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Acts 2:14a, 22-32
Psalm 16
1 Peter 1:3-9
John 20:19-31

What links the texts this week? 

As we are confronted with death and grief, we are comforted in knowing that the divine has not given 
us over to death. Our Source sees to our preservation and persistence through the worst of what 
our enemies devise against us. We ground ourselves in knowing that the enemy has no authority over 
our future. Our faith is in That Which Sustains us, and we lean on Them for our salvation.

ORDER OF WORSHIP (click here for a text version of the liturgy)

Call to worship 

In the pink glow of the morning—
Reveal your love to us, oh God.

In the sun and rain of our ordinary days—
Reveal your love to us, Oh God.

In the blanket of deep blue night—
Reveal your love to us, Oh God.

When living is harsh and hard like hurricane,
When living is warm and hopeful like a spring breeze—
Reveal your love to us, oh God.

In all seasons and through all things,
Your people need Your love.

Opening Prayer

When our words and actions cause harm, may we seek repair.
When loss brims over the walls of our hearts, may we seek mourning.
When despair looms large in lives, may we seek even a sliver of hope.
When we distract ourselves from the present moment, may we begin again.
Like a springtime garden, may we begin again. 

https://docs.google.com/document/d/1BOWF_myMzBEs0I5bp1SHYfXXeNrwfXoX6Op2scyzCaM/edit?usp=sharing


Like stories of resurrection, may we begin again.
May we begin again & again. Holy Love, begin with us again.

Invitation to Offering

Poet, Mark Nepo, writes:

…we can churn at all that goes wrong
but then we must lay all distractions down,
and water every living seed.

We collect our offerings today—amidst a churning world—to water living seeds in our communities. 
Come, let us offer one another the cool water of compassion.

Prayer of Dedication

Living Christ, bless our offerings to the legacy of your radical love. You witness the stories of the 
brokenhearted. You stand up to powers of domination. You call out hypocrisy. You invite the stranger in. 
May we live your example in this world. Amen.

Benediction

Go forth empowered to begin again at any moment,
for God delights in new life,
and Love awaits to conspire with us for thriving.

SERMON PREP

Questions:

•	 When you refer to images of the Creator as a parent or birth-giver, how are these associations 
gendered if at all? How can the use of this metaphor be made more gender inclusive?

•	 How does your faith community most often speak about the cross? If there is cross imagery and 
iconography in your worship space, how is this explained so as not to glorify suffering?

•	 In what ways does your community affirm your saved-ness? What about the saved-ness of folks more 
marginalized than yourselves? How might you all promote these practices to others who can benefit 
from them?
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Application

This week’s sermon commentaries are written by Grey Oletsa (they/she).

Cosmic - As a firstborn, I always feel like my relationship with existence is especially connected to my 
relationship with my parents. And as I’ve gotten older and entered the vast world of birth work, this notion 
continues to be affirmed in the relationships I see with all kinds of parents. I Peter 1:3 introduces us to God as 
Father and then queers the Father’s role to accommodate the birth She has given to us.

Relationship with the Divine has been difficult for me since I was a child. This wasn’t because I was 
uncomfortable with it, but mostly because I constantly conflated and compared God’s role in my life with my 
own relationship with my human father. Many people talk about how an emotionally absent father or being 
raised by a single mother has shaped the way they interact with the idea of God the “Father”. And while my own 
father wasn’t perfect, he was the kind of man who would read my brother and me bedtime stories, treat us to 
ice cream on hot Sunday afternoons after church, and show us his adoration without shame.

Once I moved from childhood into adolescence though, our relationship shifted. I didn’t know how or why at 
the time, but between the borderline rebellious individuation that happens when you’re a teenager and outdated 
understandings of whether your daughter’s first period makes her a woman, I felt a distance grow between us. 
And I felt a distance grow between God and I also. Suddenly, God the “Father” became very real and very critical 
of me and my existence. An abundance of rigid rules and a heaviness of suspicion now colored our relationship. 
I was a teen, hot-blooded and sin-loving, or so God- I mean, Dad thought. And so I grew up, rebelling against 
them both and choosing to find Someone whose omniscience saw the best in me too.

As a doula who spends way too much time on Tiktok, I began to discover this idea that babies see their birthing 
parents as intrinsic with their existence. In oversimplified terms, a baby sees their birthing parent as an extension 
of themselves. Beyond the awe that filled me at the idea of being so connected to someone else and how this 
is a part of every single person’s existence, I didn’t think much of this beyond my work. But as I began to sit 
with the past versions of myself and open up to my own love without judgment this Lent, I was impacted with a 
revelation that brought me to tears.

God births us into living hope and, through the patriarchal messaging of the Gospel as it is often delivered to us, 
we forget that this is the context of our birth. We may reach out into relationship with God the “Father”, to try 
and win His affection, to try and capture His grace. We strive to be His sons. Yet we forget that the context of 
our birth is a Love that is so nourishing and deep that Scripture calls this inheritance imperishable, uncorrupted, 
and unfading. We are in relationship with God, but we are also sustained within God.

The part of this revelation that brought me to tears was the realization that, as a human being, I constantly feel 
like I have to reach out to God, as “He” stands fixed and eternally away from me. Who can go into Heaven to 
talk to Him for me, a queer young Black woman from Africa? In the same way talking to my father as a teen 
always felt like an admission of guilt, being criminalized whether what I wanted was good or bad, talking to God 
in prayer, through Scripture or anything else, felt like I was condemned and held as a distance from the start.
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Now I know that I am always in the context of God’s love. I relate to God from within God, like a baby who 
cannot separate itself from the warmth and care of its parent. In the same way parents rejoice over every 
little cooing and stretch of their bundle of joy, God eagerly welcomes my expression, cradling me within 
Their loving womb. When I am reaching out, I am always already met with an acceptance too big for my 
heart to comprehend without tears of joy.

Structural - Embracing our context within God and Her love is an experience of inner peace. It’s like 
coming back home and realizing how cherished you are in that space - and if God is that Space, how 
infinite that cherishment must be. It is when we begin to engage with this physical world that the struggle 
to remain rooted in faith begins. This struggle, needless, unnecessary, fueled only by people’s rebellion to 
the idea that God really does love us all - in our Blackness and indigenous identities, in our queerness, 
especially in our Trans-ness, in our womanhood and in every state that transcends whiteness, patriarchy, and 
heteronormativity to name a few.

In this, you rejoice, though now for a little while you may have to suffer various trials, so that the genuineness of your 
faith, more precious than gold which though perishable is tested by fire, may redound to praise and glory and honor 
at the revelation of Jesus Christ.

When we look at our physical reality, it is full of trials. What else can we call living in a world where the rich 
use their money to oppress others? How else can we define the state of living in a world where rampant 
abuse is covered up by people who claim to serve God? What else can we name the carceral systems that 
function both in our nations and within our societal structures? We are surrounded in every way, and it is 
unjust. This is the reality of the world. This is suffering and these are trials.

Yet our joy is found within the context of the new birth which we have received from God within the 
revelation of Jesus Christ. Many Christians see the Cross as a revelation of the power of God, but I believe 
the Cross is a symbol of the ways this world unfairly pushes us to suffer for the genuineness of our faith. In 
past years, the mainstream evangelical church has defined this suffering as choosing to oppress people who 
hold different worldviews from “orthodox church teachings.” And we have all suffered for this definition. 
Rather than finding relief in knowing Jesus, we were oppressed by every new thing we’d learn. Where the 
comfort of a mother hen should have been felt within our hearts, Jesus stood as a judge within our minds, 
finding us guilty at every turn in the same way colonial structures did. Constantly, we would wound our 
spirits and our bodies, and even the spirits and the bodies of others, trying to be holy and trying to set 
ourselves apart when we already are holy and set apart simply because of our context within the love of 
God.

The Cross is a wonderful and resonant symbol when we see that our suffering is not what brings us into the 
love of God. The Cross is the truth of our experience; it is where we feel forsaken and it is where we stand 
unshaken in our convictions of Love and suffer for these convictions. The Cross is the understanding that we 
have been hated and tagged heretics for believing in our liberation and the God of our liberation. The Cross 
is the lineage of our people experiencing violence from the state because they fought for our freedoms. The 
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Cross is the suffering of the women who speak out against abusers within the Church. This is the power of the 
Cross.

But once we grasp our context, this allows us to encounter the suffering of this world with our eyes fixed on 
the revelation of the risen Christ, who is an embodied expression of the power of God. Christ’s resurrection 
was never meant to inspire genocide or a ministry of homogenization; it was meant to be a catalyst toward a 
ministry of reconciliation within the love of God. And this is how our faith can be strengthened: we have tasted 
the sweetness of the love of God.

And it is for this love that we will stand up for our liberation and the liberation of the oppressed. We stand 
firm within this love because we know that the revelation of Christ will affirm itself to us, not only in the reality 
of life after death, but also in the beauty of freedom here within our lifetimes.

Interpersonal - Without having seen him you love him; though you do not now see him you believe in him and 
rejoice with unutterable and exalted joy. As the outcome of your faith, you obtain the salvation of your souls.

Salvation is here. Salvation is now. Once we understand our context within the love of God, and acknowledge 
the suffering we will experience within the structures that stand against this love, we begin to experience 
salvation. When we rejoice, we can rejoice by understanding that every lie this world’s structures have told 
us about ourselves is null. Our joy is drawn from the reality that this world and all its trials cannot displace us 
from our belonging within God and within our community with one another, no matter how much they try.

One of my favorite poets is Lucille Clifton. I am enthralled by the way she draws me and other readers into 
relating with her through her poetry. “won’t you celebrate with me” is one of such poem. Here, she describes 
what it’s taken for her to stand fast in love for herself in a world so set against her, as “nonwhite and woman” 
as she is. Both in the verses above and in the line where she lets us know she “had no model,” I find such great 
kinship. I’ve never met Lucille Clifton and I’ve never seen Jesus, yet I love them both. And they strengthen my 
ability to stand within God’s love for myself and for others.

As a child, I thought salvation was something I would only experience after death. It was a prize for people who 
had crossed the finish line successfully. And as a six-year-old, I’d only just started running the race. It makes 
sense then, that as a teen, it would bring tears to my eyes to read 1 John 3:2 and imagine what it would be 
like to see God and be like Them. This experience felt like it was completely beyond me. But now I know, the 
outcome of my faith is something I get to live in every day. It is a blessing I get to share with the people around 
me.

In “won’t you celebrate with me,” Lucille Clifton talks about her one hand holding her other hand. I see this as 
an image of the kind of self-love we embrace when we finally understand our new birth in God. Before I knew I 
was already loved and accepted and set apart, the only way I could see myself, even in relationship with myself, 
was as an unworthy being. If my heart was deceitful above all things, as the Bible says, how could I trust my one 
hand to hold my other hand and guide me into fully embracing who I am? Even the best version of myself was a 
salvation I was still longing for; the version of me who I could love was beyond me still.

© 2022 enfleshed 
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After this, Lucille says, “come celebrate with me that every day something has tried to kill me 
and has failed.” I didn’t understand this line until I pondered the scripture above and noticed that 
the salvation experience isn’t described as one that happens in the future, but a process that is 
continually experienced. Noticing the failure of the things that try to kill me every day inspires 
me to extend my salvation, this awareness of Love and the faith it takes to constantly stand 
firm within it, to others. This is so that my hand isn’t only holding my other hand, but extending 
beyond myself to affirm the belovedness and the “saved-ness” of other oppressed folk like 
me.

Words for inspiration: 
Listen or read the lyrics to Lullaby by Alina Enigbaryan

Keep your finger on the pulse of the world

Black Iraqis have been invisible for a long time. Their vibrant culture and struggle must be recognized.

Lead keeps poisoning children. It doesn’t have to.

Prisons Are Where America Buries Its Problems. Solitary Confinement Is Where Prisons Bury Theirs.

Creating Freedom Libraries for Virginia prisoners

Report: Student Parents Need Better Access to Child Care

[enfleshed doesn’t necessarily affirm the opinion of each article but they are offered as thought 
partners]

 

Commentaries Author 

When Grey Oletsa isn’t neck deep in birth-work, they bring stories 
to life through writing, music, film, fiber, and a sense of humor that 
functions against all odds. They adore alternative music, good food you 
have to dig into with your fingers, and learning weird new things from 
Tumblr sh*tposts. Besides people-watching and participating in the 
simulation, the Nairobi-based poet creates community through art.

For people who want to connect, my email (jonoletsa@gmail.com) or IG 
(@gracia.oletsa) works just fine. And for people who want to support 
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https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=NaPhx6oGKjE
https://www.musixmatch.com/lyrics/Alina-Engibaryan/Lullaby
https://www.atlanticcouncil.org/blogs/menasource/black-iraqis-have-been-invisible-for-a-long-time-their-vibrant-culture-and-struggle-must-be-recognized/
https://publicintegrity.org/environment/ghosts-of-polluters-past/lead-poisoning-children-toxic-soil/
https://solitarywatch.org/2023/03/31/the-word-prisons-are-where-america-buries-its-problems-solitary-confinement-is-where-prisons-bury-theirs/
https://www.wvtf.org/news/2023-03-29/creating-freedom-libraries-for-virginia-prisoners
https://publicnewsservice.org/2023-04-03/education/report-student-parents-need-better-access-to-child-care/a83745-1
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my work, they can subscribe to my newsletter here, or directly via my Paypal (gronathana@gmail.com)

Liturgy Author 
 

Rev. Molly Bolton (she/they) is a spiritual director, hospital chaplain, and 
poet who lives in the Blue Ridge Mountains of North Carolina with her 
partner and a tuxedo cat. She engages poetry as a tool for liberative 
spiritual care in clinical, ecclesiastical, and community settings. Molly 
holds a Master of Divinity from Wake Forest School of Divinity and a 
Diploma in the Art of Spiritual Direction from San Francisco Theological 
Seminary. She was trained as a chaplain at Cleveland Clinic and is 
ordained in the United Church of Christ.
Hikes with stream crossings, feminist romance novels, and porch-sits with 
beloveds are a few of their favorite things. Find them at revmollybolton.
com and on insta @mjbolton.

Editor 
 
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 materi-
als 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 attri-
bution. No further permissions are needed to livestream worship using these resources. 

Email info@enfleshed.com with any further questions.


