Easter, 
they having fasted for 40 days. Eventually this period evolved into a 
general period of preparation for Easter. The poem speaks of love - 
something for all of us to share during these 40 days as well as the 
rest of the year! 

Prayer  

Let me always feel you present, in every atom of my life. 
Let me keep surrendering myself until I am utterly transparent. 
Let my words be rooted in honesty and my thoughts be lost in your 
light, Unnamable God, my essence, my origin, my lifeblood, my 
home.  
Amen 
(from Psalm 19, translated by Stephen Mitchell) 
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March 9 

God is love, and all who live in love live in God, and God lives in 
them. God is love, and he who abides in love abides in God, and 
God in him. - 1 John 4:16 

Reflection 
 

Memories of this verse and its importance to Christianity came to 
mind some years ago when reading a New York Times book 
review of Why Does the World Exist, by Jim Holt. According to the 
book review this fundamental question has not received the 
attention that one would expect. “We find no one haunted by the 
specter of non-being until Gottrried Wilhelm Leibniz, who wrote in 
1714, ‘The first question which we have a right to ask will be, ‘why 
is there something rather than nothing.’ “ 
The author of the book recounts his interviews with several 
philosophers and cosmologists, as well as novelist John Updike. 
The numerous theories, from multiple parallel universes to the 
“puzzling nature of nothingness” did not provide any compelling 
answer. 

Later, I discovered Hungarian author and Auschwitz survivor, Imre 
Kertes, and read Fatelessness, his account of life in a Nazi death 
camp. The concluding lines of his speech at the Nobel Prize 
banquet has become an inspiration for me whenever I need 
something uplifting:  

And if you now ask me what still keeps me here on this 
earth, what keeps me alive, I then I would answer without 
any hesitation - love. 

Those words have helped me to deal with the question of why the 
world exists. I believe it is not necessary to answer the question 
as long as love is paramount in our existence. 

Prayer 

Dear Lord, May the love that envelopes us during Lent abound in 
our world throughout eternity. Amen 
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March 10 
 

This little light of mine, I’m gonna let it shine, 

This little light of mine, I’m gonna let it shine, 

This little light of mine, I’m gonna let it shine, 

Let it shine, let it shine let it shine. 

Everywhere I go, I’m gonna let it shine,… 

- From This Little Light of Mine, civil rights gospel 
song of unknown authorship 

 
Reflection 

We sing this little song every Tuesday as part of our weekly racial 
justice vigil. At first, I was resistant, my voice is uncertain and 
somehow, I thought the song was for children to sing. Over the 
last months I have made peace with it: my light is little, but on 
Tuesday I am with friends and together our light is brighter. My 
voice is weak and uncertain, but as part of a chorus we sound 
better together than each of us sounds alone. 

Standing on the corner of Franklin and Nicolet for 10 minutes with 
my friends, old and new, and holding our signs that say the Black 
Lives Matter and that Love Matters and that we need justice for 
George Floyd and all the others crushed under the system I have 
hope that my little light will help change the world. 

Prayer 

Lord, help us be strong and help us continue to show up for 
justice. 
Amen 
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March 11 

May She see with her eyes the sorrow of destruction.   
May She hear with her ears the cries of the innocent. 
May She lift with her hands the load of the burdened. 
May She break with her strength the weapons of war. 
May She forgive with her heart the violence against her. 
May She grasp with her mind the goodness of [people]. 
May She find with her soul the pathway to peace. 

 From The Swarm by Aaron Johnston and Orson Scott Card 

 
Reflection 

This beautiful, sorrowful, and hopeful chant is a plea to the female 
aspect of God for an end to killing. It applies not only to our current 
genocides in the world, but also the centuries we have visited them on 
people of color in our country. To best feel this quotation, try chanting 
it once or twice aloud. Its pattern is inspired by Buddhist prayers 
asking someone (or all of humanity) to find goodness, truth, or 
quietude. In the version printed here, the first letter of each “She” has 
been capitalized to emphasize the feminine aspect of God–a gender 
strand in Genesis in God’s name “Elohim,” which can be translated 
“the male-female, singular-plural God.”  

Prayer 

We are hurting, Lord: tired, scared, and confused. In these ongoing 
times of the killing of so many people–of deadly weapons in our 
streets, homes, and hands of humans so quick to use them–please 
bring us awareness, love, and peace. Help us learn to solve problems 
with prudence before they occur, rather than after with a bullet. Guide 
us to create structures of assistance instead of dominance; of 
responsibility, not just “freedom for me”; and the patience and will to 
see change to its conclusion. Aid us all in not aiming our fingers and 
weapons, but rather our hearts, at people around us who are 
strangers, just as we do to those we love. Teach us kindness, Lord.  
In thy name, Amen. 
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March 12 

“D’oh!” - Homer Simpson 

“I made you my temple my mural my sky now I’m begging for 
footnotes in the story of your life” - Taylor Swift 

“Art should comfort the disturbed and disturb the comfortable.” - 
Cesar A. Cruz 

“I stared at a jar of cotton balls on the metal table. Small white 
clouds trapped in glass. I wanted to lift the lid and let them fly 
away with my secrets.” - Salt to the Sea 

“Where is fancy bred? In the heart or in the head?” - William 
Shakespeare 

“And we can treat people with kindness. Find a place to feel good 
and we’ll belong.” - Harry Styles 

“It’s bigger than black or white.” - Lil Baby 

“This is what community looks like!” - Protest Chant 

Reflection 

These quotes, submitted by Plymouth senior high students, hold 
meaning and magic, jokes and joy, power and protest, and the 
emotions that always come across better when being sung, rather 
than spoken. God is in laughter, and group chats, in song lyrics, in 
marching chants and in friendship. These quotes are as unique as 
the young people who shared them, as unique as each of us, all 
held closely in the great circle of God’s love. 

Prayer 

Expansive and understanding God, we know wonder and wisdom 
can be found in places unusual and expected. Help us to always 
be on the lookout for words to move and inspire us.  
May it be so. 
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March 14 

“Don’t fret or worry. Instead of worrying, pray. Let petitions and 
praises shape your worries into prayers, letting God know your 
concerns. Before you know it, a sense of God’s wholeness, 
everything coming together for good, will come and settle you 
down.”  - Philippians 4: 6-7 

Reflection 

In this time that each day brings with it a new set of concerns and 
anxieties. We wonder what the future will hold. We worry about 
our family and friends. We long for change in systems that 
oppress and we are not at all confident in any solutions. Scripture 
has much to say about worry and usually the advice is – just don’t 
do it. Worry is not worth the angst it produces. That does not help 
me in this time, does it speak to you?  

 

I do appreciate the passage above from Paul’s letter to the 
Philippians, and particularly this version from the translation “The 
Message”. Prayer can be an antidote to worry. When my worries 
grow fierce, I have often turned to prayer to quell my overanxious 
head and heart. These days it is my daily practice to reduce worry. 
Perhaps you could try it, too. Prayer will not resolve all of life’s 
problems, but it could soften the worry lines on our foreheads. Or 
re-focus our attention on other important matters. Because 
another thing I know about worry is that many of the things that we 
worry about never come to fruition and we waste a lot of head and 
heart energy in the process. 

If you think prayer could be helpful but are struggling to find the 
words to pray, here is a lovely prayer by Mark Nepo to guide you 
on your way. Pray your worries, friends, and trust that others are 
praying with you. 
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Prayer 

Through the great pain of stretching 
beyond all that pain has taught me, 

the soft well at the base 
has opened, and life 
touching me there 

has turned me into a flower 
that prays for rain. Now 

I understand: to blossom 
is to pray, to wilt and shed 
is to pray, to turn to mulch 

is to pray, to stretch in the dark 
is to pray, to break surface 
after great months of ice 

is to pray, and to squeeze love 
up the stalky center toward the sky 

with only dreams of color 
is to pray, and finally to unfold 

again as if never before 
is to be the prayer.  - Mark Nepo 
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March 15 

Give me a sense of humor, 

Give me the grace to see a joke, 

To get some pleasure out of life 

And pass it on to other folk. 
- Author anonymous 

 

Reflection 

From time to time it’s important to be intentional about 
creating levity in life when much of our daily focus is on the 
hardships that surround us. 

 

Prayer 

Thank you, God, for jokes, even the bad ones.  

Amen. 
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March 16 

“Sometimes carrying on, just carrying on, is the superhuman 
achievement.”   - Albert Camus 

 

Reflection 

Because of Covid, there is much conversation about timing: 
when can we go to events or restaurants, when can we take off 
our masks, when is it safe to visit with family and friends inside, 
or when will we get back to how life used to be. No surprise we 
think these or similar thoughts each day. Safety for our families, 
concern about a friend’s illness, desire for more human 
interactions make us sensitive to the daily grind created by the 
word “When”. 

We need a salve to ease the grind. We need a well-deserved 
pat on the back and that is what Camus is saying. He 
commends us and our efforts, our caring for each other and for 
ourselves. His words acknowledge that our moving through 
each day as best we can is enough, and in fact, it is heroic. 

Prayer 

May we love ourselves enough to know we are enough; in 
carrying on, we are living as best we can. May we love 
ourselves enough to pat ourselves on the back and 
acknowledge our superhuman efforts with a huge YES! 

Amen. 
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March 17 

Keep us from pettiness. 
Let us be large in thought, in word, in deed.  
Let us be done with fault-finding 
And leave off self-seeking.  
May we put away all pretense and meet each other 
face to face. 
Without self-pity and without prejudice. 
May we never be hasty in judgement 
And always generous 
Let us take time for all things; 
Make us to grow calm, serene and gentle. 
Teach us to put into action our better impulses 
Straightforward and unafraid. 
Grant that we may realize that it is the little things  
of life 
That create the difficulties; 
That in the big things of life we are one. 
Let us not forget to be kind. 
- A Collect for Women by Mary Stewart 

 

Reflection 

We live in troubled times as did Mary Stewart (1876-1943). 
May we take heart in her words written so long ago and find 
comfort in their relevance to today. 

 

Prayer 

Oh Lord, let us not forget to be kind!  
Amen. 
 

 

 



16 
 
March 18 

 “God is love and Jesus is in my heart.”  

- Confirmation statement by Emily Chandmuni Bains Seltz 

 

Reflection 

Cognitive differences sometimes cause young people to 
focus on short basic truths. Esoteric rumination and deep 
philosophic themes mean little to them. But pure simple 
concrete words are understood by people with concrete 
levels of understanding. And though these folks might not 
enjoy a rousing intellectual discussion of some religious 
point, they do often clearly understand and can openly 
practice GOD IS LOVE. Each of God’s creations is a gift in 
some way and all are equally loved by God. 

Prayer 

Dear loving Holy One, help me and others to be aware that 
your simple truths are as valuable as your more complex 
ones. Let us appreciate what we can learn from those whom 
you’ve created differently from us. 
Amen 

 

 

 

 

 

 



17 
 
March 19 

We would rather be ruined than be changed.  

We would rather die in dread  

Than climb the cross of the moment  

And let our illusions die. 

- from W.H Auden’s The Age of Anxiety 
 

Reflection 

How true do these words feel to you? Are there instances in 
which you would change happily and other times where 
change is unthinkable?  

As we emerge from the past two years of pandemic, we are 
all changed and we will continue to change—both as 
individuals and as the institution of Plymouth Church, 
Minneapolis. In what ways do you wish us (or yourself) to 
change, and what changes, if any, do you dread? 

Prayer 

Dear God, may we as individuals and as an institution, climb 
the cross of the moment and allow our illusions to die. And 
remind us always to be gentle with ourselves and with one 
another as we discern, learn, and grow together.  

Amen. 
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March 21 

“Do not judge, so that you may not be judged. For with the 
judgment you make you will be judged, and the measure you 
give will be the measure you get. Why do you see the speck 
in your neighbor’s eye, but do not notice the log in your own 
eye?” - Matthew 7: 1-3 

Reflection 

This scripture has been in my mind often in recent days, as I 
have become aware of being in a festival of judging others. 
A timely, pointed lesson came the other day when I was 
complaining righteously to a customer service agent about 
the shortcomings of her company’s software. Imagine my 
embarrassment and remorse when I realized after ending 
the call that the problem was on my end and had nothing to 
do with them. 

Frederick Buechner once described sin as separation from 
God, separation from other people or separation from 
oneself. My experience with the customer service agent and 
others like it managed to have all three at the same time: 
failing to feel God’s presence, failing to see the other as a 
unique child of God and failing to be true to what is best in 
myself. 

What a rich time Lent will be for me this year as contemplate 
the log in my own eye.  

Prayer 

Dear God, help me to experience Your presence in all my 
interactions with others, to see each person as uniquely 
Your child and to draw on the best of myself in all my 
interactions. Dear God, help me to do better. Amen. 
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March 22 

“It is the nature of a teacup to be broken. That is why it is so 
beautiful now, and why I appreciate it when I can still drink 
from it… When it is gone, it is gone.”  

- Ruth Ozeki, The Book of Form and Emptiness 

 

Reflection 

I’ve been reflecting recently on aging, mortality, change and 
loss. Grief. It can be so hard to lose people, animals, 
objects, or aspects of ourselves that we know well and love. 
I came across these lines in a work of fiction and they 
stopped me in my tracks. They recall these words from 
Ecclesiastes: “all are of the dust, and all turn to dust again.” 
Every moment spent in a non-dust state - this body, this 
relationship, this teacup, this moment - is a gift, fleeting and 
precious.  

 

Prayer 

Loving Creator, Source of Love: Thank you for this wondrous 
world, this cycle of life and death, creation and destruction, 
of rising up and falling away. Please help me ground my 
awareness in the now, to find the beauty and the blessing in 
this present moment.  

Amen. 
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March 23 
 

No one leaves home unless 
home is the mouth of a shark 
you only run for the border 
when you see the whole city running as well 
- from “Home” by Warsan Shire 

  
Reflection:  
I’ve tried to imagine what it would be like to flee to another 
country. What would I take with me? Whom would I notify 
that I’m in danger and must leave? How would I safely get to 
the new country? Would anyone welcome me? What would I 
miss the most about what I’ve left behind? 
 
Then I realize that, for now, this is simply the stuff of 
daydreams, an interesting reflection on what others’ reality 
might mean in my own life. I have the luxury of setting this 
fantasy aside, confident that I’m safe and secure in my 
home, my city, my country. The danger is that I might also 
forget how horrific and very real the experience of flight is for 
those who are fleeing the “mouth of the shark.” Luxury for 
them is meager—a refugee camp, a handout from a charity, 
a jug of water left in the desert. What is my role in turning 
frightening reality into safety, security, and welcome? How 
do I turn mere reflection into meaningful action? 
 
Prayer 
God of refuge, show me how to welcome the stranger, loving 
their comfort and safety as much as I love my own. 
Amen. 
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March 24 

“One of the most precious teachings in Celtic Christianity is the 
memory of John the Beloved leaning against Jesus at the last 
supper. It was said of him that he heard the heartbeat of God. 
He became the symbol of the practice of listening—listening 
deep within ourselves, listening deep within one another, 
listening deep within the body of the earth for the beat of the 
Holy.” 

 - John Phillip Newell 

 

Reflection 

Passive, pensive, waiting. Would listening be enough, should I 
be searching for just the right words, was encouragement 
needed, what should, could be the right response to the loss of 
a loved one? Unexpected, too young, unfair, and unjust, as 
viewed through the eyes of us all. Prayers for calm and 
strength to be truly present. Trusting the Presence that moves 
between and amongst us. No correct words or helpful advice, 
not a precise verbal recipe, but the Presence of Love Listening 
like no one else is here. You and I. The heartbeat of the Holy. 

Prayer 

May we listen more attentively for the rhythm of the Holy, 
deepening our capacity for compassion touching the lives of 
each of us, our universe and sacred mother earth. Let us not 
shy away from loving whole heartedly, trusting more boldly and 
seeking Your Presence now and throughout our life 
experiences.  

May it be so and amen. 
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March 25 

 “Be a nuisance where it counts. Do your part to inform and 
stimulate the public to join your action. Be depressed, 
discouraged, and disappointed at failure and the disheartening 
effects of ignorance, greed, corruption, and bad politics—but 
never give up.”  

- Marjorie Stoneman Douglas 

Reflection 

I once had an infestation of ants in my home. They 
congregated in my kitchen, skittering across the countertop as I 
chased them down. I tried nontoxic deterrents, alternating 
between vinegar and peppermint oil. As I battled the nuisance 
ants, my kitchen smelled like a cross between a pickle and a 
breath mint. 

Jesus was a nuisance. He pestered and annoyed the people in 
power, exposing their corruption and cruelty, shaming them for 
their greed and bad politics. He championed the poor and 
oppressed, emphasizing their innate value and their human 
rights. He never gave up, even when it led to his murder. 

It’s easy for us to use our politeness and aversion to conflict to 
not be a nuisance. But in a world aching for justice, this is the 
time to be a nuisance, the time to face what’s wrong in this 
world and take bold action to make it right. 

Prayer 

God of Justice, help me to be a nuisance, embracing Jesus’ 
example to further the cause of justice in this unjust world. 
Amen. 
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March 26 

You are me and I am you. 
Isn’t it obvious that we inter-are? 
You cultivate the flower in yourself 
so that I will be beautiful. 
I transform the garbage in myself 
so that you do not have to suffer. 
I support you; you support me. 
I am here to bring you peace; 
you are here to bring me joy. 
- Inter-relationship by Thich Nhat Hanh 

Reflection 

In this poem, World-renowned Zen master Thich Nhat Hanh 
(pronounced: tic not hahn) in his first line, “You are me and I am 
you,” means we exist within each other.  

In science, our sounds, scents, and sights intermix. Our 
measurable energy fields extend yards beyond us. We are drops 
of dye spreading in water, mixing with each other. Physicists also 
now look for the ultimate “God” particle. They say our whole 
universe may exist in each discreet particle, or even that just one 
particle repeats and reflects trillions of times. This may be how 
cultivating a “flower in yourself” can help me “be beautiful.”  

In the simpler language of mystery, Thich Nhat Hanh says we all 
come from the same awareness. We are a spark of God, making 
us truly “inter-are,” each individual self-melting and blending into 
others and back again. Our thoughts and feelings intertwine—an 
exchange of holiday streamers.  

He adds, “I transform the garbage in myself / so that you do not 
have to suffer.” This motivates me to shed the junk to which I cling 
so it is not the trash you must pick up. 
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Prayer 

Lord, help us learn to be “inter-are.” As we share each dance with 
another in the rounds of life, teach us compassion and empathy 
so that we may view ourselves through their eyes and ears. Help 
us take up each other’s joys and sufferings as our own, and 
cleanse our own hot messes for the sake of those near us. Help 
us, oh Lord, to interconnect with each other in peace and joy.  

Amen. 

 

 

March 28 

‘What day is it?’, asked Winnie the Pooh. 

‘It’s today,’ squeaked Piglet. 

‘My favorite day,’ said Pooh. 

- from The Adventures of Winnie the Pooh by A. A. Milne 
 
Reflection 

We too often get lost in wistfulness for what has passed, or 
anticipation for what is to come. Sitting in the present can bring 
feelings that we have tried to avoid or can bring a sense of delight 
as we immerse ourselves in now. Sit with the moment, with the 
present, with exactly what is, at exactly this second. What is today 
trying to tell you? 

Prayer 

Present God, sit with us, so we may grow better at sitting with 
ourselves. 
Amen 
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March 29 

His life became more than he could take 
He found a bad habit he couldn’t break 
Nothing could tame him and nothing could hold him 
He only took the pills when the doctor told him 
Looking too hard for the something sweet 
To make his life feel less incomplete 
What in the hell are you going to do 
When the world has made its mind up about you? 
He was a liar, but not a fraud 
Living proof that there was no God 
Just the Devil, stiff as a rod 
A slave to a sugartooth 
- from Brandi Carlile’s song Sugartooth 

Reflection 

This lyric, from Brandi Carlile’s album By The Way, I Forgive You 
gets me every time. I think we can all relate to wanting so badly to 
just feel that we’re a part of something, that our lives matter - and 
being met by a world that thinks it knows us and has decided that 
it doesn’t need what we have. Hearing Carlile sing Sugartooth 
brings me right to that space, the injustice of it, the aloneness. 

In this Lenten season I wonder: who have I made my mind up 
about? Who am I not seeing? When am I stiff as a rod? 

Prayer 

God, we pray for all those who feel invisible and left behind. We 
pray for all to be brought into love and community. We pray to be 
the ones who see, and speak, and act, and touch love into being. 
We pray to be brave enough to enter those spaces that testify to 
your nonexistence and say the world has not given up on you. 
Help us to be the hope, God. Amen. 
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March 30 

….The new and the full and the dark 
Of the moon,  
The shapes in the shadows, 
The brightness of noon 
All have their place in the turning of time… 
Both coming and going 
Have reason  
and rhyme. 
I welcome the fruits,  
I welcome new birth, 
As old wounds are healed 
In the joy 
Of the earth. 
- An excerpt from The Healer by Nancy Rose Meeker 

 

Meditation 
In the darkness, in the grayness of this season, while we wait 
impatiently for the bright rays of sun to warm the frozen ground 
and bring forth new life. I am reminded of the juxtaposition of the 
grief and the hope that we hold in our hearts. That the darkness 
we endure brings new meaning, new appreciation to the life 
ahead.  

Like many, I’ve spent a lot of time in grief during the last few 
years. There have also been moments of great healing and great 
life-giving joy. I look forward to watching the transformation unfold. 
To see what new beauty will come from those painfully healed 
wounds? What transformation have we gone through during the 
dark that we will finally see in the light? 

Prayer 
May we have strength through the hard times and the gray times, 
the courage to embrace the transformation that comes with 
healing, and to step fearlessly into the light and embrace the joy.  
Amen. 



27 
 
March 31 

“Without a moral or spiritual awakening, we will remain forever 
trapped in political games fueled by fear, greed, and the hunger 
for power.” - Michelle Alexander, The New Jim Crow 

“Can we swim together in the same pool or not?  It’s a political 
question, yes, and one with economic ramifications.  But at its 
core, it’s a moral question. Ultimately, an economy – the rules we 
abide by and set for what’s fair and who merits what – is an 
expression of our moral understandings.  So, if our country’s 
moral compass is broken, is it any wonder that our economy is 
adrift?” - Heather McGhee, The Sum of Us 

Reflection 

We live in a country that is not only founded on violence but is 
also founded on lies, and they go hand-in-hand. Lies lead to 
violence, and violence leads to lies; it’s a vicious circle of moral 
ineptitude.  We have lied about our history, we have lied about the 
supremacy of white people, we have lied about the inferiority of 
black and brown people. We have recently had a president who 
lied at a rate unprecedented in our history. His lies led to violence 
on Jan. 6, 2021.   

We are called to love our neighbor as ourselves; is that even 
possible as we swim in centuries of lies and violence? Are we a 
nation that is spiritually and morally bankrupt? I’m not always sure. 

And there is hope. And we are that hope. Lent for me is a time for 
self-reflection. A reflection not only on my personal failures and 
sins, but also a reflection on my participation in our communal and 
systemic failures and sins.   

Prayer 
Grant us God, the wisdom to see our failures. The courage to 
change, and willingness to work to make our city, our state, our 
country, and our world a better place for all people and for all of 
creation. Amen. 
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April 1 

The Four Lamps of Woodcraft, from YMCA Camp Belknap  

The Lamp of Fortitude  
1. Be brave. Courage is the noblest of all attainments. 
2. Be silent while your elders are speaking and otherwise 
show them deference. 
3. Obey. Obedience is the first duty of the Woodcrafter. 

The Lamp of Truth 
1. Word of honor is sacred. 
2. Play fair. Foul play is treachery. 
3. Be reverent. Worship the Great Spirit and respect all 
worship of Him by others. 

The Lamp of Beauty  
1. Be clean – both yourself and the place you live in. 
2. Understand and respect your body. It is the Temple of 
the Spirit. 
3. Be friend of all harmless wildlife. Conserve the woods 
and flowers and especially be ready to fight wild fire in 
forest or in town. 

The Lamp of Love 
1. Be kind. Do at least one act of unbargaining service 
each day. 
2. Be helpful. Do your share of the work. 
3. Be joyful. Seek the joy of being alive 

 
Reflection 
These virtues were written in 1920 and were inspired by a deep 
reverence for the Indigenous Abenaki people of that area. Alumni 
of this camp typically sign off or say goodbye with an abbreviation 
of the last virtue, simply by saying, “Seek the joy.” How can we 
live out in our daily lives these important tenets to life? 

Prayer 
God of joy, surround us with your presence as we seek the joy! 
Amen. 
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April 2 

Boy With The Bright Smile by Ms. Spleiss, Deshaun Hill’s 
10th Grade English Teacher, North High (shared publicly on 
Minneapolis North High’s Facebook page) 

Tell me how to move on 
his bright beautiful face the ghost  
looming over those that lost him 
Tell me what they can learn now 
when life has violently interrupted  
their innocence 
Tell me how my two arms 
can be enough 
when they only stretch so far 
Tell me how to erase that porcelain  
smile from their memories 
every second hour  
Tell me how to honor 
the truth  
not let him be defined by trauma 
Tell me how much longer 
privilege gets to 
keep controlling the narrative 
Tell me why 
because the how 
makes no sense 
And my heart keeps breaking 

 

Reflection 

Deshaun Hill, Amir Locke, Jamari Rice. Three names out of 
hundreds, ripped from life, family and future every year by 
guns, by racism, by a cultural indifference to Black lives. We 
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are the privileged and we can keep controlling the narrative 
or we can stand up and change it. We have the collective 
strength to join hands and voices and set the arc of the 
moral universe back on its long path towards justice, but the 
time is now, and there will be loss. Loss of comfort, loss of 
friends, loss of security and those losses may sting. But what 
should cut like a knife is the smile, the spark, the life of these 
three young men and others like them, who continually die at 
the hands of our callous refusal to do the hard work of 
justice. Two arms are not long enough to hold the sadness 
of the world, nor strong enough alone to fix it. Yet a 
collective of arms, of voices, of vision, can embrace and 
change the world. 

Prayer 

Grieving God, we let down Jamari, Deshaun, Amir, Daunte, 
George, Philando, and so many others. Give us the fire and 
fervor to say “the sins of racism, violence and inertia end 
with me.”  

Amen 
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April 4 

Today, today, today, Bless Us…  
and help us to grow. 
- Prayers for healing from the Rosh Hashanah Liturgy. 
 

Reflection 

“Help us to grow.” That word grow… 

Growth is not always sunshine and fresh spring buds. Growth 
is also the unfurling of a tiny sprout of root pushing through the 
dark soil. Unseen until the warm rays of the spring sun melt 
away the last remains of the long gray winter.   

It comes when we’re not looking and challenges us to shift out 
of our comfort zone. Shift away from that which is familiar, that 
which is known, and that which is safe. It often comes in the 
form of grief, or pain, or struggle. It is in those times that that 
the challenge in front of us can force us to look inside and ask 
“What do I need to change? What do I want to change? What 
do I need to let go of so that I can be a better version of myself 
tomorrow?”  

Yes, bless us, but also… help us to grow. 

Today, in this season of Lent, what do you need to help you 
grow? What do you need to work towards, or what do you need 
so desperately to let go of?  

Prayer 

Lord, bless us this day, help us to prepare ourselves to grow 
into the promise of Easter.  

Amen. 
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April 5 

And what did you do on earth? 

I descended daily into the hush…if only for a moment, 
but sometimes for blessed hours at a time.  

- From “Remember” by Christine Valters Paintner 
 

Reflection 

What do you observe when you descend into the hush, the 
silence, the holy? It can be a mere moment when you are in 
awe at the taste of a strawberry, the feel of water as you wash 
a dish, the sound of spring rain, the warmth of sun on your 
face. Or it can be a place of cultivating the breath, sitting in 
silence. There’s not just one way to experience the hush. Not 
just one way to pay attention. And then… begin again. 

 

Prayer 

Source of all, awaken my experience of holy in all that comes 
to me.  

Amen. 
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April 6 

“I believe that people will not merely endure: they will prevail. 
They are immortal, not because they alone among creatures 
have an inexhaustible voice, but because they have a soul, a 
spirit capable of compassion and sacrifice and endurance. 
The poet’s, the writer’s, duty is to write about these things. It 
is their privilege to help people endure by lifting their hearts, 
by reminding them of the courage and honor and hope and 
pride and compassion and pity and sacrifice which have 
been the glory of their past. The poet’s voice need not 
merely be the record of humanity, it can be one of the props, 
the pillars to help people endure and prevail.” 

 - William Faulkner, Nobel Prize acceptance speech (gender-
neutralized) 

Reflection 

This helps me understand the Bible. It is a collection of 
hopes and fears, tragedies and triumphs, collected to help 
people endure and prevail, and it has succeeded remarkably 
in doing so. The authors and assemblers of the Bible weren’t 
looking for historical accuracy, they were looking for truths 
that would strengthen people, that would give us the courage 
to persevere. 

Prayer 

God, give me more courage to love my neighbor, to see all 
people as my neighbor, to suffer their indignities and delight 
in their joys, to share their losses, to desire their health, to 
help them find good food and housing and learning, to open 
more doors for them and close more jails.  

Amen. 
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April 7 

Excerpt from the Prayer of Saint Francis (authorship unknown) 

Lord make me an instrument of Thy peace;  

where there is hatred, let me sow love;  

where there is injury, pardon;  

where there is doubt, faith;  

where there is despair, hope;  

where there is darkness, light;  

where there is sadness joy.  

Reflection 

I’ve had a framed calligraph of this St Francis of Assisi 
prayer on the wall of my office and home for over 25 years.  
It resonated with me as a philosophy of life, as my primary 
guiding principles. It is direct, clear and more relevant today 
more than ever for me and hopefully for you, our beloved 
Plymouth community.  

Prayer (2nd half of the Prayer of Saint Francis):  

O Divine Master,  

grant that I may not so much seek to be consoled as to 
console;  

to be understood, as to understand;  

to be loved, as to love;  

for it is in giving that we receive,  

it is in pardoning that we are pardoned,  

and it is in dying that we are born to eternal life. Amen. 
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April 8 

“That on the first day of January, in the year of our Lord one 
thousand eight hundred and sixty-three, all persons held as 
slaves within any State or designated part of a State, the 
people whereof shall then be in rebellion against the United 
States, shall be then, thenceforward, and forever free; and 
the Executive Government of the United States, including 
the military and naval authority thereof, will recognize and 
maintain the freedom of such persons, and will do no act or 
acts to repress such persons, or any of them, in any efforts 
they may make for their actual freedom.” - Excerpt from 
Abraham Lincoln’s Emancipation Proclamation. 
 
Reflection 
It took a few years before all enslaved people in the US 
became legally free. People in Texas didn’t hear the news 
until June 19, 1865 when General Gordon, of the arriving 
Union Army announced the fact. Enslaved people in Union 
states became officially free with the adoption of the 13th 
Constitutional Amendment on Dec. 6, 1865. Members of the 
Chocktaw indigenous nation enslaved in the “Indian 
Territories” were freed in 1866.  

Juneteenth, also known as Jubilee Day or Emancipation 
Day, is the longest running African-American celebration of 
emancipation. Freedmen in Galveston, Texas created the 
first organized celebration on June 19, 1866. Juneteenth 
was recognized as a US federal public holiday this last June 
17th, by the 117th Congress (2021-22). African-Americans 
have been celebrating their freedom from slavery ever since 
they became aware of the President's Proclamation. It took 
the US Government 158 years to acknowledge that 
releasing people from slavery is something to be  
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celebrated, or at the least, that a significant sector of the 
American population celebrates it.  

I’m realizing that Juneteenth is important to me, too. If 
President Lincoln had not freed slaves in the Confederate 
states, I might still be living in a society that condones 
enslavement of humans. I and my family might still be 
enslaving people, as we did in the late 1630s.  

 
Prayer 
God of freedom, it’s time we stop segregating holidays by 
race. I’m starting to plan my Juneteenth party for next year! 
Amen. 
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April 9 

“Let us not become weary in doing good, for at the proper 
time we will reap a harvest if we do not give up. Therefore, 
as we have opportunity, let us do good to all people, 
especially to those who belong to the family of believers.” – 
Galatians 6: 9-10 

 

Reflection 

How do we not grow weary in doing what is right? How do 
we not give up so that we will reap at harvest time? Are we 
able to recognize our moments of opportunity to let us work 
for the good of all? For there is ALWAYS an opportunity! 

Prayer 

Patient God, help us to increase our stamina for good work 
and widen our scope of those in our care.  

Amen 
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April 11 

“The best arguments in the world won’t change a 
person’s mind. The only thing that can do that is a 
good story.” 

 – from The Overstory by Richard Powers 

Reflection 

Humans are rationalizing creatures; we can often explain our 
actions and reactions through an internal series of 
justifications. This also mean that we are not always rational 
or logical. We can easily twist and bend in the face of 
arguments to suit our own desires. 

But we cannot escape stories. We are story-telling and story-
receiving beings that explain our own past’s and futures 
through stories. The way we live our lives and interact with 
ourselves and communities tells everyone around us a story. 
We are living, breathing, embodied stories. 

What story are you telling? 

In this season of reflection and healing, how can we each 
individually and together pay attention to the stories we are 
living? How can we live stories of love, forgiveness, 
compassion and joy? 

Prayer 

God of many names and voices, rescue us from our 
arguments and dwell lovingly in our stories. Amen. 
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April 12 

 “We have all of us been told that grace is to be found in the 
universe. But in our human foolishness and shortsightedness we 
imagine divine grace to be finite. For this reason we 
tremble…before making our choice in life, and after having made it 
again tremble in fear of having chosen wrong. But the moment 
comes when our eyes are opened, and we see and realize that 
grace is infinite. Grace, my friends, demands nothing from us but 
that we shall await it with confidence and acknowledge it in 
gratitude…grace takes us all to its bosom and proclaims general 
amnesty. See! That which we have chosen is given us, and that 
which we have refused is, also and at the same time, granted 
us…for mercy and truth have met together and righteousness and 
bliss have kissed one another.”  

- General Loewenheim’s toast in Babette’s Feast by Isak Dinesen 

Reflection 

There’s nothing like a Covid pandemic to twist one’s heart and 
mind with “What if?” What if my family or I get sick? What if the 
avocado supply runs out? I can spin in circles trying to decide 
what to do and how to feel. 

Worry happens. Breath quickens. 

Then I read again this bit from “Babette’s Feast” and I can feel my 
soul quietly melting away the ice of worry. My heart lifts in joy. 

Prayer 

Blessed one, keep my heart and mind melted and open to mercy 
and grace. And thanks. Amen. 
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April 13 

And when [Jesus] got into the boat, his disciples followed him. A 
windstorm arose on the sea, so great that the boat was being 
swamped by the waves; but he was asleep. And they went and 
woke him up, saying, “Lord, save us! We are perishing!” And he 
said to them, “Why are you afraid, you of little faith?” Then he got 
up and rebuked the winds and the sea; and there was a dead 
calm. They were amazed, saying, “What sort of man is this, that 
even the winds and the sea obey him?”  - Matthew 8:23-27 

Reflection 

For the past 10 years people and situations in the world have 
reminded me of Europe during the 1930s, most often Germany 
during the ascendancy of the Third Reich. Interestingly, the 
scripture above, was the basis for a vespers sermon that Dietrich 
Bonhoeffer preached in January 1933. At the time, communists 
and fascists were openly fighting in streets near Bonhoeffer’s 
church in Berlin. Bonhoeffer preached on this text two weeks 
before Hitler was named Chancellor of Germany. 

We are again in a time in which many of us feel like the disciples 
in the boat with Jesus. Anxious. Fearful. Struggling against our 
seeming impotence to match the forces that surround us. 
However, I, at least, am not like the disciples. I often forget that 
Jesus is asleep in my boat. Do you too?  

The disciples woke Jesus up, crying “Save us!” Bonhoeffer that 
evening encouraged his parishioners to recognize that God was 
with them. When we are fearful, totally exhausted, and lack vision 
of what more we can do, we too can call and rely on God/Jesus, 
whose power was beyond the disciples’ understanding, and is 
beyond our own too. 

Prayer 

God, may we have the faith to never forget that you are in our 
boat.  Amen.    
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April 14 

“I ask you sir, to have patience with all that is unresolved in 
your heart and try to love the questions themselves, like closed 
rooms, like the books written in a foreign language. Don’t try to 
find the answers now. They cannot be given away, because 
you would not be able to live them. For everything is to be 
lived. Live the questions now. Perhaps you then may gradually, 
without noticing, one day in the future, live into the answers.”  

- Letters to a Young Poet by Rainer Maria Rilke (translated by Anita 
Barrows and Joanna Macy)   

 

Reflection 

I found this passage many years ago before I read the book. 
The passage meant a lot to me because  I had unresolved 
questions about what I was feeling in my heart. The passage 
gave me comfort knowing that someday, with the passage of 
time, the answers might reveal themselves.  

Prayer 

May those unanswered questions flow like waves of water over 
rocks and pebbles, letting ourselves flow with the current that 
will reveal itself as we flow into the peace that passes all 
understanding.  

Amen. 
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Good Friday 
April 15 

God is on Our Side 

“Between the sufferer and the one who causes the suffering, 
between the victim and the executioner, God, whatever people 
make of this word, is on the side of the sufferer. God is on the 
side of the victim . . .” —Dorothee Soelle 

Reflection 

Pain, loss, and death are fundamental realities of the human 
condition. Live long enough, and we will know the experience 
of being both victims and perpetrators of human suffering. Even 
Jesus, the Anointed One of God, would not escape sorrow and 
the “weariness of the long dying.” At our lowest, we may 
wonder with Jesus in the depths of despair and defeat on the 
cross whether God has forsaken us. Unlike the gospel truth of 
the resurrection that gives us hope in despair, there is no 
guarantee that we will survive deep struggle or overcome our 
deepest pain. What is it that keeps us going when the way 
forward is unknown? Perhaps God is nearer to us in those 
moments than we dare imagine. Our spiritual forebears testify 
to God’s fidelity, solidarity, and mutuality with God’s good 
creation. It is comforting to consider that perhaps God is right 
there with us, suffering and crying out in pain, experiencing the 
depths of the worst of the human condition, and hoping that the 
cup of suffering will soon pass. Whatever pain, suffering, and 
heartache we endure, God has not abandoned us and always 
remains on our side. 

Prayer 

When I am poured out like water and suffering encircles me, 
Great Presence, do not be far away and come quickly to my 
aid.  
Amen. 


