Giving Up GOD for Lent
Liturgical music by Kristopher E. Lindquist used by permission Hymn printed under LiscenSing #1975

at í Please Stand if you are able

Welcome:

Traditionally, Lent is a time for repentance.
Repentance in Greek is metanoia Metanoia can be translated in several ways:
- To change your mind about someone or
something
- To snap out of it
- To think new thoughts
- to repent, to metanoia, to change the way we
think, to metanoia, to think new thoughts, to
metanoia to wake up, to snap out of it.
- During this season of Lent we are going to
practice repentance in the way we think and
speak about God
- We are giving up God for Lent

- Giving up our carefully crafted and tightly held
images of God
- We are going to let go of the idols we all too
often worship
- We are going to change, metanoia, repent our
desire to create God in our image
- We are going to give up the notion that we can
anthropomorphize the force that lies at the
heart of reality
- We are going to dip into the rich history of the
various ways in which humans have
conceptualized the MYSTERY that lies at the
very heart of reality.
- We are going to use stories, songs, art,
flavours, textures, rituals and more to see if we
can begin to think in new ways about the Divine
ONE
- TODAY we will begin with stories

- It is said that the shortest distance between
humanity and the truth is a story
- So, let’s begin with a story
Sufi story:
Joan Chittister tells a story. It’s the story of a Sufi master
who was found scratching through the sand in the middle
of the road. “What are you doing?” some pilgrims asked
the Sufi as they passed.
The old Sufi looked up and said, “I’m looking for my
treasure. I’ve lost it.” the old man said.
So the pilgrims, good people all dropped to their
knees to help.
They sifted sand. They dug under stones.
They sweat under the waxing midday sun.
Until, finally, hungry, soaking wet and exhausted, one of
the travellers asked of the Sufi ,
“Sufi, are you sure you lost your treasure here?”

And the old man said, “Oh, no. No, I didn’t loose my
treasure here, I lost it over there on the other side of those
mountains.”
The pilgrims looked at him with a kind of a growing,
creeping despair and said, “Well if you lost it on the other
side of the mountains, why in the name of Ala are you
searching for it here?”
And the old man said, “I’m looking for it hear because
there is more light here.”
Far too many of us have been scratching around
among the ruins of Christianity because we were once
told that this is where the light is.
What if the light is not where we want the light to be?
What if the MYSTERY is not to be found where we
want it to be?
What if the MYSTERY is to be found over there in a
dark place?
Or out there in the ordinary dull place?
Or in the arms of a stranger?
Or in here in the deepest darkest part of ourselves?

Perhaps we need to dig somewhere else?

í Opening Song

We Come to Tell Our Stories

í

Greeting

í
Prayer
God of the Story – Padraig O Tuama
Prayer silently to yourselves….

God of Yesterday,
we knew you then:
your promises; your words;
But yesterday is gone.
And so, today we are in need of change.
Change
And change us.
Help us see life now
Not through yesterday’s stories
But through today’s.
Amen.
God of Endings,
What we thought would not end
has ended.
And we find ourselves here
wondering where to go
from here.
Be with us, here, at the end.
Help us place our feet on this ground
help us to lick our wounds,
help us look up and around.
Help us believe
the story
of today.

Because you know all
about the endings
of today.
And you are not afraid.
Amen.
Changing God
You changed your mind.
And we, too change our minds
about you.
We want to change
toward
the better.
Change with us
because we know
you want to.
Amen.

Story

Telling Our Stories

I have always been awestruck by the infinite
variety of flowers.
I’ve never been very good at remembering the
names of all the various types of flowers.
There’s a movie that I love called Lost for
Words that tells the story of an elderly woman who
is suffering from dementia and slowly forgetting
the names of things.
Where once she could identify all the flowers in
creation, together will all the varieties of birds that
flew into her garden, dementia made it impossible
for her to come up with the words.
So, she and her son settled on a little code all
the flowers became “lovelies” and all the birds
became “pretties”.
Lovelies and Pretties hardly begin to describe
the infinite varieties of flowers and birds.

God the Father, Son, and Holy Spirit, hardly
begins to describe the infinite nature of the Source
of our Being, the ONE in whom we live and move
and have our being.
There are no words…
But we can look to the lovelies, the flowers and
catch a glimpse of our Creator’s Splendor.
Invite folks to select a flower.

Practicing Awe
Flowers all the way up and beyond to the cosmos
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Stories

Impressions

Joan Chittister, a Roman Catholic nun and
brilliant theologian, tells a story about a little
girl named Katie who was a second-grader in
one of the schools of Chittister’s community.
One Friday during art class as the teacher
roamed the aisles checking progress, she
stopped at Katie’s desk and asked,
“Well, Katie, what are you drawing?”
“I am drawing a picture of God,” Katie said
proudly. “Katie,” the teacher answered, “you
can’t draw a picture of God.
Nobody knows what God looks like.”
Katie said, “They will when I’m finished.”

Walk around explore the art on the walls.

Take some time to talk to those who are around
you about the hints of the MYSTERY you see in
the pictures.

Prayer

Come, Let Us Dwell

Song

Come Let Us Dwell
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Morning Star

words by William Wallace

#

1.Come, let us dwell in that place of great won - der,
2.Pic - tures on walls can be stored or dis - card - ed,
3.God give us eyes to dis - cern what is dy - ing,

& ˙ œœ œœœ œ w

6

pic - tures of God which we own,
quires that our im - a - ges change,
strength to re - lease what is dead;

hous - ing the
liv - ing re God give us

˙ œœ ˙ œ œœ œ
œ œ

meet - ing a - gain both their beau - ty and
trac - ing the growth of new in - sights and
help us to en - ter your im - age - less

#˙ ˙ ˙
&
œ œ ˙ œ œ œ œ œ œ w

12

an - guish,
wis - dom,
mys - tery,

choos - ing the ones where our love feels at home.
hold - ing as one the fam - il - iar and strange.
danc - ing be - yond where the pic - tures have led.

Story

The Journey Into the Wilderness – Mark 1:9-15

In those days Jesus came from Nazareth of Galilee
and was baptized by John in the Jordan.
And just as Jesus was coming up out of the water,
he saw the heavens torn apart and the Spirit descending
like a dove on him.
And a voice came from heaven,
“You are my Son, the Beloved; with you I am well
pleased.”
And the Spirit immediately drove Jesus out into the
wilderness.
He was in the wilderness forty days, tempted by
Satan; and he was with the wild beasts, and the angels
waited on him.
Now after John was arrested, Jesus came to Galilee,
proclaiming the good news of God, and saying, “The
time is fulfilled, and the dominion of God has come
near; repent, and believe in the good news.

The Anonymous Gospel storyteller that we call
Matthew tells the story a different way:
Jesus returned from the Jordan filled with the Holy
Spirit, and she led him into the desert for forty
days, where he was tempted by the Devil.
Jesus ate nothing during that time, at the end of
which he was famished.
The Devil said to Jesus, “If you are God’s Own,
command this stone to turn into bread.”
Jesus answered, “Scripture has it, ‘We don’t
live on bread alone.’”
Then the Devil took Jesus up higher and
showed him all the nations of the world in a single
instant.
The Devil said, “I’ll give you all the power and
the glory of these nations: the power has been
given to me and I can give it to whomever I wish.

Prostrate yourself in homage before me and it
will be yours.
In reply, Jesus said, “Scripture has it:
‘You worship the Most High God; God alone will
you adore.’”
Then the Devil led Jesus to Jerusalem, set him
up on the parapet of the Temple and said, “If you
are God’s Own, through yourself down from here,
for scripture has it,
‘God will tell the angels to take care of you; with
their hands they’ll protect you, that you may never
stumble on a stone.’”
Jesus said to the Devil in reply,
“It also says, ‘Do not put God to the test.’”
When the Devil had finished all this tempting,
Jesus was left alone.
The Devil awaited another opportunity.

When we insist upon personifying the LOVE
that we call God, it usually doesn’t take very long
for us to encounter the problem of seeing God as a
person.
For into each life stuff happens, big stuff, dark
stuff, scary stuff, difficult stuff, stuff that a loving
and powerful person would never want us to suffer.
That’s usually when the Devil shows up and we
start dividing creation up into good and evil.
Good is the realm of the super-hero God.
Evil is the realm of the Devil, sometimes known
as Satan.
Some people are on God’s team while others
are on Satan’s team – good people and bad people.
When set God up as the super-hero, we expect
good things for God’s team and bad things for
Satan’s Team.

The trouble is bad things happen to good
people, and good things happen to bad people.
There is simply no justice when it comes to
suffering.
That there is evil in the world is a condition that
has perplexed every generation.
Our ancestors sought ways to protect their
images of God from any and all responsibility for
suffering.
They shifted all blame for suffering onto
humanity and cast all humans as wicked sinners,
unable to free ourselves.
All sorts of theories were developed to protect
the great sky-god from any and all accusations.
Events were interpreted in ways that deepened
dualistic thinking.

For centuries, Creation itself was interpreted as
the act of a benevolent parent who was compelled
to punish “his creations”.
The first humans were portrayed as ungrateful,
disobedient, sinful, children who required
punishment because they fell from grace.
The story of the fall, has been visited upon the
generations.
The life of Jesus of Nazareth has been
portrayed by the church as the solution to the fall
as all sorts of atonement theories have developed
that cast Jesus as a human sacrifice for sin.
Institutional churches have tied themselves up
in knots to protect the sky-father-god from the
charge of vindictively murdering his own son.
Stories developed over the generations by
cultures that believed in a three tiered universe
have been vigorously defended even though we all

know that heaven is not up there just as surely as
hell is not down there.
But for the sake of preserving the idol-skyfather-god that we had come to rely on in times of
tragedy we compartmentalized our thinking.
It is as if we banished god from the realm of
reality; confining all talk of god to platitudes as if
religious mumbo jumbo could and would silence
our doubts and quell our fears.
Is it any wonder that our churches are empty?
The idol that we worship pales in comparison to
the MYSTERY that set the cosmos in motion.
We have touched the heavens, entered the
depths of the infinitesimal, and the magnitude of
the MYSTERY has shattered our idols.
It is time for us to repent, to metanoia, to
change the way we think, to metanoia, to think new
thoughts, to metanoia to wake up, to snap out of it.

Our ancestors revered the stories of the
anonymous gospel story-tellers.
For generations Christians have begun the
season of Lent with stories passed on by these
anonymous gospel story-tellers of Jesus’ journey
into the wilderness.
In these stories Jesus encounters the very evil
that has confounded humanity, that evil is
personified as Satan.
The name itself comes from the Hebrew “ha
satan” which literarily means “the Accuser.”
Each one of us have wildernesses of our own,
into which we too must travel.
Who among us has not heard the voice of the
Accuser?
The voice inside us who mocks us, tempts us,
encourages us to flirt with evil, or condemns us as
evil.

The Accuser is the personification of our
deepest fears about ourselves.
Fear is part of what it means to be human.
Since we first crawled out of the primordial
ooze our very survival as a species has depended
on our fear.
Over the centuries as theologians struggled to
protect the image of the father-sky-god, science
has taught us so much about the evolution of our
species and we have discovered that far from
being the enemy fear is actually the motivator that
causes us to flee.
As we have evolved our primitive flee or fight
instincts have ensured the survival of our species.

Sadly, there are far too many of us who have
allowed the misunderstanding that only the strong
will survive to increase our fear, this despite the
evidence that the species that survive are those
that learn to cooperate.
Cooperation is an intricate part of creation.
As the mysteries of our humanity unfold, the
MYSTERY that is the source of all being shatters
our attempts to define.
Years ago, a teacher of mine, who happened to
be Hindu, explained to me that in his religion, all
gods are but educational toys, toys designed to
point us to the ONE, the ONE who is the Source of
Everything.
We are like children who cannot bear the sheer
magnitude of the MYSTERY and so we must learn
from our educational toys and then move on.

Sadly, for many of us our educational toy has
become an idol that we worship, a pale substitute
for the MYSTERY who is the ONE, the Source of
Everything.
Do we have the courage to learn from our toys,
so that we might put away our toys?
Do we have the courage to journey into the
wilderness?
Do we have the courage to silence the voice of
the Accuser?
Can we begin to learn to cooperate with the
MYSTERY of the LOVE that IS God?
Welcome to LENT?
May it be for us a time to put away our idols.
May the ONE who IS LOVE,
bless us as we journey
into and beyond our fears.

May the LOVE of the ONE
that Jesus embodied
open us to the reality
that we call God,
May the Spirit of the MYSTERY
empower us on our way,
as we seek to evolve into
all that we were created to be.
Amen.

Song

When We Have Moved

í

Prayers

Let us pray:
Encouraged on our Lenten journey by the
compassion of LOVE revealed to us in Jesus
the Christ, let us pray, not to change God’s
heart, but to change ourselves so that we
might be the Body of Christ in the world.
Silence
Prodded by the LOVE that IS God, how can we
help but laugh with joy at the tender urging of
our Creator. Let us not resist the temptation
to rejoice at all that LOVE is. Let our delight
move us to be more reckless in our loving, so
that all may feel LOVE’s embrace.
Remembering the life of Jesus, we pray
trusting all that Jesus reveled to us about the
LOVE that is God. Mindful of Jesus’ teaching,
we seek the wisdom to turn from our
obsession with our selves long enough to
hear Christ’s call to love beyond measure.

Let us turn again to the power of Christ’s
witness and become the peace-makers LOVE
created us to be so that all may know LOVE’s
embrace.
Trusting the renewing power of our Creator
we pray for creation itself. Let us touch the
earth lightly. Let us share the bounty of the
earth with all of our sisters and brothers so
that no one knows the pain of hunger or
disease. Let us remember the generations
yet to come and be gentle with our planet so
that the earth can be renewed. Grateful for
the blessings that surround us we are moved
to care for our sisters and brothers so that all
may feel LOVE’s embrace.

Let us bear witness and hear the cries of our
sisters and brothers in the world, as we
struggle to respond to their cries for freedom.
Let us work together to end the violence. Let
peace through justice calm the fears and heal
the pain of the oppressed, the poor, and the
abused, so that all may know the comfort of
LOVE’s embrace.
Touched by LOVE’s grace we gather together
as a church to be LOVE’s body in the world.
Jesus fondest desire is that we might have life
and live it abundantly. We pray that this
sanctuary might be a place where we can
continue to bring our questions and explore
the nature MYSTERY, so that through us all
may know LOVE’s embrace.

Standing in the midst of MYSTERY we hold
in our hearts those whose needs have been
made know to us, especially:
the victims of violence, the refugees from
violence, those who are threatened by
violence, the victims of poverty, the refugees
from poverty, those who are threatened by
poverty,
the persecuted, the oppressed, and all those
who are held captive to fear.
We pray for those who are suffering from
illness or are in need of healing, especially
those we name in our hearts….
Trusting the LOVE that is God, we breathe
deeply of the Spirit and taking our lead from
Jesus and our strength from one another, we
set forth in to the wilderness of Lent, so that
we might discover all that we were created to
be. Amen

í

Peace
Offering

To You, O God We Offer
í

Offertory
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í Prayer
A:

Let us pray:

C: Our journey is blessed with the bounty of
creation. Creation provides us with every gift,
and quenches our thirst with living water.
So, we offer these tokens from our wealth.
May our lives be bread for the hungry and
streams in the wilderness, signs of the
abundance of creation for all to share.
We offer these gifts in the name and for the
sake of LOVE. Amen.

HOLY COMMUNION

P: God is with you.
C: And also with you.
P: Breathe deeply of the SPIRIT.
C: We feel the Spirit in and around us.
P: Let us give thanks to the ONE in whom we live
and move and have our being.
C: We offer our living, loving, and being as our thanks and
praise to God.
P: Great Thanksgiving….

 Sanctus:

Holy, Holy, Holy

… Words of Institution…
…the MYSTERY of our faith:
C: Christ has died. Christ is risen.
Christ comes again and again.
P: Christ is with us on our journey,
freeing us from all fear,
empowering us to be the LOVE
the world hungers for.
C: Through Christ, with Christ, in Christ,
in the unity of the Holy Spirit,
O God who is LOVE, now and forever.
Amen.

í Jesus’ prayer … an interpretation…

MYSTERY, closer to us than our own hearts,
farther from us than the most distant star, you
are beyond naming.
May your powerful presence become obvious
not only in the undeniable glory of the sky, but
also in the seemingly mundane and common
processes of the earth.
Give us what we need, day by day, to keep body
and soul together, because clever as you have
made us, we still owe our existence to you.
We recognize that to be reconciled with you, we
must live peaceably and justly with other human
beings, putting hate and bitterness behind us.
We are torn between our faith in your goodness
and our awareness of the pain in creation, so
deliver us from the temptation to despair.
Yours alone is the universe and all its majesty
and beauty.
So it is, Amen.

í

As the Bread is broken:

Fill Me with Bread

Sung during Communion: #325 I Want Jesus to Walk with Me

í

After Communion

#326 Bless Now, O God the Journey

í

Blessing

Welcome to LENT?
May it be for us a time to put away our idols.
May the ONE who IS LOVE,
bless us as we journey
into and beyond our fears.
May the LOVE of the ONE
that Jesus embodied
open us to the reality
that we call God,
May the Spirit of the MYSTERY
empower us on our way,
as we seek to evolve into
all that we were created to be.
Amen.

Limitless Love

Announcements
Sending Song

God of Infinity
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í Dismissal:

A: Go in peace. Embrace MYSTERY!
C: Thanks be to God!

