Invocation

Song –

Christ be before me

Christ be beside me

Christ be all around
Introduction

WALLS

‘ah why did I not pay any attention when they were building the 

walls.

But I never heard any noise or sound of builders.

Imperceptibly they shut me from the outside world.’

Constantine P. Cacafy

‘Sometimes we have built the walls ourselves, but often it is simply the nature of things that walls that once served and sheltered us at certain periods of our life only imprison us when we have remained within their cosnfines for too long. A work emboldens us for a while, and then, if we do not invigorate and reimagine our participation, it begins to enclose us and slowly starve our spirit. Good work done in the same way for too long, or done in the wrong way for any amount of time, eats away our sense of being right with the world.

Often in order to stay alive, we have to unmake a living in order to get back to living the life we wanted for ourselves. It is this cycle of making, disintegration, and remaking that is the hallmark of meaningful and creative work.’

                                                          David whyte, ’Crossing the Unknown Sea’

In the same way, often in order to stay alive, we have to unmake ourselves in order to get back to living the life we wanted. It is this cycle of making, disintegration, and remaking that is the hallmark of our spiritual journey.’ As this is the first Sunday of Lent, I wanted us to consider this period of preparation and waiting. And use this time to perhaps remove some of the walls so that God can come in.

Meditation/reflection

‘For too long we have been in a far country; a country of noise and hurry and crowds, a country of climb and push and shove, a country of frustration and fear and intimidation. And he welcomes us home: home to serenity and peace and joy, home to friendship and fellowship and openness, home to intimacy and acceptance and affirmation.

We do not need to be shy. He invites us into the living room of his heart where we can put on old slippers and share freely. He invites us into the kitchen of his friendship where chatter and batter mix in good fun. He invites us into the dining-room of his strength, where we can feast to our heart’s delight. He invites us into his study of wisdom where we can learn and grow and stretch…..(and rage) and ask all the questions we want. He invites us into the workshop of his creativity, where we can be co-labourers with him, working together to determine the outcomes of events. He invites us into the bedroom of his rest where new peace is found.’

                                                                               Richard Foster, Prayer 

Breath prayer – sit open handed and repeat;

‘you are my shepherd

guide me to Your peace’

Psalm 130 v 1-6

I wait for the Lord, my soul waits,

And in his word I hope:

My soul waits for the lord

More than those who watch for the morning,

More than those who watch for the morning.

Isaiah 40 v3-11, 27-31

Make paths straight…. Wait for the lord

Homily

For some of us, time to stop, slow down, give up, rest, recover, time to wait, long for, or even hope, can be painful.

Somewhere in between the rushing and the busyness and this time of stopping, is a place of pain. Speed can so easily become our ally, our defence, our anaesthetic.

Lent though, is a god given time to remove ourselves from the rat race. A time for reflection and a time to prepare our hearts to hear God again. A time to give up in order to receive God afresh. For some of us that will mean giving up the pretence that life is working for us, a time to remember old dreams that have long been discarded and thrown away from ourselves. For others it will be a time to acknowledge that we need to make room to acknowledge God in our success. 

Yeats says,

 ‘I must lie down where all the ladders start,

In the foul rag-and-bone shop of the heart’.

When was the last time you gave thought to who you are and what is hidden in your heart? Do you even know who you are anymore? Can you spare the time to climb down the ladder, remove yourself from the busyness of life, in order to examine your heart? 

I have been struggling with tiredness recently and have been frustrated with one particular area of my life - this has been my time to climb to the bottom of the ladder in order to search my heart and try to remember who I am – who god made me to be. 

I have borrowed the words of an author to express how this has felt (you might want to put your own name in there):

‘When I got to the bottom, I found everything that I had disowned and thrown away from myself lying around on the ground. There was a lot of old familiar material to be seen. I was looking for Phillipa because I hadn’t seen her for the longest time and I sincerely wondered where she was. I was looking for Phillipa because I had become a stranger to myself and didn’t even have time for a snatched conversation about things that really mattered to me. I was looking for Phillipa because some inner relationship had been neglected and taken for granted; I had become like an old married couple who had stopped talking years before, the inner friendship with my old self slowly tearing apart under the strain. ‘

Lent can feel like your being asked to climb down the rungs of a ladder – it’s a chance to search your heart. A chance to reconcile yourself with the bits of you that you have lost or tried to forget in the rush that is life in London. It’s a chance to tidy up and put your house in order and to wait for new light and life to come and fill you.  Lent is a time to find yourself again in order to then be found again by god.

‘Sometimes, we have to unmake ourselves in order to get back to living the life we wanted. It is this cycle of making, disintegration, and remaking that is the hallmark of our spiritual journey.’

                                                   Adapted from David whyte, ’Crossing the Unknown Sea’
