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Lest we be tempted to keep faith in our heads without the powerful wisdom of our whole bodies 
and souls,  
 
The Word became flesh and dwelt among us.  God became flesh in Jesus the Christ. 
 
Lest we be tempted to let familiar words wash over our too-often distracted selves, 
 
We begin the season of Lent with a marking of our bodies. 
 
Ash.  Traced upon the dome of our foreheads. 
 
Ash.  Meant to remind us that we are mortal, human, finite, precious, earth creatures. 
 
Lest we barrel through our lives unmindful of the ongoing pain of creation and the provision of 
God’s grace even when life feels unbearable, we are given the words and actions of Jesus as he 
said: 
 
“This is my Body, broken for you” is no long ago pat phrase shared with a motley crew of disciples 
who will betray and deny. 
 
“This is my Body, broken for you” is a taking into our hearts and souls and body selves the reality 
that we:  our hearts, our dreams, our families, our nations, our wild imaginings. 
 
We will be broken. 
 
For whom and for what will we be broken? 
 
We will be broken in order that love will flow out of the life-breached citadel of our hearts.   And 
the watering of creation accomplished by the opening of our hearts? 
 
The watering of creation will create a garden of compassion sprung green in our own beings and 
upon this beleaguered earth. 
 
Jesus, a brother.  Jesus, a beloved teacher and friend and Jesus, a son. 
 



Jesus came that we might know that weeping and naming pain are the requisite first steps for those 
who would create the world, or our marriages, or our lives anew. 
 
As we behold the wondrous cross upon which the body of mercy was hung, we are compelled to 
look, to see, to feel the reality of brokenness. 
 
We have the courage to behold. 
 
As the people of the crucified one we summon the courage to hear and taste and see that whole 
peoples are routinely nailed to the cross. 
 
People who are brown or poor or refugees or rednecks or elites or women or Muslims or 
undocumented…. 
 
We are so very quick to rush to the crowd-whipped-up-scream: 
 
“Crucify them!” 
 
Jesus said: 
 
“This is my body, broken for you.” 
 
For the world. 
 
God is on the cross.  The heart of all that is Holy calls us to look and see. 
 
The stones you have held throughout worship? They represent the gnarly places of fear and hate 
and shuttered-heartedness that lives in us each.  Here in this place we name those places of pain as 
real. 
 
In you.  In me. 
 
By bringing those stones forward while Karla plays, we are allowing ourselves to be led by God into 
newness of life. 
 
We, who know the way of lostness, are found in Christ Jesus, the broken one. 
 
Through him.  In him.  With him.  In unity with the Holy Spirit all honor and Glory is God’s. 
 
Would you give us the courage to see, to feel, to release, and to be filled with your Holy Spirit? 
 
We are so tired of crucifixion. 

 


