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Jeremiah 23:1-6
Luke 1:68-79
Jeremiah 23:1-6
Psalm 46
Colossians 1:11-20
Luke 23:33-43

What links the texts this week? 

The prophets are those called to remind us that we must live in at least two realms at once. The 
prophetic is a place of endings and apocalypses. The prophetic is a space of destruction and decom-
position as much as it is one of germination and renewal. We are not to be seduced by the illusion 
of stability that has imperiled us. By the words of the prophet, we recall that our exile is yet another 
weakened link to the chains that have us bound to a dystopian reality. This does not make our exile 
worthwhile, but it can offer us hope in the midst of a sea of violence.
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ORDER OF WORSHIP (click here for a text version of the liturgy)
Call to worship 

Living Christ, save us from harm!
Protect us in all the ways we need protection! 
Rage with us over the ways we should have been protected and weren’t!

We long to live in the kin-dom of care—
where power does not flow from the top down,
but breathes through and among us;
where the wells of consent are deep
and the soil is rich with mutuality.

In Your Kin-dom, those who stoke the fires of domination shall not have the last word
and the cool rain of tenderness shall water our parched landscapes.

God is mighty in Their gentleness. 
Let us praise Them today.

Opening Prayer

Expansive Compassion, undo any hierarchies that we have woven into our hearts and minds. Widen the 

https://docs.google.com/document/d/1BOWF_myMzBEs0I5bp1SHYfXXeNrwfXoX6Op2scyzCaM/edit?usp=sharing
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realm of what we imagine—no stairsteps up to the sky, no first and second place podiums. No thinking 
our worth depends on “if only I achieve this… if only I improve that…”. Holy Spirit, you take the 
measuring stick from our hands and whisper to us that belonging is our birthright. Thanks be to God. 
Amen.

Invitation to Offering

“We must not portray you in king’s robes, you drifting mist that brought forth the morning,” writes 
Austrian poet, Rainer Maria Rilke. Today as we gather our offerings, we do so not without dictating what’s 
best for other beings, but entrusting mutuality to move resources to where they might support thriving.

Prayer of Dedication

Sacred Love, we do not praise titles nor positions of power. We praise those who, like our example, Jesus, 
teach us about the art of presence—the toddler, the contemplative, the pet, the person nearing death. In 
the Kin-dom of God, the table is set for all. The meal is family-style—all of us giving and receiving, eating 
and feeding each other. Bless our offerings to this purpose. Amen.

Benediction

May the gates of domination unlatch into fields liberation 
that we may all step into the fresh air of salvation.
For our efforts to co-created the Kin-dom of heaven on Earth
are blessed by the Living Christ
and breathed upon by the Mystery of the Holy Spirit.
Go with God who goes with us.

SERMON PREP

Questions:

•	 Does your tradition treat the prophets as independent people apart from Christian messianic 
expectations? Who is holding your spiritual community accountable to eliminate supersessionism in 
your scriptural interpretation?

•	 Does your faith community consider itself “progressive”? Has your community interrogated its 
adoption of this label? In whose legacies does progressivism follow? How can you guide your spiritual 
community away from assumptions that they are qualified to arbitrate “progress”?

•	 How do you and your community determine who is designated as an “offender” and what constitutes 
an “offense”? What is your process for ensuring that offenders are not exiled but held in community 
(even if that support pod must be limited to protect other members)? How do you differentiate 
between frustration and harm?
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Application

This week’s sermon commentaries are written by Lenny Duncan (they/them).

Cosmic - What does it mean to be in the evening of the Time After Pentecost. What does it mean to be a 
witness when the call is to watch the rays of the burnt orange sunshine of this last summer pierce this liturgical 
season and perhaps the end of the concepts of human liberty and dignity as we know it. Who are we people of 
God, as we once again enter the dark, sacred night of Advent? 

Remnants of the terrified and scattered flocks gather under the prophets’ call, a call out to the nations. 

As we gather the ragged remnants who have given, loved, struggled, and continued on the more narrow path 
that is church in these times, are we going to deny our own terror in these days? 

These are the texts and the days that all point to the end of nations. 

What does it mean to craft music, sights, smells and if absolutely needed, bells that speak to the holy meal 
needed for the people who will enter your sanctuary terrified by this November, only to be plunged into the 
Obscure Night. 

From the “Rosicrucian Glossary” it is described as “just before one attains a quickening of the inner 
consciousness, a real psychic unfoldment, there is a period of great darkness for the soul.”

It further goes on to explain, or claim this is a principle of the Essenes to varying degrees of success to my ears. 
But a useful term. 

The most haunting phrase in this definition is: “During this period the individual is stripped of all vanities, self 
assurance, and pride in whatever achievements or talents they may have.”

The Obscure Night is what we are facing as the church. By the church I mean communities that birth, walk 
alongside, care for or are preparing to begin the work of abolitionists.  

The impossible job of trying to drag as much of the Kin-dom of God behind them and into this world as they 
possibly can. 

By the Church I mean weary mutual aid workers, organizers, and frontline freedom fighters and their 
communities and loved ones. 

The church. Love. Community. And possibly these United States of America. 
None of these requires Christianity. Or Jesus. Is that the big question? 
Does this text require Jesus for you to believe in it?



© 2022 enfleshed © 2022 enfleshed 

November 20,  2022

 Is this just another text you gleefully believe somewhere in your supersessioninst heart somehow is some 
root of Jesse? Some branch that crowns the Christ you worship through a bloodline, nepotism, and what? 

That makes the prophets’ words more able to be lifted out of time like a burgled piece of wisdom ripped 
from the symphony of the Hebrew people’s culture? 

That’s how you plan to answer Christo-fascism this week? 

Did Jesus wear the raiment, crown, and then willfully or recklessly mount the throne of the murdered God, 
or is that who he always was? Does it even matter? 
The Empire has rendered the name Jesus Christ terrifying to people across this already dead republic. How 
do we recover Jesus from that? Are we even supposed to?

All terrifying questions to ask oneself as we enter this Obscure Night and look towards the oncoming storm 
that is this Advent Season. 

Structural - This is the late-added, or perhaps more accurately, separate material added to the Jeremiah 
text in the section of prophecies, oracles, poems or whatever you are calling them these days. We find these 
in Jeremiah 1-20 traditionally with these added, as separate work, but interweaved and eventually as part of 
Septuagint and other texts.  Why do I think it is important to point out this text may not be what you think 
it is?

Well first of all, Jeremiah is from the northern Kingdom. He is a small village prophet who now has the ears 
of the nation, and in most of that time, he talks about the fall of the house of David, the temple, the ways, 
means, practices of worship there, and he questions the very presence of God there because of the house of 
David’s actions. You see, the northern Kingdoms receive their entire tradition of what is and what is not the 
way of this God from Levite and Benjaminite peoples, teachers, and elders. You may remember them as the 
priest who supported the wrong line of succession, and Solomon banished their patriarch. 

I think the worst thing we can do to the Prophets is paint them in the color of our own “holy”, rather than 
riotous and righteous. What I mean by painting them in the color of our own “holy” is our often well-
meaning but typically progressive versions of purity. By progressive I mean western enlightenment’s idea that 
society has a teleological, or eschatological goal point, and all this is some road to utopia. 

It is the idea that we know in any way what’s best for anyone else. It is the colonizers dream in reverse: 
suddenly the Prophets sees things exactly as we do, and that is dangerous ground. They are complicated like 
us. They fall short like us. They did really shitty things like us. That is what progressivism is. It is the kinder, 
gentler and postmodern language of the colonial project. 

The fact that most readers thought I meant by progressive the current usage as a small political voice in this 
country is half the problem. 
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This was a complicated figure with a historical and generational struggle against the state. Complete with land, 
reparations, and large-scale power redistribution demands. 

As a Black queer person, this doesn’t dreaden Jeremiah to me. It resurrects the prophet appearing at the edge 
of a storm that will sweep away all they know. 

I would also suggest there is a reason the white mind rejects notions of problematizing its own justice work, 
and in part, it is our refusal to take the prophets as real people. Perhaps. 

By this, I mean that power is just right there for us to seize and let loose in the world, and the prophet 
Jeremiah is a haunting reminder of every time we refused to use it. He preached to bands of people seeking 
exile in nations they once fled, was held captive by the same oppressors he had foretold on the house of David, 
and suffered every sorrow the people did. 

That’s because true prophets know they are under the very judgements they pronounce. 

This is the context of the prophet Jeremiah, or the pulpit in which the prophet emerges and preaches of the 
long story of salvation that has plucked them, the peoples of this strange and wondrous God, from wanderers, 
then slavery, and a second brush with Empire. Oneness, imperialism, and all the demands that is Babylon. A 
notion, and a nation, or the notion of a nation, that can reach well beyond its borders. Rarely achieved heights 
of “statehood and civilization.” 

Whether it is the Egypt Jeremiah’s ancestors escaped from, or the Davidian line in the Southern Kingdoms and 
its excesses, or the incoming storm they face in the Babylonian exile; Whether death by exile, or watching your 
home itself die, this is the old enemy of God returned with two terrible choices. 

The prophet preaches death to kings by kings. Death by the sword, for those who have had occasion and 
power raise one up. “May thrones fall on the mighty heads” is a hard sermon when the prophet knows who 
will really suffer. 

The people.

It is empire, oppression, the destruction of nations which are also the death of entire epistemologies, 
ontologies, and people groups themselves.  This is the structure, power, framing, and bed this particular text 
lies in. Any further proof you need this isn’t some messianic text? 

Ask your local Rabbi:  is a Jewish line traced from the mother? Or the father? 

Sure does diminish the power of a lot of advent hymns.

© 2022 enfleshed 
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Interpersonal - I don’t know if you have listened to the new Tank and Banga’s album The Red Balloon 
Album. 

The skits have a good lark with some of my favorite musicians and New Orleans connected folks, but it’s 
the first song “Mr. Blue Bell” I must commend to you dear ones. What do we do at the end of empires? We 
dance. 

If you need a good laugh, a get-up-off-your-ass song in this bleak fall, this is the one. The chorus line is what 
kills me. At one point it just goes “and your phone is a gateway to hell” over and over followed after the next 
8 bars “and desensitized is the new way” and man, do I feel that in my exiled bones. 

I am an exile. It’s strange I have had exiles of one or another, but this last one has been one hell of a ride. 

My phone was the gateway to hell. For two years, since my divorce has been final, I have felt what it means 
to be exiled. 

At the time, I understand it: socially exiling an already cocky thinker coming out of 2020 who had been 
marching with and offering care to community defense teams, left their job, their partner, and then started 
sharing in real time their trauma is basically standard operating procedure in faith spaces and a lot of 
movement spaces. 

Purity culture demands it. The most amazing thing to me is how many of us come to mainline configurations 
of the church to escape purity culture only to find the same traps with a more gilded cage. 

But I believe in the movement, my friends, my ex-partner. They will eventually see I mean no harm, right? 

Exile it is. What am I to do in response? Post receipts?  
Be the AMAB who rails on a femme who claims that I have abandoned her? I quietly informed my bishop, 
tossed it into the basket of good reasons to take a leave from my then ministry position, and moved on. 

But: my phone is a gateway to hell. My first colleague who sent name screenshots of things being said about 
me publicly. Well, I expected the messenger and the poster. 
It was the next several dozen, then all the friends who just stopped answering my calls that really pulled the 
rug out from under me. I left this relationship that was no longer life-giving for either of us, hampered our 
growth, and had us both seeking redemption to a story from over 20 years ago. 

Then I just saw a whole ass thread about it on Facebook. My divorce. With friends I still feel visceral love for 
accusing me of some of the worst things a partner can be. 

I like to let whiteness’s online perception of me protect me at times like a cloak. Most folks know I’m 
passionate, which can be perceived as very angry. I have been to prison, lived on the streets, and walked away. 
I am very direct and don’t care for the social conventions or hierarchies. They appear as alien constructs 
to me as someone who walked so long outside the system living an anti-capitalist lifestyle since 1994. Now 
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hopefully someday worthy of the moniker “abolitionist.”

So It was easy to pretend online I was angry. Or outraged.

But I have never been more heartbroken than those first few months. 

If you never hung out with me, in person, in my energy, in my space, in my home full of altars, I want you to 
know I’m more likely to just suddenly start crying out of joy or sorrow than act tough since May of 2020. 
Since way before that. I am not my words, because they aren’t my words. 

On All Saints Day of 2022 I went to the Multnomah County courthouse. Not the exact same one, now a 
block away and a scene of resistance, but the same system, officers, and judges that kept me from accessing 
healthcare, student aid, or any of the other rights of a citizen for a half a joint in 1998. The same one that 
kept an active warrant for my arrest until 2020 when I had to hire a lawyer to prove as a called and ordained 
minister of the church of Jesus Christ that I have rehabilitated myself since that 3rd of a joint of marijuana that 
in 1998 maybe tested out to 13%. 

On All Saints Day of 2022 I brought in all the sad paperwork and proof that I was, in fact, not lying. That I was 
a good “man.” A good they/them fatale to be exact, that not only hadn’t received royalties since an organized 
book ban in Christian book stores in the PNW, which resulted in thousands of returned books. I had in fact 
been in two years of treatment for neurodiversity, and was in school for a PhD. 

That I hadn’t been my best self. That I had, after two years of being shot at, tear-gassed, and left to repair the 
community damage the state had done, including for several months being part of whisper network to get 
around 9-11 calls, moving peoples from dangerous living situations, supporting kitchens run out of garages 
and parks that fed thousands of houseless, finding stolen cars, return the owners to their property, then 
trying to help the people who were put in that position to either get to treatment or enough cash to get the 
next one. People over property. Wildfire response, and grief circles for mass shootings perpetrators by white 
supremacist. 

All at a time when even my best friends wouldn’t believe me because I broke the rules of the story that I told 
in the first place about my marriage, my life, and my trajectory of grace. 

All there, on public record. The sad or triumphant ending of one of the many 2020 exiles who will be 
returning to our faith communities, our lives, our friendship circles and our family gatherings. 

No one will ever see it. There is no sizzle to the boring truth of a broke activist and an ex making a lot of 
decisions out of fear. 

Unless I talk about it after this which, frankly, I won’t. I have no judgments or power analysis of my former 
partner, their positionality in this, which is shaky at best to share. That isn’t what I want to share with you. 
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On All Saints Day of 2022, as I got up from the witness stand as a “winner.”
I am unsure if this feeling is better than how lost I have felt for the last almost 2 years. 

I felt nothing but the deep sorrow for the exile heteronormativity demands of us when we end 
partnerships. This perverse urge to tear down years or decades of love, grace, power, triumph, loss, grief, 
and the journey in between that partners and polycules can take together. To desire to make it all false, 
broken, and nothing but ashes on our tongues. 

The truth is, this is a person I loved very much, and I sought a hundred different endings for our story 
together before this one. If you have been your best self these last few years, which I have not, hats off to 
you. 

For the rest of us exiles, we are coming “home” to faith communities and spaces that are no longer what 
we left, are unsure they want us there, and wouldn’t believe us if it was all public record. 

I chose, in light of May 2020, to go put my body on the line, and I didn’t stop until September 2022 
officially. I acted like a person who was at war. 

I made mistakes, I lost a lot, and was exiled for my transgressions. My transgressions are different from my 
mistakes. I’m a loud-mouth Black-bodied newly-out they/them fatale who went up against white supremacy. 
That’s my transgression. 

My mistakes are just what people like to hit me with. I regret those more than they do. Welcome the 
exiles home and hope a prophet is among them. I am just one of the walking wounded. 

As we do this work, and people in the weeks and months come back to our communities from one exile 
or another, can we be the ones to drop the anger and say welcome home? 

Words for inspiration: 

Listen or read the lyrics to Mr. Bluebell by Tank and the Bangas

https://youtu.be/6ui1GQBAnOo
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Keep your finger on the pulse of the world

Israel: Ben-Gvir ‘to demand harsh conditions for jailed Palestinians’ in coalition talks

NYC’s Metro Police Surge Fails to Dent Transit Crime

Colorado River conditions are worsening quicker than expected. Feds prepare to step in

The movement to end police violence has a rich visual history. 

How Saidiya Hartman Changed the Study of Black Life

[enfleshed doesn’t necessarily affirm the opinion of each article but they are offered as thought 
partners]
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https://www.middleeasteye.net/news/israel-ben-gvir-coalition-talks-demand-palestinians-jailed-harsher-conditions?utm_source=Twitter&utm_medium=Social&utm_campaign=Social_Traffic&utm_content=ap_qh87gmy6k9
https://www.bloomberg.com/news/articles/2022-11-04/is-it-safe-to-ride-the-new-york-city-subway-after-a-surge-of-more-police
https://www.denverpost.com/2022/11/02/colorado-river-drought-powell-california-arizona/
https://inquest.org/archives-of-resistance/
https://www.thenation.com/article/society/saidiya-hartman-interview/
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Casey Overton (she/they) is the editor of “Liturgy that Matters”. 

Copyright 
 
A subscription to Liturgy that Matters grants permission for one person or one faith community to use these materials 
for worship and preparation. Sharing enfleshed materials further violates the term of the subscription and hinders the 
well-being of enfleshed and its potential to serve the church in growing capacities.  
Please ensure attribution to “enfleshed” is included somewhere on your worship materials, screen, or verbally when 
enfleshed liturgies are used. If any changes are made to the liturgy, [adapted by ____] should be included in the attribu-
tion. No further permissions are needed to livestream worship using these resources. 

Email info@enfleshed.com with any further questions.


