LENT 2010

Reflections

Prayer

Standing by my window, 
I was suddenly aware

Of a simple man at prayer

He sat there for a long long time.

I marveled at his stillness,

I envied him his calm

And learnt that day 

To watch and pray

A simple silent psalm.

I looked again much later, 
And saw a different picture:

He was standing bolt upright,

That simple man at prayer.

His head and hands were flailing,

His prayer was one of anguish,

His gestures spoke of ailing.

I joined his prayer

I prayed the Lord to send relief

Or…….solace in his grief.

Then I saw his two feet move

As they entered well-worn sandals

That would take him straight into…

His reality of pain and woe.

But no!

It wasn’t time to go.

Unshod again; 

He sat once more,

Some grace had made him stronger,

“And being in agony

He prayed the longer.” (Lk 22:43)

-Bertha Mascarenhas, India

The Carpenter

I have a friend

who works with words

as well as wood

and knows the rule of life

to measure twice

and cut by once.

And there are times

it seems to me, 

when I am that hard oak

in the presence of 

precision instruments

for refinement of an art

requiring a severing of parts

for a future fashioning

into a mystery of becoming

unconscious to us both…

This sensitive and skillful 

objectivity of craft

can be heard 

as from a valley lake 

the echo of a chain saw

sends its vibratory pain

through the quiet distant hills

surrounding it.

Afterwards and 

after words,

like Jacob walking with a limp, 

I sometimes feel 

a tiny splinter in my heel 

so I cannot forget.

-Gin O’Meara, United States

To “let go” does not mean to stop caring.  It means I can’t do it for someone else.

To “let go” is not to cut myself off.  It is the realization that I cannot control another.

To “let go” is not to enable, but to allow learning from natural consequences.

To “let go” is to admit powerlessness, which means the outcome is not in my hands.

To “let go” is not to try to change or blame another.  It is to make the most of myself.  

To “let go” is not to care for, but to care about.

To “let go” is not to fix, but to be supportive.

To “let go” is not to judge, but to allow another to be a human being.

To “let go” is not to be in the middle arranging all outcomes, but to allow others to effect their own destinies.

To “let go” is not to be protective.  It is to permit another to face reality.

To “let go” is not to deny, but to accept.

To “let go” is not to nag, scold, or argue, but instead to search out my own shortcomings and to correct them.

To “let go” is not to adjust everything to my desires, but to take each day as it comes, and to cherish myself in it.

To “let go” is not to criticize and regulate anybody, but to try to become what I dream I can be.

To “let go” is not to regret the past, but to grow and to live for the future.

To “let go” is to fear less and to love more. 
-Unknown

Fast From-Feast On

Fast from judging others; Feast on the Christ dwelling in them. 

Fast from emphasis on differences; Feast on the unity of life. 

Fast from apparent darkness; Feast on the reality of light. 

Fast from thoughts of illness; Feast on the healing power of God. 

Fast from words that pollute; Feast on phrases that purify. 

Fast from discontent; Feast on gratitude. 

Fast from anger; Feast on patience. 

Fast from pessimism; Feast on optimism. 

Fast from worry; Feast on divine order. 

Fast from complaining; Feast on appreciation. 

Fast from negatives; Feast on affirmatives. 

Fast from unrelenting pressures; Feast on unceasing prayer. 

Fast from hostility; Feast on non-resistance. 

Fast from bitterness; Feast on forgiveness. 

Fast from self-concern; Feast on compassion for others. 

Fast from personal anxiety; Feast on eternal truth. 

Fast from discouragements; Feast on hope. 

Fast from facts that depress; Feast on verities that uplift. 

Fast from lethargy; Feast on enthusiasm. 

Fast from thoughts that weaken; Feast on promises that inspire. 

Fast from shadows of sorrow; Feast on the sunlight of serenity. 

Fast from idle gossip; Feast on purposeful silence. 

Fast from problems that overwhelm; Feast on prayer that [strengthens]. 
-William Arthur Ward (American author, teacher and pastor, 1921-1994.)

“St. Joseph is very near to us in our daily duties; there was nothing extraordinary in the external part of his doings; his characteristics are those we are always laboring to acquire.  Simple obedience, without hesitation or objection, full of living faith….  Why should not our inner life be like his?  Centered on love, simple, devoted, personal…”

-Janet Erskine Stuart on St. Joseph (Prayer in Faith, 1936)

O Holy Spirit of God

Enlighten my mind, 

Increase my faith

And with it, increase my love of You.  Amen.


-Madeleine Sophie Barat (Cor Unum Prayer Book, p 287.)
Jesus in Dialogue with the Cross

O Cross, whose arms reach out beyond eternity,

Stretch your hands toward me,

Embrace me, capture me, possess me,

Make me one with you.

Straighten out this crushed and broken form,

So that it will fit into the shape carved out for me,

But gently, oh, so gently,

Possess me wholly, but slowly… slowly…

Enfold me in your arms of life and let me live in you, 
and by you and through you and for you alone.

Only then, only then, can I live forever, 
in and by and through and for those others for whom my heart cries out.

Only then can I dare to leave them.

O Cross, you are my way to life,

life that sees things as they are.

You are what can let me be completely one with all I see.

You are the way

You are my way, my way home to my Father.

Yes, Cross, you are the way, but it is a painful way.

You stretch me between time and eternity,

Between death and life,

Between my friends and my father,

Between agony and ecstasy.

Yes, it is a painful way, but beyond the pain is the glory.

And Cross, the world’s savior, if you do embrace me, 

You at the same time hold me out

just as my Father held me out to you and to all people
wounded open vulnerable one.

Can I stand to be wounded, open, vulnerable?

YES!  But can I stand the joy of being one – again and forever with LIFE ITSELF?

Will you carry me where I may not wish to go?

lifted up, high above mother, friends, betrayers?

lifted high, high above the desert sand and the sea I love?

lifted high, high above the dusty hills and my lonely Jerusalem?

Yes, I know you will, but my heart is ready.


It is broken, but it is ready.

The cup is empty in my hand.

“Behold, I come to do your will.  Come, let us go.”

O Cross, whose arms reach out beyond eternity,


Stretch your hands toward me.

Embrace me, capture me, possess me,

Make me one with you.

-Shirley Miller 

