


a note from the president
Dean Drake
President - UUCF Board of Trustees

I once heard Christianity described as a
resurrection religion, a faith that believes that
people can be reborn. I like the sound of that,
and believe that it even applies to Unitarian
Universalist Christians. Unlike more conser-
vative Christians, who believe people are only
reborn once, the optimists among us believe that
each day offers us the opportunity to be reborn
as a kinder, more loving and more giving human
being. The belief in resurrection – rebirth –
allows us to forgive ourselves and others for
shortcomings and failures in the past. The
power to transform into better human beings
and the ability to forgive ourselves and others are
attributes that cannot be found in nature. They
are, I believe, gifts to us from an all-loving God.

At its core, the Easter story is the story about
transformation and forgiveness. The message of
Jesus was transformed by his suffering into a faith
that still lives in our souls two millennia later. His
dying words, “Father, forgive them, for they know
not what they do,” resonates with us today. In a real
sense, Jesus lives still in our hearts, our institutions
and even in the Purposes and Principles of the
Unitarian Universalist Association.

As part of this resurrection religion, the UU Christian
Fellowship finds itself again in the process of rebirth.
Originally born in the twentieth century to comfort
Unitarian Christians that felt threatened by the
Humanist tsunami, we find ourselves being reborn in
the twenty first century as a voice for a more humane
and universal Christianity, a faith that reflects the
original ministry of Jesus in our modern world. As
such, we are an Easter people, and now is our season.



from the executive director
The Rev. Ron Robinson
Executive Director • UUCF

From John 20:1 , one of the

lectionary selections for Easter this

year:

“Early on the first day of the week, while it was

still dark, Mary Magdalene came to the tomb

and saw that the stone had been removed from

the tomb.”

So, in John’s account of the good news, there she is - Miriam of Magdala. Now

near Jerusalem where she had followed Jesus from the shores of Galilee, followed

him and with others helped him model that another kind of world was possible

and was here and now coming into being, a world where the liberating God of

occupied Israel was more powerful than the Caesar of Rome, and followed him

still as that other “possible world” came crashing down in his arrest, torture and

death, as the “normal world” put out the light of that new world. She was at the

cross when he died.

There she is, following him still, in the darkness, going toward the darkness of the

tomb. Alone. A woman. A stranger. Going with nothing but her self, her grief, her

dashed hopes. In this account, Jesus’ body has already been anointed. So she is

going to the tomb without a worldly purpose. She apparently knows it has been

sealed by a stone. Did she plan on removing the stone herself, to go be by the

corpse? Later it says she bent down to look into the tomb, so we aren’t looking at

a big heavy stone in this account, so she could have entered the tomb if she had

wanted to. Maybe she only wanted to be as near as she could be, still, the presence

enough.

So in the darkness she goes, and finds the stone removed over the opening to the

tomb. She goes no further. Then instinct kicks in. She flees to community, to

those very ones who had turned away from Jesus before upon his arrest. She tells
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Peter that “they” had taken the body, but she does not know for sure that the

body is gone, as she had not looked into the opening. How quickly that “normal

world” kicks in, and our default model of how the world works, and who is in

charge, returns. That omnipresent, omnipotent “They” of her reaction. Jesus,

whose new world had sought to do away with “us and them” reactions, had been

killed by the great “They” and now “they” seemed to be in charge after all. The

“we” that Jesus sought to enlarge, to empower, was now diminished.

In the darkness alone, she now represented all of the followers of Jesus,

confused, crest-fallen, disillusioned. And seeing the stone rolled away from the

tomb only made it worse. She assumed the worst. She got it wrong. On one level,

that is. Some scholars believe that the community that composed this gospel

account did so in order to put Miriam/Mary of Magdala in her place, and to

elevate Peter, and especially the “beloved disciple” who is the one who gets to the

tomb first, who it is said goes in after Peter does, sees the remnants of the shroud

and the emptiness of the tomb and “believes” (not apparently believing that the

body has been taken by Roman powers, but believing that it has been taken, up by

and into God; he comes to that conclusion not by having to encounter Jesus

physically as Mary soon does, or as Thomas soon would, but he is blessed and

favored because he is the first to believe without having to see) .

And yet, I am drawn still to Mary in the darkness, more than I am to the others.

And yet, there she was, starting it all; none of the experience of resurrection

would have occurred without her first venturing out alone in the darkness seeking

Jesus even dead and buried. If the gospel writer meant to put her in her place,

what has happened is that Mary of Magdala has been put in our place. We, I

believe, are like her. We keep seeking to draw near, in our darkness and even when

others don’t want us there. For many around us Jesus is still dead and buried, and

yet we keep going to the tomb and staying there even when those “believers” have

left.

In the darkness of the world she ventured out alone. In the darkness of her own

confusion and terror, she remained and wept and looked in then into the tomb.

Through her tears she was able to see angels. Even after she sees angels, she still

clings to her default world where the powers of “They” are in charge defining her

world. She even sees Jesus but mistakes him for the gardener who may have taken
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away the body from the tomb. She continues to grasp for explanations that make

sense, but she keeps asking questions, continues to be present even though at this

point she is not facing the gardener/Jesus, has her back to him in her grief and

fear and confusion, this stranger in a strange land. And through it all, Jesus does

not leave her either, but this time finally calls her name, and she turns to face him,

knows him, claims him. And in so doing her default model, her normal world, is

replaced for good by the other possible world.

Mary’s discipleship grows and deepens bit by bit, her experience of the

resurrection comes bit by bit, not all at once. So too does ours. A big part of our

tradition even grows out of the history of those who said during the first Great

Awakening that being a Christian was more than a spontaneous experience, but

requires attention and intention over time, growing a soul more than having a lost

one suddenly found, which is why community is needed. To help us find the light.

And Jesus sends Mary back to the community, even that which sought to outcast

her. To teach them what she had learned.

I write this even before Lent this year, and before our Revival, where we listen to

the voices of Mary and of the many women, and outcasts of the community of

believers, who followed her. And I know Jesus wants us, as with Mary, to still be a

part of that greater community, to find it with others within and without our

tradition, to create it, within and without, our tradition. Even in the darkness of

our own lives, and places, and from our own past experiences and default ways of

thinking about ourselves, our tradition. To seek to be near Jesus and to find and

create community. Like Mary, we then are participants in the resurrection itself,

still in this way ongoing, in process.

We too, each of us as the UUCF where we are, are here too for each other and for

those who need us (we have resources on the web and people who can help you

form communities where you are) . Together we continue the walk that Mary

started that early dark morning, with death all around, walking toward the tomb,

and without knowing, toward the womb of life everlasting.

• • • • •
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they came with expectations (mark 1 6)
by The Rev. Dr. David Breeden
Minnesota Valley UU Fellowship • Bloomington, MN

They came to the tomb,
Those women—Mary, and
Mary, and Salome—worried,

Worried about the weight
Of the stone. They came
With intentions; plans. They

Came with death in mind;
They came with assumptions.
They found life instead—

Mary, and Mary, and Salome.
“Where is he?”
They asked a young man

Dressed all in white.
“Where is he?”
“He’s not here.”

“But where is he?”
“He’s not here.”
“But where is he?”

“You see where he was.”
“But where is he?”
“He’s not here.”

“Where is he?”
“He has risen.”
“Where is he?”

“He went
Before you
Into Galilee.”

The women—Mary, and Mary,
And Salome—came worried,
Though at least they came.

They came, expecting the dead.
Where is he?
He has gone before you.
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the face of grace
by Pastor David Owen O'Quil l • Laguna Hil ls, CA

I remember standing at the front of the church for my wedding when my bride

Jennifer turned the corner to walk down the aisle. She looked FINE! I remember

looking at her face as she came down the aisle and being overwhelmed by my love

for her.

Now fast forward two years later when the mainline pipe in our home was under

repair. As a result our basement floor was dug up and very strong methane

sewage gas was floating freely up into our home making all of us sick. My wife,

son, and I left for a hotel to spend the night. By the time we got there both

Jennifer and I were puking sick.

I remember lying there in the hotel bed and looking over at her face. She had pale

skin, bloodshot eyes, and a sunken sickly look on her face. This was not the same

face as on our wedding, this was a different face. It was the face of nausea, it was

a face that was exhausted, it was a face certainly without make-up or any other

pretense. And in that very moment I remember looking at her and feeling the

overwhelming love for her course through my veins.

This is because, while I find my wife to be very attractive, it is not the face that I

love. The face is what helps me recognize what I love. Her face allows me to

recognize something a whole lot more than what is on the surface. In other
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words it’s not her face, but what her face represents and who I recognize through

it that fuels my love.

The gospel testifies to an event happening in a certain time, with a particular

culture, at a miraculous moment when God showed up, and Jesus was the face of

that God. According to the writers, when people looked upon the face of Jesus

they began to recognize who God was in a very powerful way. For this reason, his

disciples followed him, crowds gathered wherever he went, and the apostles often

sacrificed everything to extend his church. There was a great expectation that he

was the messiah sent to lead Israel in victory against their enemies and the

oppressions of Rome.

But as we know it didn’t quite work out that way. The Easter story is liturgically

laid out for us each year beginning with the crucifixion and death of Jesus on

Good Friday, through to the Easter Sunday resurrection that marks the triumph

of God, faith, Christ’s sacrifice, and the world’s salvation. End of story. Yay God!

Except that according to the gospel writers at least, Easter was a little more

complicated and confusing than that:

Now that same day two of them were going to a village called Emmaus, about seven miles from

Jerusalem. They were talking with each other about everything that had happened. As they

talked and discussed these things with each other, Jesus himself came up and walked along with

them; but they were kept from recognizing him.

He asked them, “What are you discussing together as you walk along?”

They stood still, their faces downcast. One of them, namedCleopas, asked him,

“Are you the only one visiting Jerusalem who does not know the things that have happened there

in these days?”

“What things?” he asked.

“About Jesus of Nazareth,” they replied. “He was a prophet, powerful in word and deed before

God and all the people. The chief priests and our rulers handed him over to be sentenced to

death, and they crucified him; but we had hoped that he was the one who was going to redeem

Israel. (Luke 24:1 3-21 )
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On the road to Emmaus the disciples are talking about everything that had

happened with Jesus. They are probably talking about the times they shared meals

together, their great hope that “he was the one who was going to redeem Israel”, and what

all that meant now that he was gone. Imagine that, to be walking with God and

not recognizing who it is, to start going on and on to God about how God had

died. Talk about missing the point.

Losing your savior is no small thing. Often when we think of atheism we’re really

only speaking of an intellectual disbelief in a “thing” called God. But losing one’s

savior is to experience atheism of a whole different order. It is to feel the loss of

God. It is to feel abandoned by the one who holds your destiny in hand. It is to

have the cosmic rug ripped out from under your feet. The crucifixion of Christ is

the death of God.

You, me, all of us experience our own small deaths all the time. There is death in

the loss of love, the end of meaningful work, the betrayal of friends, and all the

failures and dashed dreams that mark your life. It is a death of whatever purpose

is supposed to sustain our short stay on this world. And when such a death

comes, your purpose, your life, and even the whole point to it all becomes unre-

cognizable.

And here comes Easter. A story about how God shows up, and God’s face is the

face of Jesus. This one guy who causes people to recognize God in a whole new

way.. The disciples sure thought they knew what he looked like, and yet when he

showed up on the road to Emmaus they hadn’t a clue. Certainly the religious

people believe they know what God looks like as well, yet in the Easter story the

religious leaders were the biggest supporters of crucifying Jesus.

Why is it that it is so hard for anyone to recognize God’s presence and purpose in

our world? Maybe it has to do with how we cling to the face of God with such

strength and certainty. Yet the face only helps us recognize who it is behind and

beyond it. For this reason when God showed up in Jesus, not a lot of folks

recognized who it was. He didn’t look the part. He wasn’t a handsome warrior

king. He wasn’t a powerful man by the world’s standards. He didn’t have a high

position or ranking in the established systems of religious, political, or economic

power. He didn’t fit the image, so that they didn’t recognized God’s presence in

their midst, and they killed him.
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Then comes Easter.

Easter is not just about the human curse of being unable to recognize the face of

God in a world committed to the products of material wealth and earthly power.

Easter is not just about the tragic reality that when God shows up, we can’t seem

to stop ourselves from killing him. Easter is not just about the shocking image of

Jesus hanging on the cross wearing a crown of thorns and blood dripping down

his face as he dies.

Easter is about a very simple truth that continues to give hope to humanity: That

even in the midst of feeling the loss of hope, purpose, and meaning in our lives,

something remains. Easter is about the simple truth that even with our most

fervent and radical rejection of God, including the act of crucifixion, it is at most

only a face that we lose. In Jesus a precious face was lost, but the truth is that

what his face helped people recognize never dies, never leaves, and forever loves.

The road to Emmaus isn’t just a story about ancient disciples; it is my story and

your story. In fact it is the story. We are all on that Emmaus road together, so

sure of ourselves in talking about the meaning of what life could have or should

have been. We are all on that road together, so sure that Easter happened so very

long ago, that we don’t recognize the presence of God in the midst of all the

different faces.

On the road to Emmaus the Easter punch line is that even in midst of what feels

to be the death of faith, the source of faith is right there beside us. The Easter

meaning holds that even the power of the Empire’s violent cross cannot stop

God from coming back to humbly walk beside us. In fact, we may be looking

God right in the face and just don’t know it.

peace and grace,

Pastor Dave

• • • • •
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therefore
by Pastor Kelly Cummins Pickens
First Church of Christ, Unitarian • Lancaster, MA

Therefore, do not worry about tomorrow

Just a few short months after our covenantal vows
The orders have been issued and his bags are nearly packed
To serve. To serve God and Country. That is his duty.
Across the seas and in a desert land
A Ministry of Presence, love and grace awaits.
As a new life grows within me
Away he goes on the wings, I trust, of angels.

Tomorrow will worry about itself

At home my call is to offer the same love to other families.
To serve Troops here.
Striving to stay connected to one another we write daily
And I resist losing hours of life with worry- will he return?
Safely? Soundly?
Will he know his child?
I rest in the strength, peace and hope only One can offer.

Each day has enough trouble of its own.

7 months, 23 days apart and he lands safely on ground, with me
Our time together will be brief
The time has come.
Breathes taken with strength of great depth. Tears. Joy
A blessing. A daughter.
A day of wonder and awe. A Miracle. The Creator revealed.
Duty will call again.
But today… today is enough. Amen.



resurrection, jesus,

& buffy the vampire slayer
by the Rev. Dawn Cooley
First Unitarian Church
of Louisvi l le, KY

What was it like for Jesus to awaken from
the dead? Was he in the tomb? What were
those first moments of realization like?
How did he decide to proceed, once he
realized his situation? What was it like for
him, having returned from the dead?

These questions remain unanswered in all
the scriptures. And yet I believe that these
questions address some of the core aspects
of the resurrection that are applicable to us
today. What might the experience of
Jesus's coming back to life have to teach us
today?

Understanding, for me, comes from a variety of different places. In these
questions about the particular experience of Jesus coming back to life, I find
insight in a different savior story – a more contemporary story – the story of
Buffy the Vampire Slayer, as told through storyteller Joss Whedon. I believe that
when we look at the question of the experience of Jesus in his resurrection, and
compare it alongside the experience of Buffy, we can learn some important things
about what it means to metaphorically come back to life.

In Buffy the Vampire Slayer, the Prophecy of the Slayer states, "Into every generation
a Slayer is born: one girl in all the world, a chosen one. She alone will wield the strength and
skill to fight the vampires, demons, and the forces of darkness; to stop the spread of their evil
and the swell of their numbers. She is the Slayer." Buffy Summers, of Sunnydale, is the
slayer for our generation, and she saves the world time after time again. So often
that it becomes a richly exploited cliché.

In the finale for the fifth season, Buffy commits the ultimate sacrifice necessary to
save the world by offering her life in the place of another’s, and she dies. Her
body is buried in a traditional grave.

The start of the next season presents a sad state of the world. Unlike Jesus, Buffy
has been gone for a while - It has been five months since she died. Life has gone
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on for the residents of Sunnydale. Just as the apostles began to fall apart at the
death of Jesus, so too do Buffy’s friends, the Scoobies, fall apart as they try to
continue Buffy's mission. They need their leader, their guiding star, the one with
the super-powers who held them together. Demons are overrunning Sunnydale
after the death of the slayer, and the world is falling apart. So they do some magic
to bring her back to life, thinking that she will appear before them, magically
unharmed, the way they remember her. But the spell is interrupted and so they
don't think it has worked. They are forlorn.

Meanwhile, a very confused Buffy awakens in her body, in the casket, in the
ground. There is no angel to roll away the stone to let her out, but then, the
gospels disagreed on this anyway. Buffy awakens in the dark, scared and
suffocating. Thanks to her special powers, she is able to claw her way out of the
grave. She wanders around the town that has been taken over by demons,
confused and scared, like a wild animal.

When she appears to her friends, Buffy is not the same. Again, echoing the
resurrection of Jesus, only one of the Scoobies, her dearest friend Willow,
recognizes her. Buffy returns to the scene of her death and Willow is afraid for
her. Will she try to sacrifice herself once again? But Buffy does not and
memories of her life return to her as she stands there, confused and bewildered.

Returning to the world of the living, Buffy now has to face both the mythical and
the mundane realities of being alive – there are bills that have not been paid, her
beloved mentor has left town, and things have fallen apart in her absence – not to
mention the demons taking over the town.

Once again, it is Buffy's responsibility to set things right. It is a heavy burden.
But Buffy has a secret, and the secret must come out – as they usually do. The
secret is that she was in heaven before she was brought back. “There was no pain, no
fear nor doubt, till they took me out.” Her friends, she says, took her out of heaven,
and brought her back to a world filled with pain and suffering, and they expected
her to save them, and the world, once again. I bet she wished she could ascend
back into heaven, the way Jesus had, after only forty days.

So what might the Buffy story teach us about Jesus' experience of coming back to
life, and what might both these stories have to teach us today?

First, this is not the story of rebirth. Rebirth implies something cyclical in nature
– the flowers returning after the cold of winter. Though there are many parallels
between the story of Jesus and the god of neo-paganism, whose lifecycle is
represented in the wheel of the year, on this point they are very different: the neo-
pagan god is reborn as an infant, to start a new life from scratch, whereas when
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Jesus dies, he returns as an adult in a very unnatural manner. People around him
have certain expectations, and he can't just start over. Metaphorically, the story of
Jesus is not the story of rebirth we may experience upon retirement, or in a new
relationship, or upon finding our vocation. Resurrection comes after a death. We
die to our old life, and yet when we come back, we still have our old life hanging
over us. We may have been in the land of the dead for a short time, or a long
time. The longer we have been gone, perhaps, the more difficulty we have coming
back, as the mundane realities demand our attention. Coming back to life is not
clean and neat, but messy, and confusing. Possibly even overwhelming.

Second, I think we can know that coming back to life is not easy. It took magic to
bring Buffy back, and then she had to claw her way out, confused. The gospels
disagree on what happened with Jesus. But at some point, the stone in front of
the tomb is rolled back, and Jesus is not there. Where is he? How did he emerge
from the tomb? Is he struggling to remember who he is? Wondering why he
came back? Like Buffy, did he return to the scene of his death, puzzled?

This is what we do when we come back to life: we look back at what it was that
killed us. We return again and again to that painful place even as we are trying to
climb out of it. Whether dealing with the death of a loved one, awakening from
depression, emerging from some other trauma, we don't just magically get up one
day and are all better, as much as we may wish it were so. While there might be
angels to help us – usually in the form of beloved family and friends – the best
they can do is support us in our process, they can't do it for us. Coming back to
life is a struggle – and sometimes we have to claw our way out. Minute by minute,
hour by hour, day by excruciating day.

The third thing we know about coming back to life is that it is painful. In the
novel Beloved, by Toni Morrison, Sethe is pregnant, a slave, and is running away
from Sweet Home. She collapses on the side of the road, more than half dead.
When all hope is about lost, she receives unexpected aid from a poor white girl
named Amy. Amy helps Sethe to a lean-to and massages her damaged feet, telling
Sethe to endure the pain because "Anything dead coming back to life hurts." Think
about it: whenever we have an injury, the healing process is irritating at best,
painful at worst.

Return to the story of Jesus again, for a moment. He had had a crown of thorns
crushed onto his head, he had been nailed to a cross through his hands and feet.
A sword had been thrust into his side. And when he came back, these wounds
weren't magically healed! His apostles were able to put their hands into them, to
feel them. The wounds were not even scarred over. Though the gospels don't
talk about this part, imagine what it might have felt like to Jesus, to have his
friends touch his wounds in this way. It had to hurt.
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Buffy was ripped out of heaven and returned to a world filled with suffering and
pain. It was too much for her, so even though she was alive physically, she shut
down emotionally. She wanted, desperately, to live, to feel the fiery passion of
life, but the fire just froze her – she looked into it and saw darkness. She was dead
inside. It was not until she allowed herself to begin to feel the pain – to talk
about and process her experience with her friends - that she began to come back
to life emotionally. Coming back to life is a painful process, and it hurts.

Finally, when we come back to life, we are not the same person we were before we
died. Addicts in recovery know that they have to change who they were, all their
habits. Emerging from the initial grief of the death of a loved one, we are
changed by the process. Someone who suffers a major health crisis may come
back with a different lifestyle, and maybe even physical changes that make them
unrecognizable.

Only Willow recognizes Buffy when she comes back initially, but Buffy's coming
back process is long, and it means that her personality is virtually unrecognizable
for an entire season of the show. She struggles as she tries to find her new self,
her new place in the world. Jesus is also not recognized – in two of the different
narratives. And though he appears to his apostles multiple times, he is not
described as hanging out with them anymore. He is different – set apart.

We come back as different people – stronger, perhaps, but not always. Often
confused as we try to find our new place in life. Sometimes, we come back with
an awareness of the sacredness of life, but not always. When Buffy finally
embraced the pain, she began to heal and found deep strength and compassion in
her role as the slayer. Jesus, in his appearances, seemed more convinced about his
own role in God's story – he spoke less in parables and more in concrete
urgencies. When we make it, when we survive the coming back to life process, we
are not the same people we were when we died. We may have different priorities,
different habits, a different understanding and experience of the meaning of life
and our place in it.

This is what the story of Easter can teach us as we imagine the experience of the
resurrection through Jesus's perspective: That there is a difference between
coming back to life and rebirth; That coming back to life is not easy; That it is an
excruciatingly painful process; and that it changes us. In at least these ways, this
timeless story has something to teach us all, even today.

• • • • •



wrestling with

resurrection

by Kimberley Debus

Last month, three members of our
congregation’s growth committee
presented their visions for our future.
Each of them spoke of what they
prize about Unitarian Universalism –
faith through reason, freedom to
question, and commitment to justice.
One of them spoke with pride about her son, who was challenged by a therapist,
“Do you believe in God?” she asked. He responded, “I haven’t made up my mind
yet.” That is such a UU thing to say, and we do – always with a sense of pride.
Yes, we can be sure of scientific facts like evolution and climate change. We are
sure of what injustice and intolerance looks like. And we are sure when we
combat closed minds.

So it’s with a great deal of dread and trepidation that I approach the Christian
Easter story.

Here’s a set of events that are well documented in the gospels. They are the crux
of the Christian religion; it’s not enough in traditional Christianity that Jesus was
born and grew up to be a great teacher. It’s not enough that his ministry was –
and still is – the embodiment of radical love. For traditional Christianity, it all
means nothing unless Jesus was martyred on the cross and was resurrected three
days later. It is this set of events – called “the Resurrection Event” in theological
circles – that believers must decide to believe, must accept as fact.

And that feels positively contrary to me, a good UU who has continued, in the
tradition of good UUs, to keep her options open.

The short story version of my spiritual journey takes me from a Unitarian
upbringing to a few years in a Pentecostal, full gospel Christian church, to
agnosticism, to feminist spirituality, to paganism, and around again to theism. A
few years ago, I began talking to God again, as opposed to just talking about God.
And in the last year, I have been considering more deeply the role of Jesus as
teacher and minister. The day I saw the tag line for the UUCF, “freely following
Jesus,” I knew I had found at least some way to consider this world-changing
figure.
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Until last fall, my exploration was self-motivated. If I ran into something I
disagreed with or challenged me, I could hurl the book against the wall and walk
away. (My copy of CS Lewis’s Mere Christianity has more than one dent in its
spine.) Last fall, however, I began studies for my Master of Divinity at Union
Theological Seminary in New York – a liberal, open institution, but decidedly a
Christian one. There are a number of UU’s at Union, and we fit in rather
comfortably amongst our UCC, Presbyterian, Lutheran, Episcopal, Methodist,
American Baptist, and other colleagues. But we are most assuredly faced with a
Christian bias in our classes and chapels; while some would say there isn’t enough
Jesus at Union, for a UU, there’s a preponderance. And when you’re in a class, you
cannot simply hurl the book across the room and walk away from the challenges
to faith; you have to confront them and consider them (and often write about
them for a grade) .

It is in this atmosphere that I’ve had to face the Resurrection Event – not as a
possible version of events, not as a collective case of wishful thinking on the part
of his early followers. To understand Christian systematic theology is to accept
the Resurrection Event as one of the basic assumptions upon which proofs are
built. Whether you read the orthodox theology of Machen, or embrace the neo-
orthodox theology of Barth, or dive into the liberation theologies of Cone and
Gutierrez, the hope that comes with Jesus’s dying on the cross for your
sins/oppressions/hardships and raising from the dead provides a vital touchstone
for millions without hope. It speaks to renewal of spirit, of mind, of our very
essence. Without the Resurrection, there would be no Christianity – certainly not
in its present form throughout most of the Christian churches in the world. It is a
cornerstone. A given circumstance.

And this is a given circumstance I can’t seem to accept – but not because it
doesn’t seem reasonable; I have long accepted as part of my truth that the
miraculous does happen. It is entirely plausible that the Resurrection Event is one
of those miracles, meant to give hope and meaning to those who believe, and
perhaps meant to ensure the extraordinary ministry of Jesus would resonate for
thousands of years.

No, it’s not the miraculous nature of the Resurrection that I can’t accept – it’s that
accepting this as truth means actually deciding how I feel and think about what is
in fact, a central element of this particular spiritual path. It seems to be a
cornerstone of belief that requires a decision: either you believe it or you don’t.

And so, the quandary: If I say yes, the Resurrection Event is one of my truths,
what am I giving up? Am I giving up the option to be wrong? Am I sacrificing
part of what makes me Unitarian Universalist? Does this mean I no longer
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an endless enigma:

news from the kingdom of god

by david breeden
book review by
the Rev. Erik Walker Wikstrom
Thomas Jefferson Memorial Church, UU
Charlottesvil le, VA

In October of 1939 Winston Churchill said of the
possibility of predicting the future actions of the Soviet
Union, “it is a riddle, wrapped in a mystery, inside an enigma.”
This phrase kept coming to mind as I read David
Breeden’s new book News from the Kingdom of God: Meditations on the
Gospel of Thomas. (Wipf & Stock, 201 1 ) The Rev. Dr. Breeden is a poet, a
writer of fiction, and a translator whose work has appeared in such diverse
publications as Boston Literary Review, Mid-American Review, Mississippi Review,
Nebo, Nidus, North Atlantic Review, Paragraph, Poet Lore, and Turnstile. He is
also a Unitarian Universalist parish minister.

The Gospel of Thomas is one of the fifty texts collected in the thirteen codices
discovered near Nag Hammadi, Egypt in 1945. It is a “sayings” Gospel. There is
no narrative context, no stories. It consists of 1 14 sayings, most often introduced
with nothing more than “Jesus said . . .” The Jesus of Thomas is somewhat
familiar to people who’ve read the canonical gospels, yet is utterly new at the same
time. This Jesus is no storytelling rabbi; he is a Zen master, offering koans to the
spiritual seeker. Consider saying 22:

“When you make the two one, and when you make the inside like the outside and the outside
like the inside, and the above like the below, and when you make the male and the female one
and the same, so that the male not be male nor the female female; and when you fashion eyes in
the place of an eye, and a hand in place of a hand, and a foot in place of a foot, and a likeness
in place of a likeness; then will you enter the kingdom.”

Or saying 70:

“That which you have will save you if you bring it forth from yourselves. That which
you do not have within you will kill you if you do not have it within you.”

Clearly this is not your parents’ Jesus.

I will note that this is not exactly the way these texts are presented in News from
the Kingdom of God. I’ve used here the translation of Thomas O. Lambdin
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found at http://goo.gl/EIQfy. Dr. Breeden uses his own translation, noting that
he referenced four other English translations. It is unclear whether he relied on
them alone – making his “translation” more of an “interpretation” – or whether
he used them to supplement his own work with the original text. It is also
unclear, in either case, whether his work is intended as a strict translation or more
of a “rendition,” as Daniel Ladinsky has come to describe his work with the Sufi
poet, Hafiz.

What is clear, is that Breeden’s translation differs in places from other recognized
English translations. Do these changes offer an improvement, a clarification, or
do they further confuse this often riddle-like text? It is hard to say.

His version of saying 22, for instance, is for the most part merely a simplification
of the language, a cleaning up of extraneous verbiage. His version is certainly
stronger, more vibrant. Yet the last line is quite a departure from other
translations. Breeden notes in his introduction that he has opted to translate the
phrase, “the Kingdom of God” as “the Dance of the Sacred.” In some instances – and
saying 22 is a good example – the result is really quite lovely. There are other
places, however, where this may leave you scratching your head.

His version of saying 70 is an example of something potentially more
problematic. He renders it:

“When you think for yourself, you save yourself. That which you do not have in you will kill
you.”

Is “thinking for yourself” really the same as “bring[ing] forth from yourself” “that which you
have”? And isn’t there a difference between saying “That which you have will save you
[if you bring it forth from yourself]” and “[When you think for yourself] you save yourself”?
These may seem like small points, yet when dealing with teachings like these the
nuances matter.

And so in News from the Kingdom the riddle that is The Gospel of Thomas is
wrapped in a mystery regarding Dr. Breeden’s translation of that riddle. Yet what
of the enigma in which that mystery-wrapped riddle resides? That would be Dr.
Breeden’s meditations.

The beauty of this book lies in the plethora of perspectives that are brought to
bear on Thomas. Christian scriptures, Buddhist texts, Taoist and Sufi voices, the
writings of philosophers and theologians, and even David Breeden’s own poetry
are called on to help illuminate the sayings. Sometimes these voices function as
commentators, explaining the saying to the mind. Sometimes they are as obscure
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as the ancient text itself, and yet in their juxtaposition there is an illumination in
the heart. Take, for example, the way he responds to saying 92:

“Seek and you will find. In the past I did not answer when you asked me. Now I wish to tell,
but you do not ask.”

In response to this partly familiar, partly unexpected saying Breeden offers a
poem of his own, “Reading the Signs”

Here the ancient text and the modern one each require some reflection. Yet the
two together create a movement that is not quite the same as understanding but
which is satisfying nonetheless.

There are times, however, when the two passages – Thomas’ text and Breeden’s
meditation – appear to be completely unrelated. They sit side by side like two
guests at a dinner party who insist on talking past one another. At these times
News from the Kingdom of God feels like obfuscation rather than illumination.
And because the promise of this book is so great, these apparent lapses are all the
more disappointing.

Yet it is quite possible that what feels like an unfortunate disconnect is, in fact, not
a fault of the book itself but the way in which it was approached. Perhaps
efficient reading for the purpose of writing a review is not the best way to engage
Breeden’s work. A more meditative encounter may very well reveal connections,
and conspiracies of imagery and meaning, that are not apparent in a more
utilitarian reading.

A riddle, wrapped in a mystery, inside an enigma. In one of the very few stories
included in The Gospel of Thomas – saying 13 – Jesus asks his disciples to

Because we did not read the signs—
Neither in graffiti nor tattoo;
Neither writ in laughter nor blood;
Because we learned to see
—whether blood or laughter—
Without seeing . . .
Because we could not
Read the signs,
There was evening
Andmorning, but
There was no day.
AndElohim blessed them;

AndElohim beheld all;
And, lo, allwas good.
But we would not see the signs.
Comes in,
A gentle summer rain;
No breeze and
Airplanes off
Into the morning clouds,
But there is no evening
And there is no morning.
And even so it is.

see enigma pg 28



the church is flat

by tony jones (kindle edition)
review by Joanne Fontaine Crawford
Ministerial Intern
Northwoods UU Church, The Woodlands, TX

Tony Jones doesn’t pull a bait and switch about his new
book. He sets out to examine and critique the
ecclesiology of existing emergent Christian churches,
and in his “Note to Readers,” he explains that the book
“reads like a dissertation,” because that is, in fact, what
it is.

He’s not wrong, and thus I would be hard-pressed to recommend this to anyone
other than those scholars so heavily into the emergent church movement (ECM)
that they are willing to wade through what can at times be cumbersome analysis
of some of the theological voices that have fed the movement.

Those folks, however, may find the book a delight, as Jones brings a rigorous
scholarly approach not often seen in the field of emergent ecclesiology. (The
somewhat overlapping missional church movement can boast of several such
books, notably David Bosch’s lauded Transforming Mission: Paradigm Shifts in
Theology of Mission.)

Jones’ first chapter does an excellent job discussing the different definitions for
the emergent movement, the arguments about those definitions, and how it stands
as a new social movement. In this discussion, he also enters the “why” of it all –
why people are attracted to this movement, and why its leaders feel called to this
type of ministry. This chapter, by itself, may serve as a strong primer for those
wanting to learn more about the ECM.

Jones seems to use every sociological and theological tool is his toolbox in his
efforts to get under the ecclesiological hood of the ECM to see what makes it go,
referencing, for example, Pierre Bourdieu’s equation for social practice. He delves
into different understandings of ecclesiology, examining not only the theories
themselves, but the critiques of the theories, such as Nicholas Healy’s criticisms
of ecclesiologists such as Stanley Hauerwas, William Willimon, and Reinhard
Hütter.

A significant amount of the book is devoted to discussion about the ideas of
theologian Jürgen Moltmann who has heavily influenced many in the ECM, with
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honoring passover among
uu christians and uu jews
The Rev. Marti Keller, UU Congregation of Atlanta, GA

In the Georgian Calendar year 2012 or the Jewish Calendar year 5772, the first
night of Pesah or Passover corresponds with the Christian Good Friday during
Easter week. A Jewish Passover service, or seder, a ritual feast, held every year in
our Unitarian Universalist congregation will take place on the second night of this
eight day festival celebrating the Exodus of the Israelites from Egypt, which is
totally appropriate, since the first night is traditionally observed privately in Jewish
homes, increasingly with guests from different faiths.

It is no accident that Easter and Passover are usually very close together but not
necessarily—as they will be this year—during parallel Holy Weeks. Passover
always begins on the 15th day of the Jewish month of Nisan. Since the Council
of Nicea in 325, establishing this and other orthodoxies in Western Christianity,
Easter has been celebrated on the first Sunday following the Pascal Full Moon, the
first full moon on or after March 21 on the Gregorian Calendar, with calculations
close to but not identical to the solar/lunar Jewish Calendar where each month
starts with the New Moon.

While Jesus, by most accounts, including all three synoptic gospel accounts,
celebrated the Last Supper on the first night of Passover (or perhaps during the
meal breaking the Fast of the First Born the day before Passover) , and died the
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second day at the time the ritual lambs were slaughtered in the Temple, the decree
of the Nicean Council deliberately separated the Easter observance in
Christianity from any lingering connection with the Jewish Passover, especially the
sacrificed lamb, with the theological assertion that the Jewish Passover was the
foretaste and promise of the Passover, replaced for all times by the offering up
of Jesus for the atonement of sins and no longer observable by the creedal
faithful.

The Saturday evening before Easter was the also the day chosen last year strictly
as a matter of convenience for our UU community seder, which took place during
Passover, not on the traditional second night, but toward the end of the festival
period, because a mid-week evening was determined be a hardship for many
people, due to the horrific Atlanta commute traffic and homework for our
children and youth. Calculated into past Passover seder scheduling decisions had
been reluctance to displace regular programming, including our Wonderful
Wednesday dinner and particuarly the last choir practice before Easter Sunday.

For some of the Jewish congregants and their families, this compromise feels just
like that: an uneasy and even disrespectful accommodation that would never
happen with Christmas Eve or Christmas, and certainly not Easter the very next
morning. From my experiences in a congregation with a larger percentage of
Jewish identified members than some, they rarely publicly express this discomfort
or specifically name the religious sensibility which may well inadvertently
undergird this wide play in Jewish holiday observance within our congregations
(echoed in the mash up of Hanukkah and Christmas that sometimes take place as
well) . The hurt and even anger is instead transmitted through our e-chats and in
informal gatherings of Jewish UUs who may or may not name what they sense
within Unitarian Universalism in the 21 st century. Whether founded or not, they
find even within our progressive faith, a Supersessionism or “replacement
theology” which regards Jews and Judaism as having been superceded by or
replaced with Christians and Christianity. Where they hear from our pulpits that
Judaism was our grandparent faith and Christianity our true parent.

If Christians within our UU movement feel that this major source of our living
tradition is either ignored , even ridiculed, Jews may believe that the Jewish source
of what is often referred to proudly as our “Judeo-Christian “roots reduces a
vibrant separate religion to ancient history, only as valuable as what was carried
forward in or argues for Christianity. While there may be some genuine interest
among Unitarian Universalist Christians in particular in the link between the
history of the Jews and their first century religious practices, including the
Passover festival in Jerusalem, as a way of making the bridge between these two
traditions, what may be missing is the imperative, or at least the opportunity to see
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Judaism as a separate evolving faith, not only in its ever evolving rituals, but
contemporary and even clashing new meanings with which they are imbued.

As religious scholars point out, the Passover Seder as it later was developed, with
its or “order” where the Exodus from Egypt is retold, happened during the
Rabbinic period, after the destruction of The Temple. In Jesus’s time, it was called
The Feast of Unleavened Bread, where matzah was eaten, along with a ritually
sacrificed lamb. This Haggadah or “ the telling” is not a singular text, canonized
for all time. In the 16th century there were as many as 25 printed. versions, by the
19th century well over 1 ,000 and now perhaps 3,000.

From the ubiquitous Chase and Sanborn and Maxwell House Haggadahs of mid-
20th century America, sold or attained as coffee premiums, to the Santa Cruz
Haggadah published in 1991 , the one my college age son brought home one year,
a so-called alternative model with its self-liberation emphasis and gender neutral
loose translation from the Hebrew, there have been choices available for family-
based and public observances.

UnitarianUniversalist congregrations have held their own Passover seders, those
with Jewish members more typically providing their own leadership, others
inviting local rabbis to come in or holding joint seders with reform and other
Jewish communities. As a Jewish UU minister, there have been years when I co-
presided over seders where there were many Jewish UUs present, many of them
in interfaith relationships, as well as non-Jews from their congregation, the curious
or those who call themselves “allies”. A few years I was the only Jewish person
(besides my husband and son) conducting a seder for a small UU church (so-
named) in the Georgia foothills of the Appalachians.

Some of the Jewish UUs on our always lively e-chat have expressed a reluctance
to hold a seder where there are no Jewish people present, or to conduct one as
non-Jews, unless it is one that is Unitarian Universalist with a more “universal”
sensibility. For me, the presence or non-presence of “indigenous” UU Jews does
not matter, if the spirit of the gathering is genuine respect and openness to the
vitality of this and other Jewish holidays , as occasions for Amy Jill Levine, E.
Rhodes and Leona B. Carpenter Professor of New Testament Studies at
Vanderbilt University Divinity School, calls the “ holy envy” we can experience in
the study of and direct experience of the practices of our religious sources.

Some UU congregations, in search of the small u “universalism” of the Jewish
Seder, have held Thanksgiving Seders, unmoored from the calendar and narrative
of the traditional seder. This feels like appropriation to me at its worst, and at its
best it deprives participants from the possibilities that Professor Levine saw for
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a cross-shaped faith
by the Rev. Xolani Kacela, Ph.D.
Dallas, TX

Two Easters ago, I attended a sunrise service in
a former soccer stadium and watched as the sun
slowly peaked out over the horizon. It was a
beautiful sight despite the weeds that largely
covered the field. The sky was clear, the
weather nice and cool, and the atmosphere of
the congregation anxious to hear the word!

Believe it or not, the setting was on a base
about 40 miles north of Baghdad, Iraq. There
in the center of a Muslim nation, we were
having Easter worship! The preacher spoke
about the meaning of the risen Jesus. Only in
the U.S. military can one have such unique religious experience. “Put your hands
up!”, I say.

As a Unitarian Universalist minister serving as an Air Force chaplain, sitting in that
service was an opportunity to revel in paradox. Our tradition often looks
disparagingly upon our Christian roots. At the same time, we claim to honor the
Old and New Testament scriptures in our principles. Furthermore, while we tend
to cherish our love for peace on earth and goodwill towards all persons, we also
tend to banish to the margins any dialogue about our country’s need for a viable
military force. So, I frequently find myself situated in the center of a cross—a
cross-shaped faith.

I’m comfortable here. Serving in the military is one of the most important, adult
decisions that I’ve brought myself to make. It has grounded me in a sacred
ministry of being a “visible reminder of the holy” to those that serve our country
and uphold the U.S. Constitution with great pride and dignity. I’ve discovered that
it is one thing to philosophically uphold the principles of freedom and democracy,
but quite another to actually do it. The latter requires significantly more personal
sacrifice and commitment.

Living at the center of this cross-shaped faith is something that I’d encourage
more UUs to do. Sit with the tension. Reflect on it. Allow it to expand your
religious commitments and faith practices. Resist the temptation to let anger and
resentent take hold. It’s where we begin to grow.
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Too often, we UUs want to push the issues of peace to the exclusion of national
defense. Why spend all of that money on tanks when it could be used for building
schools? In reality, we need both. Without the tanks, aircraft, and military
personnel, we’d be a severely weaker nation with little protection of the freedoms
that we hold so dearly (e.g., free speech, right to dissent, and religious practices) .
Therein lies the paradox. We need both.

Liberation theologians enjoy quoting Jesus reciting Isaiah: “The Spirit of the Lord
is upon me, because he has anointed me to bring good news to the poor. He has
sent me to proclaim release to the captives and recover the sight to the blind, to
let the oppressed go free…” (Luke 4.18) . Many UUs see this as a central tenet of
our faith. Of course, it is. Though we say it in different ways. But Jesus also said,
“For nation will rise against nation, and kingdom against kingdom…” (Mark
13.8) . These two quotes, when taken together, resemble a cross-shaped faith. They
are the horizontal and vertical bars of the cross. We need both.

What makes the entering the military one of the most important, adult decisions
that I’ve made are the missions and the sense of belonging to something much
larger than me. This is what we seek most in life: to be a part of something that
we know is important and contributes to the well-being of the world. That’s
where our sense of significance and meaning resides. I realize that all military
missions don’t accomplish these goals. Many bring havoc and ruin to nations,
their citizens, and our personnel. They cost lives. And as a chaplain, that is where I
enter lives. My work is largely about restoring wholeness to a broken situation. For
me, this is the heart of pastoral ministry.

Let’s face it. It’s easy to look at nations warring with one another in the name of
peace, power, and democracy and point out the incongruencies. It’s quite a
different thing to look in the face of an injured airman filled with pain and anger
for leaving her comrades behind as she is medevac’d back to the States. It’s also
quite a different thing to sit with an airman who just received a “Dear John” letter
via Facebook from his spouse back at home. It’s a cross-shaped ministry.

No matter what the difficulty, Easter is a time of celebrating renewal of life. We
come to the cross, chalice, or the symbol of your choosing, to look at life afresh.
In a sense, we roll the stone away from those caves, caverns, and sometimes,
graves that have held us hostage. If we are fortunate, we realize once we get inside
that we are still alive and the future is bright.

I believe that it is difficult for many military personnel to be hopeful about the
future. Even though we witnessed many military victories in recent years—the
capture of Saddam Hussein and Osama bin Laden, the fall of Moammar Kaddafi,
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and the end of the Iraqi campaign—the prospect of returning home with PTSD,
the threat of military downsizing and a weak jobs forecast, and problems in the
overall treatment of veterans by many institutions is reason for despair.

There is much that UU congregations can do. We can open our doors to military
personnel, both who currently serve and retirees and their families, and share with
them the UU message of love, hope, and compassion. We can find ways to
include our “warfighters” and “wounded warriors” in our congregations and
broader community, and champion ministries that offer them care and restore
hopefulness for those often living on the margins. It is a sad fact that many U.S.
citizens no longer have any contact with our military veterans. This was not the
case decades ago. Now is a season for renewal and reestablishing ties with those
who have served.

Easter truly is a time for celebrating new life. Let us embrace this sacred season
and the High Holidays by bridging the gap that often separates us from one
another; especially those in our military community. Let us find new ways to be
born again and renewed.

• • • • •

cherish my doubt? I no longer dare to question? What line does it draw in the
sand? I admit – this scares me a bit. It challenges a highly prized part of my faith:
my ability, desire, and call to think of spiritual belief as a “Yes-And” proposition.

Or maybe… by putting the Resurrection Event in the toolkit with my trust in
God, and my faith in miracles, and my belief in Universalism, I am saying a very
important Yes-And: Yes, the Resurrection event happened – And, it holds many
meanings for many people, and one’s faith in God, or Christ, or something else
entirely, is not dependent upon your stance on this truth.

I don’t have a final answer; I am still unsure what I think of the Resurrection. I’m
pretty sure believing – or not – doesn’t keep me from following Jesus’s teachings.
But I know that wherever I come down at a particular time, I am being true to my
faith as a Unitarian Universalist, daring to question, cherishing my doubt, willing
to seek.

• • • • •

wrestling from pg 21
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interfaith sharing, even within our own congregations.

Another more faithful and authentic possibility is the relatively new custom of a
seventh night of Passover freedom seder, when alongside the original telling
Haggadah, any number of different stories that participants wish to add as
reflections of states of enslavement may be included .

Recognizing Judaism’s connection to and distinct theological and historical fabric
separate from Christianity is a challenge for Unitarian Universalists. The
celebration of Passover provides a tangible opportunity to practice the
commitment to a diversity of sources, and a possible constructive partnership
between the self identified Jews and Christians within our congregations. What
will work to honor and respect the distinctive qualities and purposes of Jewish
holy days and festivals will of course work for Christian holy days as well.

• • • • •
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describe him in metaphors. Simon Peter says “You are like an angelic messenger.”
Matthew says, “You are like a philosopher.” And Thomas responds, “Teacher my tongue
cannot tellwhat you are like.”

If you are seeking an edifying commentary on this most popular of the gnostic
scriptures that will explain all that is mystifying, David Breeden’s work may
frustrate as much as it satisfies. If, instead, you are seeking a wise guide to aid
your meditations on this powerful text, News from the Kingdom of God has
much to offer.

• • • • •
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Jones appreciating some, such as Moltmann’s panentheism, and pointing out areas
that he and others consider to be weaknesses, such as Moltmann falling “into the
ditch of universalism.” (To which this Universalist gasps in mock horror.)

Speaking of new social movements, it is interesting to note that Tony Jones, like
others in the missional church movement such as Reggie McNeal, seems to be
attracted to minister-less churches rooted in “a traditional Congregationalist
polity.” I would recommend that they read about the UU fellowship movement to
see what it looked like in practice. Even with the radical differences in theology,
they might find that a trip to that ecclesiological world would leave them saying,
“Hmm, nice to place to visit, but …”

• • • • •
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prayers for holy week
by the Rev. Naomi King
City of Refuge Ministries Plantation, FL
Affi l iated Minister of
Emerging Faith Communities

Prayer for Maundy Thursday
How astounding is the Love that made me,
welcomes me, teaches me, and calls me into the
dance of wonderment! When I was broken,
Love healed me. When I was bereft, Love
comforted me. When I was cast down into the
pit, Love brought me out. How can I not be
humbled by such love? How can I not sing a
song of thanks and give praise to such love? I
sing praises for the love that strikes off chains and leads me into freedom. I sing
in thanksgiving for love that has ever put an end to slavery and called us back to
the heart of life with responsibility. I sing with gratitude, and, yes, with laughter
for a love that challenges me to be more generous and more compassionate than I
would rather be. I sing in praise of a love that does not forsake me, even when I
turn away from it. How could I not rush to dance with such love, to serve with
the Beloved in all my nights and days? Kneel down, my heart, and join the
Beloved in making welcome all those unwelcomed and dispossessed. Strangers
before and strangers still, yet we join our hearts and our labors through
Transforming Love. May we tend one another with bold mercy and with
courageous welcome, meeting each other as cupbearers to the Beloved, as keepers
of hope, as the blessings the Beloved made us to be. Amen.

For the Maundy Thursday Water Blessing
Note: Not all of us have feet or can use them. The water blessing then is a way of welcome and
honoring how we are made and live. Washing prosthetic limbs and bathing and blessing the
wheels of wheelchairs and scooters and other mobility devices is just as much part of the water
blessing as washing feet when feet are presented.

Bless us, Lover of Life, for the ways we move in this world, in our going out and
our coming in, wherever we are and whoever we are. With this blessing, may we
be bearers of blessings to others, wherever we go, however we find ourselves,
your cupbearers and your dancers of courage, mercy, and love.

Good Friday and Passover
Blessed is the Name of Names! How often have you answered our cries? How
often have we turned back to you with pleading and with praise? Comforter of
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Comforters, you know us in the hours of our distress just as you know us in the
hours of our rejoicing. Strengthen us in turning with you to those today who are
suffering, whose suffering we have knowingly and unknowingly aided and abetted.
You call us to join you in freeing those in bondage, in bearing mercy where mercy
is needed, in living humbly and tending this earth. Grant us the heart to answer,
imperfect as we are, wrestlers of our lesser and our greater natures. You know us,
call to us, and bear us up ever. Blessed is the Name of Names who is with us
when we are in the pit, who bears us up when we cannot go on, whose call we
know and hasten to answer! Blessed is the Name of Names, now and forever

Way of Sorrows (Individual)
Holy One, as I retrace the Way of Sorrows, following those last hours of my
beloved teacher Jesus, sustain me and grant me wisdom from this journey and
courage to live ever in your will and your way. Amen.

I . Jesus is condemned to death.
So the way of sorrows begins: into trial and after that? Suffering. Most Merciful
and Most Compassionate, be with us now and in our hours of trial, tribulation,
and terror. Forsake us not and grant us the forbearance not to turn away and
forsake those who are suffering today.

I I . Jesus is given His cross.
Splintered, heavy grief I bow down under your weight. How can I endure?
Comforter of Comforters, you bear the sorrows of the world and still have mercy
on us. Grant me courage to carry this splintered, heavy grief weighing me down.

I I I . Jesus fal ls for the first time.
Prostrate in the dirt, face down and hurting, Mother-Father of us All, grant me
strength to carry on and not give in to despair. You have ever delivered your
children in trouble. You have ever been beside us in sorrow.

IV. Jesus meets His Mother Mary.
Ah, Mother Mary, there you are, right alongside, bearing witness to the Holy’s
mercy and steadfast love. Blessed are you indeed among all people! Surely, surely
the blessing of steadfast love calls others to attend in mercy and for love’s sake.

V. Simon of Cyrene carries the cross.
What relief it is not to have to bear tribulation alone! What a mercy to not be
forgotten, but to have one come alongside! May I be ready to help, especially in
danger, to ease the sufferings of others and bear witness to the presence of
steadfast love in every hour.
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VI. Veronica wipes the face of Jesus.
The gifts of steadfast love are endless and wonderful in their diversity! How sweet
is the needed merciful act given with selfless love! May I be ready to help,
especially in danger, to ease the sufferings of others and bear witness to the
presence of steadfast love in every hour.

VII . Jesus fal ls the second time.
The way is steep and sorrowful indeed! All around me are those who see me in
trouble and turn away, those who see me in trouble and laugh and call it justified,
those who see me in trouble and add their curses. I thirst for mercy, long for a
place to rest, where peace reigns and lives forever.

VII I . Jesus meets the daughters of Jerusalem.
The way is steep and sorrowful indeed! Yet here are those who weep with me,
who will not leave me behind, who reach out to help as they may. I thirsted for
mercy and have been granted a sip of love. I yearned for peace and my heart was
lifted up.

IX. Jesus fal ls the third time.
Bless me, Keeper of Mercy, Sustainer of All, as I lie here, face down, unsure of
how to carry on. Sustain me now with grace. Make me like the reeds, resilient with
the winds, and help me rise again in a new hour and day.

X. Jesus is stripped of His garments.
How easy it is to tear away at a body, to rend a soul, to shame and cause new
suffering in that shame! Beloved, as I follow this way of sorrows and encounter
this tearing, shame that strips my heart bare, shaking in fear and grief, may I be
reborn in courage to tend the dignity of all those cast down and cast aside.

XI. Crucifixion.
Cry for justice, cry for mercy, cry for peace. How many ways do I aid and abet
your crucifixion again, amid the suffering of those forced to flee for their lives,
amid the cries of those who hunger, amid the loneliness and despair of those
bound and beset by all kinds of iniquity? I cry for justice. I cry for mercy. I cry
for peace.

XI I . Jesus dies on the cross.
I prayed for deliverance. I met emptiness and loss. Mercy, let me weep. Love, weep
with me. Peace, wherever you have gone, I do not understand.
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XI I I . Lamentation: Jesus’ body is removed from the cross.
Weep and let me be washed in the waters of repentance. Weep and let me turn my
face to the ground as I remember what is lost. Blessed is the Mercy Bearer, who is
with me in my grieving. Weep with reverence. Weep with wonder. Weep in love.

XIV. Jesus is laid in the tomb.
Cold and lonely, my heart wants to rush away from here, but my spirit lingers, not
wanting to leave, unconsolable. How does one leave consolation behind, sealed
away? How does one leave the place where one’s heart is buried?

Way of Sorrows (Congregational Form)

Leader: Together, we retrace the Way of Sorrows, those last hours of our beloved
teacher Jesus. What do we find on this journey with him? Most Holy One, sustain
us and grant us wisdom on this journey and courage to live ever in your will and
your way, following your Son, Jesus.

I . Jesus is condemned to death.
Leader: Jesus is condemned to death. So the way of sorrows begins: into trial and after that?
Suffering.

All: Most Merciful and Most Compassionate, be with us now and in our hours of
trial, tribulation, and terror. Forsake us not and grant us the forbearance not to
turn away and forsake those who are suffering today.

I I . Jesus is given His cross.
Leader: Jesus is given His cross. Splintered, heavy grief I bow down under your weight. How
can I endure?

All: Comforter of Comforters, you bear the sorrows of the world and still have
mercy on us. Grant us courage to carry these splintered, heavy griefs weighing us
down.

I I I . Jesus fal ls for the first time.
Leader: Jesus falls for the first time. Prostrate in the dirt, face down and hurting, we cry out to
the Name of Names.

All: Mother-Father of us All, grant us strength to carry on and not give in to
despair. You have ever delivered your children in trouble. You have ever been
beside us in sorrow.
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IV. Jesus meets His Mother Mary.
Leader: Jesus meets His Mother Mary. Ah, Mother Mary, there you are, right alongside,
bearing witness to the Holy’s mercy and steadfast love.

All: Blessed are you indeed among all people! Surely, surely the blessing of
steadfast love calls others to attend in mercy and for love’s sake.

V. Simon of Cyrene carries the cross.
Leader: Simon of Cyrene carries the cross. What relief it is not to have to bear tribulation
alone! What a mercy to not be forgotten, but to have one come alongside!

All: Most Merciful and Most Compassionate, May we be ready to help, especially
in the most dangerous hours, to ease the sufferings of others and bear witness to
the presence of steadfast love, now and always.

VI. Veronica wipes the face of Jesus.
Leader: Veronica wipes the face of Jesus. The gifts of steadfast love are endless and wonderful
in their diversity! How sweet is the neededmerciful act given with selfless love!

All: Most Merciful and Most Compassionate, May we be ready to help, especially
in the most dangerous hours, to ease the sufferings of others and bear witness to
the presence of steadfast love, now and always.

VII . Jesus fal ls the second time.
Leader: Jesus falls the second time. The way is steep and sorrowful indeed! How hard it is to
keep going in our times of trouble! How difficult every breath seems!

All: All around us are those who see us in trouble and turn away, those who see us
in trouble and laugh and call it justified, those who see us in trouble and add their
curses. We thirst for mercy. We long for a place to rest, where peace reigns and
lives forever.

VII I . Jesus meets the daughters of Jerusalem.
Leader: Jesus meets the daughters of Jerusalem. The way is steep and sorrowful indeed! Yet here
are those who weep with us, who will not leave us behind, who reach out to help as they may.

All: We thirsted for mercy and have been granted a sip of love. We yearned for
peace and our hearts were lifted up.

IX. Jesus fal ls the third time.
Leader: Jesus falls the third time. The way is steep and sorrowful indeed.
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All: Bless us, Keeper of Mercy, Sustainer of All, as we lie here, face down, unsure
of how to carry on. Sustain us now with grace. Make us like the reeds, resilient
with the winds, and help us rise again in a new hour and day.

X. Jesus is stripped of His garments.
Leader: Jesus is stripped of His garments. How easy it is to tear away at a body, to rend a soul,
to shame and cause new suffering in that shame!

All: Beloved, as we follow this way of sorrows and encounter this tearing, shame
that strips our own hearts bare, leaving us shaking in fear and grief, may we be
reborn in courage to tend the dignity of all those cast down and cast aside.

XI. Crucifixion.
Leader. Crucifixion: Jesus is nailed to the cross, the instrument of a tortured death administered
by the state, a symbol of injustice and heartlessness and unrest.

All: Cry for justice, cry for mercy, cry for peace. How many ways do we aid and
abet your crucifixion again, amid the suffering of those forced to flee for their
lives, amid the cries of those who hunger, amid the loneliness and despair of
those bound and beset by all kinds of iniquity? We cry for justice. We cry for
mercy. We cry for peace.

XI I . Jesus dies on the cross.
Leader: Jesus dies on the cross, his last words ones of forgiveness and of love.

All: In this hour of trial, we prayed for deliverance. In this hour of trouble, we
met emptiness and loss. Mercy, let us weep. Love, weep with us. Peace, wherever
you have gone, we do not understand.

XI I I . Lamentation: Jesus’ body is removed from the cross.
Leader: Lament, my people, and cry out as Jesus’ body is taken down from the cross.

All: We cry: let us be washed in the waters of repentance. We weep: let us turn our
faces to the ground as we remember what is lost. Blessed is the Mercy Bearer,
who calls us to our lamentations. Weep with reverence. Weep with wonder. Weep
in love.

XIV. Jesus is laid in the tomb.
Leader: Bearing Jesus’ body, he is laid hastily in the tomb.

All: Cold and lonely, our hearts want to rush away from here, but our spirit s
linger, not wanting to leave, unconsolable. How can we leave consolation behind,
sealed away? How does we leave the place where our heart is buried?
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Holy Saturday

How long must we stay in the desert? How long in the absence of Love?
Comforter of Comforters, do not leave us bereft surrounded by those who bay
for our hearts, those who dismiss and disparage us, those who hunger for our
humiliation. We regret how we have strayed from the way of love; we yearn to be
once again in love’s presence, once again attending love’s teachings, once again
free to rejoice, to give thanks, to join in blessing. Sing to us the songs of starlight
and quiet waters, the songs of welcome and restoration, the songs that keep our
hearts steady and bring us bread. Even here in the desert, love persists. Even here
in the emptiness, love bears us comfort. Even here in the long vigil, love guides
us. May it always be so. Amen.

Easter Sunday Litany

Hallelujah! Let all the people shout and rejoice!
Let the children dance and sing in praise
of the awesomeness of the Beloved!
Hallelujah! Let all the people shout and rejoice!
Let the elders dance and sing in praise of Love’s restoration!
Hallelujah! Let all the people shout and rejoice!
Let all the people dance and sing with wonder
and gratitude to the Lover of Life!
Hallelujah! Let all the people shout and rejoice!
Raised from death, brought back into life, with us once again
Hallelujah! Let all the people shout and rejoice!
Put aside all mourning, my people.
Set aside the ashes of grief for rejoicing
in the power of transforming love!
Hallelujah! Let all the people shout and rejoice!
We have been brought out of exile and through the desert.
Hallelujah! Let all the people shout and rejoice!
We have been called back to the wonders of transforming love.
Hallelujah! Let all the people shout and rejoice!
A way has been made. Let us pick up our hearts and follow!
Hallelujah! Let all the people shout and rejoice!
Hallelujah! Let all the people shout and rejoice!
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