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Ordinary Worship Elements

In Memory of a Life
Compassionate One,
a humble gratitude accompanies us in our grief.
We cherish the opportunity to love and be loved.
To be changed by your Divine Presence enfleshed in the world.
To encounter life’s most precious gifts in the lives around us.
Be gentle with our pain and patient with all that remains unresolved in our hearts.
Our sadness is an offering of praise.
An act of thanks for a particular presence we will miss.
An honest witness to the fleeting miracles of life.
For your abiding love,
the kind company of friends and neighbors,
and the lingering presence of all who go before us,
we are grateful.

[with invitation into collective sharing of disciple’s prayer:

“And in this spirit, we join with all the saints, who through struggle and celebration prayed this prayer across the centuries:” ]



calls to worship

How precious, how fragile, how short is life!
Our lives are but a breath.
The Divine brings us into being,
weaves our lives together,
and ushers us into eternal rest.
Blessed are the Sacred rhythms of life
and holy are these tasks:
to be alive,
to pay attention,
to honor the fleeting with awe and care.


When the way is difficult and dangerous,
let us still choose what is good and just.
When evil comes to break us down and break us apart,
let us still choose to carry on with each other.
When power from on high strikes fear in our hearts,
let us still choose the courage to persist.
For we know that the love and power of God, which abides in us, will 
not be overcome.



One: Long ago in Galilee, there were many who were sick and suffering, isolated and oppressed. Wherever there was pain – you were there in solidarity and empowering liberation. We see and experience the same realities today. In the margins, in the hard, in the alone – you are there too. Confident of your commitment to wholeness and healing, we lift before you the wounds inflicted on your beloved queer and trans children. We name the rejection we have felt- from our churches, from our families and friends. We name that many of us wondered if you too had rejected us.
Jesus Christ, lover of all,

People: bring healing, bring peace.

One: We grieve the reality of a broken church that has been used as a place of harm rather than a safe harbor. So much pain has been inflicted. So many lies have been spread about God. In a church whose purpose is grounded in embrace, liberation, resistance, and community, instead it has enacted spiritual violence on children and adults alike.

Jesus Christ, lover of all,

People: bring healing, bring peace.

One: We hold in this space, those who have endured the worst of what the world has to offer. Those of every generation who have faced violence, the breaking of relationships, the fading of hope when basic needs go unmet.

Jesus Christ, lover of all,

People: bring healing, bring peace.

One: In silence, we name within ourselves, the things we cannot bear to speak.

(silence)

Jesus Christ, lover of all,

People: bring healing, bring peace.


Since the beginning, God has been relentlessly pursuing us in love.
Though our faithfulness ebbs and flows, God’s love endures forever.
Taking on flesh like ours, God became one with humanity in the person of Jesus Christ.
God lived and moved and ministered in the margins of power.
God incarnate was not what we expected. We did not recognize God in Jesus. Still, we struggle to recognize God with us.
And yet, God continues to dwell in our midst. Thanks be to God.



From the dust of the earth, the Holy One breathed us into life.
Through the breath of God we are all connected.
Shaped in her image, God formed us with a purpose:
To create
To serve
To tend
To protect
To love
That life may flourish in all its forms,
May the Spirit of the Living God be manifest in us!



We gather in the presence of God to encounter Love that sets free.
We do not come seeking crumbs of justice but a way of life that liberates.

Together, we practice courage in resisting evil and rejecting the temptations of complicity and complacency.
The Spirit leads us in power and truth.

Our faith is placed in Love Eternal that lifts broken spirits and brings new life from places of ruin.
With hope that is neither narrow nor fragile, we come to follow Christ.


remembrances of baptism

In a time where there is too much water and not enough water.
Tears sting our eyes and our cheeks flare hot with grief
when we witness how greed sets the ocean aflame.
Billows of smoke are our anger.
Crops toasting dry, our heartbreak.
Rush of rising water wiping away homes, our weeping.

In our grief, here we are:
Blood in our veins, riverbeds of our bodies.
Air in our lungs, trees inhaling.
We tip cups of tea to our lips.

We hear the sound of rain and can finally fall asleep.
Some lucky days we might float in water with our faces to the sky,
or take a hot shower smelling of soap.

Can you see our sibling, the Earth-being, Jesus,
waist-deep in the river saying, yes John, yes. This is why I came:
to be immersed in what I am already made of —
grief, anger, heartbreakingly beautiful joy.

The gift is being blessed by another with what’s on hand.
The gift is the sheer ability to receive the blessing in the first place.

So today, at the water’s edge,
today with cupped hands,
today with a light touch to your forehead,
dipping your fingers into a bowl,
watching the ripples spread out: remember.

Remember that the water brimming your cells to life
is the same water that has been on this planet since conception.
Cycling into ancient newness: tomato on a vine,
body of a beetle, lapping of a lake, life pulsing in our hearts.

Beloved Interdependence.
Remember your baptism.
You are being made new over and over again.

Remember, even in your grief, you are held
in the Still Living Waters of Creation,
determined, with hearts on fire, to bless Them back.

– Rev. Molly Bolton
 



a queering of family
a renouncing of loyalties to the state
an unshakable divine embrace
an abolitionist proclamation
that rejects punitive logics
and dreams of collective care
an acknowledgement of the ways we fail each other
and are failed
a choosing to believe in transformation anyway
a sharing of resources and righting of wrongs
a invitation to deep and lasting solidarity
a reminder of our entanglement with every living thing
a calling toward a different kind of power
there is water everywhere.
it will outlast every institution.
go ahead: wade. soak. wash. splash.
let nothing keep you from this kind of kinship,
this kind of sacrament.
a baptism for all of us.


Beloveds in Christ,
Through the waters of baptism,
We are brought into the family of God.

In this family,
some are queer and some are straight,
some are trans and some are cisgender.

The body of Christ is rich in Divine creativity,
a community of people of many genders, races, body types and sizes, abilities and hungers,
each a glimpse of God from a different angle.
God claims us with delight.
We claim one another as companions.

In our baptismal vows, we promise to love and support each other, working together to resist evil, injustice, and oppression in all its forms – within us and around us.
We need each other.

Today, we remember that the love we encounter through these waters cannot be undermined by bigotry or hate,
by exclusion or injustice.
We are children of the Holy One,
Siblings in the life of God.
These family ties cannot be broken.
No one and nothing has the power to turn us away from our Creator.
We cannot be kicked out, or accepted only in part.
The full embrace of God always extends to us.

And so today, as we remember our baptism,
we also remember that through this new life in Christ we are set free:

To love wildly.
To live with Pride in who we are and what God has seen us through.
And to claim the power God has given us
To turn from everything that destroys.
Through God’s grace,

We leave shame behind
And rejoice in the Good News
That sets the captives free.

Let us pray together.

[leader: God of Life and God of Love, through this gift of water, you do miraculous things. The dust of past shame and guilt are washed away. The bonds of love are restored. The possibilities of new life emerge. May it be so for us today as we remember our baptisms. 
May your Spirit be upon this water and all who gather, as we celebrate this Sacred family to which you have called us. Strengthen us in love for one another as we renew our commitment to the pursuit of the Kindom of God, where all your creatures and creations are beloved and free. Amen.

[Invitation to the font]

Pastor to each individual during remembrance: Remember you are free to love and be loved.




Baptized into the dreams of God, we wade into the Sacred waters and make our alliances public. Togetherness. Love. Mess and complexity. Sharing at Table. Pursuing justice. Resisting forces of evil – within and around. Practicing moral imagination. Struggle. The waters are all-consuming, no part of our lives goes untouched. In all things, they remind us our lives are bound together by the One who claims us each as beloved.


Prayers of confession

God of Justice,
God of Compassion,
God of Sacred and Scandalous ways,
We have so much still to learn.

By your grace, we have come to know love more deeply –
its mess, its complexity, its stubborn and tender truths transform us more each day.

Through fires that refine and valleys of death, you have guided us.
You draw us into the heart of Wisdom,
Saving us from the lies of destruction.
Turning us towards hope that liberates.

But still, O God, we struggle to trust in you..
And so, when we are afraid. Or hurt. Or weary…

We betray the very One who brought us thus far.
We confess, we still shame Jesus, when he turns over tables.
We confess, we still condemn Jesus, when he breaks the rules to which we are loyal.
We confess, while Jesus is torn from the arms of his mother by ICE,
killed by his own lovers – so afraid of desiring trans women,
and sitting lonely on the street with no family to welcome them home,
our loyalties are often elsewhere.
Our priorities are not your own.

Search our hearts, O God, and see if there is any fear within us.
Meet us there with your good news that sets the captives free.

Forgive us from the harm we have done as we seek to harm no more.

(pause in silent prayer)

Beloveds, God does not abandon us to the systems that destroy.
God does not bind us to our regrets.
Or forever hold us to what we once believed.
God says, come and follow!
Know forgiveness and sin no more.
Love abounds. And Justice shall be manifest!

Wherever new life is desired,
may the peace of Christ be welcomed among us.
Thanks be to God who leads us on paths of resurrection.



Affirmations of faith

We believe that our spiritual invitation is to follow the example of Jewish teacher, Palestinian refugee, and poor person, Jesus: to live in community; to share our resources; to centralize the stories of poor people, children, and people of marginalized genders; to turn power structures on their heads. We honor all teachers who show us how to defy abusive structures and how to co-create expansive ways of living.

We believe in rooting out the holds that the systemic sins of white supremacy, cisheterosexism, misogyny, ableism, fatphobia, and Christian supremacy have on our hearts, our behaviors, and our patterns of thinking.

We believe that liberation is experienced through our bodies and that our liberation is bound up with one another’s. We believe in access to healthcare, to free-time, to safety, to a home, to nourishing food, and to clean water for all people and creatures. We believe in joy, play, rest, dance, pleasure, creativity, tenderness, and shared abundance.

We believe that God — Faithful Advocate, Lure Towards Compassion, Blessed Interdependence, Great Mystery, Holy Becoming, Sacred Undoing — is with us, is in us, and moves between us. We believe that resurrection is both a gritty spiritual practice and happens without our effort, as a gift, as the seasons change. We believe that all beings are worthy of flourishing.

- Rev. Molly Bolton



As a gathered community of disciples,
created by the hands of the Holy,
born with Divine purpose,
and bound together by the Spirit
that breaths life into all things,
we affirm our commitment to the way of Jesus Christ,
who is The Liberator of the Oppressed,
The Bread of Heaven,
God enfleshed.

With faith, we aim to live as Christ taught us,
laboring towards liberation,
and seeking a world free of domination and control.

We believe in God’s promise to uplift the lowly
and bring the powerful down from their thrones.

We believe the resurrecting power of Christ
cannot be overcome by evil,
but persists in all collective efforts
to make life flourish in the midst of destruction,
to birth beauty in places of death,
and to tend gently to the aches of this world.

We profess the transforming power of love.
We profess that justice is a form of love.
We profess that we are still growing into the mystery of love.

In the company of the saints who go before us,
we journey together by grace,
seeking always to unlearn all that obstructs authentic relationship,
listening for the guidance of Sacred Wisdom,
And praying earnestly for the day
the Kindom of God is born anew.
Until it is so, we live in hope,
for God is with us.



We believe God is Love
And from Love, all things are born.
No creature or creation
Falls outside of God’s eternal embrace.

We believe forces of
domination and destruction,
control and greed,
prejudice and violence,
pervade our lives,
seeking to turn us against one another,
against the earth,
and against the Spirit of the Liberating Christ.

We believe we depend on God,
the remembrance of our ancestors,
the courage of the prophets,
and the wisdom that can only flow from the margins,
in order to grow in Love.

We believe in the power of God,
to make what seems impossible possible.
We believe in the Good News
that sets the captives free.
We believe in proclaiming the truths
that unsettle unjust power
and encourage collective liberation.

We proclaim
that Black Lives Matter and that white supremacy is sin.
that queer love is divine.
that trans bodies are beautiful.
that immigrants must be welcomed.
that women must be granted full bodily autonomy.
that the earth must be protected.
that the rich “shall be sent away empty.”
that all bodies are good bodies.
And we celebrate our siblings of other faiths and spiritualities.

We proclaim these truths in aspiration that we might learn to live them in full.

We recognize, still, other truths remain hidden,
and we pray we may continue to grow in understanding,
in love for all our neighbors,
in hunger for justice,
and in the steadfast practice of our faith.



Communion Liturgies 

Claiming Our Power

The Holy One be with you
And also with you
Open your hearts to the One who is Love
We open our hearts to you, O God
Let us give thanks to God who takes risks for love
For the courage of the Holy that lives in us, we give thanks

Throughout history, O God, we have struggled to claim the power you have given us. Destructive forces within and around us make us question your call upon our lives. We turn ourselves over, in ways ordinary and remarkable, to what is. To what has been. To the familiar.

But you have created us for so much more. In Jesus, we saw a life lived in all its potential. In all its Sacred power. Life that is abundant. Love that was creative, and fervent for justice.

We saw, too, the consequences of living as if the Kindom were close.
And so we wonder.

If we live with such courage, what will we lose?
In proclaiming truths that confront unjust power, do we stand a chance of survival?
How will it go for us, if we are willing to risk everything for love?

You have never promised us safety, but you have shown us what is possible.

The Spirit brings new life even to places of death.

Jesus, knowing the dangers ahead, still did not cave to the threats of power or give in to the temptations of the popular.
There was nothing he would trade for his love of the suffering and betrayed, not even his own life.

On the night of his arrest, he gathered around table with his companions. His friends. His beloveds in the struggle. Even the one who would turn him over to the cross.

He took bread, blessed it, broke it, gave it to all of them and said,

“This is my body which is given for you.
Take, eat, and remember me.”

After the supper, he did the same with the cup, saying,
“This is a symbol of the new covenant. Drink in remembrance of me.”

In remembering the life of Jesus, we remember what he taught us about ourselves – about the power God has given us. We remember that God enfleshed is Good News that feeds, that protects, that heals, and delivers. We remember the words he spoke: “whoever believes in me will do the works I have been doing, and they will do even greater things than these.”

And so we pray, pour out your Spirit on this bread and this cup, O God. Through these gifts, fill our hearts with courage to believe the Kindom is within us, to live boldly in pursuit of love that liberates, and to follow the Wisdom that leads from the margins.

Blessed be this meal of hope.

Prayer after Communion

God, we give you thanks! For this meal that nourishes us in body and spirit. For a taste of your dreams. For the earth that gifts us these resources. And for these bodies of ours through which you take on flesh. May our gratitude produce faithfulness and our faithfulness produce justice. Amen.




Longing for Liberation

Beloveds.
Beloveds.
Beloveds.

We come to this Table because we are claimed in covenant
Because we are still learning what covenant and togetherness means
how it looks and moves and feels
Because we long for liberation
Because we thirst for justice
Because we know the need—fierce and urgent—
for grace and freedom and nourishment in our flesh and our bones
Because this is not a table of The United Methodist Church.

This is Christ’s table
and you are invited to bring your whole lives
and all are welcome here. Period.

Because we remember:
On the night he was arrested
while the powers and principalities
of Empire, and supremacy, and dominance raged,
Jesus—
a brown skinned, radical, healer, community organizer, insurrectionist—
gathered people
invited their fears and longings
invited people into radical solidarity
justice-love-in-action
healing of and in the world
to which, for which, he gave his life over and over and over.
Jesus took bread
broke it
shared it, and said:

Take and eat: this is my body.
The bread of new life.
Share this, and remember.
Then Jesus took the cup
blessed it
gave thanks for it, and said:

Take and drink: this is the power of my life-blood.
The salve of salvation.
The cup blessing.

Share this, and remember.

And so, we do.

We remember.
We offer.
We receive.

And we share in this nourishing feast.
Because we know how to nourish each other in ordinary and extraordinary ways.

Because we need each other
and we need this sacrament, this visible sign of life-giving grace, flowing and overflowing.

So, come.
Come.
Come.

rev. anna blaedel
God’s Relentless Invitation

The Holy One be with you
And also with you
Open your hearts to the One who is Love
We open our hearts to you, O God
Let us give thanks to God, our life-breath
To the One who sustains us, we rejoice in your presence!

With gratitude, O God, we remember that it is through you we are made truly alive. Every creature and creation – the tiny ones, the scaley ones, the human ones, the leafy ones – all that is has been shaped by you. There is nothing on this earth that has not been touched by your Sacred hand. In your love for us, you claim us – individually and as a whole – as your beloveds. You will for us life abundant and you invite us into co-working with you towards a world where harmony among all life is restored.

And yet, daily, we turn away from you and one another. Destructive and divisive powers lure us away from connection and relationship. We forget that we need each other. We pretend that our lives are not deeply entangled. When injustice threatens our neighbors, we too easily cower or hide.

Like those who turned on Jesus when things became too difficult, we too are tempted to desert those most vulnerable.

But you do not abandon us to our fear or sin. In the life of Jesus, Love enfleshed, we are shown that the invitation to join in your work of transforming and healing and restoring is always open. No matter our past. No matter our regrets. No matter the wrong done to us or the wrong we have done to others, you keep calling us back to you.
This relentless invitation of yours that entices with freedom and joy and forgiveness is such a threat to empire that it still attempts to crucify every incarnation of your love today. And so, we are reminded of the example given to us in the person of Jesus.

On the night of his arrest, he gathered around table with his companions.

He took bread, blessed it, broke it, gave it to his disciples and said,
“This is my body which is given for you.
Do this in remembrance of me.”

He did the same with the cup after the supper, saying,
“This cup that is poured out is the new covenant.”

And so in remembrance of the One who never gave up on love, we pray that the Spirit would make us one in our commitment to the liberation of all your creatures and creations. Pour out your Spirit on this bread and this cup, that through these ordinary gifts, we might taste a glimpse of your Kindom. May they be for us a reminder of what we are capable of becoming and what we are capable of accomplishing together. Amen.

[Invitation to the table]

Prayer after Communion

God, we give you thanks for this meal that nourishes us, body and soul. May it sustain us as we confront evil that keeps us from living the lives you intended for us and for all your creatures and creations. Until every life can be lived abundantly, be our guide, be our hope, be our comforter. Amen. 



The Holy One be with you.
And also with you.
Open your hearts to the One who is Love.
Our hearts are open to God.
Let us give thanks and praise to the Holy One.
We give you thanks, O God!

Indeed, we give you thanks, O God, for you keep showing up to meet us at this table. Created in your image, you made us different from one another and yet we are also one. Still, we fight tooth and nail to keep your table from hosting the fullness of your body. Though we long to practice love, evil still has its way in us and our communities. We struggle to confront the unjust powers and prejudices that keep us from being in full relationship with you and one another.

In Jesus, you showed us an alternative way. Jesus, who practiced counter-cultural socializing, was friends with the despised ones of his time: Sex-workers. The ill. Bleeding women. Tax collectors. The poor. Jesus, God enfleshed, found companionship in the ones deemed sinners or unclean by religious leaders. And he modeled for us what it looks like to practice love, not only interpersonally, but by confronting political and religious powers that destroy.
Because of his relentless pursuit of love, he was seized by those in power. On the night he would be arrested, he gathered with his companions for a meal.

He took bread, gave thanks to you, broke the bread and shared it with his disciples saying,

“Take, eat; this is my body which is given for you. Do this in remembrance of me.”

When the supper was over, he took the cup, gave thanks to you, gave it to his disciples, and said:

“Drink from this, all of you; this is the cup of the new covenant. Do this, as often as you drink it, in remembrance of me.”

And so, in remembrance of Christ with us, and with the hope that we too might pursue love so relentlessly, we proclaim the mystery of our faith:

Christ has died; Christ has risen; Christ will come again.

Pour out your Spirit on these gifts, O God. Make this a meal that nourishes us on this long journey we share together, that by your Spirit we might seize every opportunity before us to advance love, justice, and compassion in the face of evil in all its forms.
For the sake of all that aches in this world, our church, and within every creature and creation, we come to your Table, hungry for a taste of your Kindom. Amen. 


Ordinary Time


The Holy One be with you
And also with you
Open your hearts to the One who is Love
We open our hearts to you, O God
Let us give thanks to God, who gathers us together
To the One who welcomes us to the table, we give thanks and praise

God, your invitation to come and feast in your presence is but a taste of the love you extend to us every day. By your very nature, you are always seeking us out – searching for ways to connect us and connect with us. You meet us in the most ordinary of places and you make them sacred. By your grace, we come to recognize the holiness that dwells in the world around us, in our neighbors, in our own internal depths.

Therefore we join our voices with your people on earth and all the company of the heavens,
singing praise to you,

Holy, Holy, Holy One
God of justice and love
Heaven and earth are full of your wonder
Hosanna, among us

Blessed are you and blessed is your eternal table. You welcome all who thirst for justice and hunger to grow in love. You ask us to extend this same welcome to all our neighbors, but God, since our beginning, we have struggled.

And so in your love for us, you took on flesh in Jesus. Through his life, you pointed to your presence on the margins. You revealed the sacredness in all life. You showed us how to live together, even among forces of destruction.

Believing it could transform the world, Jesus proclaimed the Good News. He called for the captives to be set free. He spoke of the lowly being lifted up. He talked of redistributing wealth and eradicating the causes of poverty. His commitment to practicing love knew no bounds – not even the bounds of death.

On the night of his arrest, Jesus shared a meal with his companions.

He took bread, blessed it, broke it, gave it to his disciples and said:
“This is my body which is given for you.

Do this in remembrance of me.”
After the meal, he took the cup, blessed it, and shared it saying:

“This cup that is poured out is the new covenant.”
In remembrance of all you have done to save us,
we proclaim the mystery of our faith:

Christ was birthed among us.
Christ was killed among us.
Christ rises again among us. 

Pour out your Spirit on these gifts, O God. Make these ordinary elements into the Sacred gift of your presence with us once again. May they awaken us anew to your everlasting invitation into a life of resurrection. Aliven us in our pursuit of a world where all needs are met, power is balanced, and the worth of every creature and creation is celebrated.

In collective longing for a taste of your Kindom on earth,
we join together in echoing the prayer of Jesus:

[or use enfleshed’s versions in the ‘scripture remix’ section]
Our Creator, who art in heaven, hallowed be thy name
Thy Kindom come, thy will be done
on earth as it is in heaven.
Give us this day our daily bread,
And forgive us our trespasses as we forgive those who trespassed against us.
Lead us not into temptation but deliver us from evil.
For thine is the Kindom, the power, and the glory for ever.
Amen.

Prayer after receiving

God, by the bread of heaven and the cup of life, you make us one body. Bind us together by your spirit that we might live into your hopes for us, a community centered in Christ and rich in compassion, commitment, courage, and care. May it be so.



God Calls Us

Community of saints,
beloveds of God,
we are invited to come and gather at the table of love and liberation,
to feast on the dreams of God,
to be nourished by but a taste of what God desires to do among us.

God calls us from institutional halls of power,
From shelters and the streets;
God calls us from classrooms and pulpits,
Gay bars and prison cells.
God calls us as we are, from wherever we are,
to come and be in solidarity with Christ,
who lives and loves on the margins.

God whispers “come”
and live abundantly,
turning from all that claims blessings
flow from money, power, or control.

Come, and
love relentlessly;
following Christ on paths of uncertainty,
taking risks for one another,
calling down unjust power from its throne
and lifting up the lowly,
the impoverished,
the burdened.

To answer the call of Christ is to find ourselves
no matter our social location,
choosing to align ourselves with the causes
of the marginalized, the oppressed,
the outcast, and the isolated,
with the faith that
together,
we might enflesh new possibilities
of healing,
of connection,
of freedom from all that destroys.

When these are the desires of our hearts,
we open ourselves to God.
Blessed are those, Jesus said, who hunger and thirst for righteousness,
for they will be filled.

And so let us come to the table,
expectant,
eager,
open
to tasting the rich blessings of heaven
born from unexpected places, and people, and experiences.

In this meal,
we remember the life, death, and resurrection of
the One who still takes on flesh among us today.

On the night he would be arrested,
Jesus gathered his friends and companions.
In the midst of a tense and dangerous time,
they found each other at table,
connecting over the story of God-enfleshed among them.

And as they did so, Jesus took bread, gave thanks to God, broke the bread and shared it with his disciples saying,

“Take, eat; this is my body which is given for you. Do this in remembrance of me.”

When the supper was over, he also took the cup, gave thanks to God, and shared it with his disciples, saying,

“Drink from this, all of you; this is the cup of the new covenant. Do this, as often as you drink it, in remembrance of me.”
And so we pray,
Come Holy Spirit,
Breath of God,
Renewer of life,
settle on these gifts and all who gather here,
that we might be transformed in our remembrance
of your radical love,
your eternal embrace,
and your grace that makes all things news.

For the sake of our shared lives,
the life of this land on which we live,
and the lives of those yet to come,
nourish us and renew our hope
that soon Christ may rise again among us. 


For broken and blessed bodies

by Rev. Molly Bolton

The fortitude of the Holy be with you
And also with you

We bring our Sacred Bodies to the Beloved
It is healing to bring our Whole Selves to God
Let us give thanks to God who cares about our fleshly flourishing;
To the Spirit who joins us in our suffering and redemption

God, we come to your table of Mystery, holding the heartbreaking and the hopeful in the same handful. We gather to remember your teaching, your suffering, and your example of new life.

As we remember your body, broken, we honor the suffering of our own beloved bodies too.

From the cruelty and shrapnel of war,
Inadequate and inaccessible healthcare,
Inevitable accidents and illness of life:
Our bodies and hearts break, oh God.

From work that bows our backs and wears our resilience,
Violence directed towards gender oppressed people,
State-sanctioned violence aimed at Black and Brown beloveds:
Our bodies and hearts break, Oh God.

Guns in the hands of the vengeful,
Laws in hands of the out of touch,
Prison systems that enslave and rip families apart:
Our bodies and our hearts break, Oh God.

Big pharma who profits as overdoses escalate
Species suffering through climate collapse
People, fleeing and fighting storms, fires, and drought:
Our bodies and our hearts break, Oh God.

Like us, Jesus was broken: Broken by the ways of empire. Beaten up by unjust systems. He cried out to God, and asked why. He was betrayed by a friend. His mother wept.

And, like us, Jesus was blessed: Anointed with oil by his beloved, Mary. Accompanied through his wanderings by a group of friends. He drank wine at dinner parties, sat with children, and took time to be alone.

We remember one night of life and death commingling in particular:
Before Jesus was arrested, he gathered with his friends for a meal, as he often did.

He took bread, gave thanks to God, and like his body would break, he broke the bread. He shared it with his disciples saying: Take, eat; this is my body which is given for you. Do this in remembrance of me.

When the supper was over, he took the cup, red like his blood, and gave thanks to God. He gave it to his disciples, and said: Drink from this, all of you; this is the cup of the new covenant. Do this, as often as you drink it, in remembrance of me.

Beloveds, the table of Broken Hearts and New Life is set. Bring your blessed bodies forward, that we might share in God’s meal together.

Prayer After Communion:

Living Christ, thank you for this meal that nourishes our bodies and spirits. By feasting on this bread of life, your presence reminds us of our belovedness, even when broken. For you, Holy Mystery, companion us through all things. Thanks be for your sustaining love. Amen.


God does not abandon us

The Holy One be with you.
And also with you.
Lift up your hearts.
We lift them to God.
Let us give thanks to God, in whose image we are made.
To the Creator of all, we give thanks and praise.

Divine Protector, Defender of Life, your love for this world is everlasting. As oceans burn and species go extinct, our children are made vulnerable at school and our neighbors are denied at our borders, there is so much reason to despair. But you, O God, refuse to abandon us to destruction. Christ takes on flesh. In the midst of struggle, you are glimpses of hope, encounters of freedom, tastes of what satisfies when so much leaves empty. In these incarnate moments, we sense the closeness of your Kindom.

Holy, Holy, Holy One
God of justice and love
Heaven and earth are full of your wonder
Hosanna, among us

You, O God, reorder the world into right-relationship.
You lift high those made low.
You humble the arrogant.
You hear the earth groaning under capitalism and consumption
and your fire burns in the hearts of your prophets.

With this hope and assurance, we turn to the witness of Jesus whose teachings reveal the way to liberation. We seek his wisdom. 

We practice his courage. We remember his radical commitment to love.

On the night of his arrest, Jesus shared a meal with his companions.
He took bread, blessed it, broke it, gave it to his disciples and said:
“This is my body which is given for you.
Do this in remembrance of me.”

After the meal, he took the cup, blessed it, and shared it saying:
“This cup that is poured out is the new covenant.”

In remembrance of the love that saves us,
we proclaim the mystery of our faith:
Christ was birthed among us.
Christ was executed among us.
Christ rises again among us.

May the Spirit come and settle upon these gifts. Making this bread and this cup be for us a Holy Encounter. Reminding us that Christ is with us. That Resurrection is a promise granted to us. That the Kindom is always closer than we can imagine.
May we be nourished, that we might nourish others.

[Invitation to Table]

Prayer after receiving

Beloved One, if we grow weary in love, may this meal live on as a reminder of what sustains us. In seeking the flourishing you intend for us, our neighbors, and this planet, keep our hearts tender, our spirits alive, and our senses attuned to the beauty that surrounds. With gratitude for your abiding presence, we pray. Amen.


Solidarity Across Movements

The Holy One be with you.
And also with you.
Open your hearts.
We open our hearts to you, O God.
Let us give thanks to God, an Abiding Presence.
To the One who companions us through all things, we give thanks and praise.

Faithful One, we come to your table hungry for a taste of your kindom. In a world where evil and empire come together to hoard and exploit, we crave the fruits of your Spirit. We long for kindness. 

We dream of peace. We hope to be disciples of generosity – sharing and redistributing the resources you intended for the flourishing of all.

Gathering at your table, we remember the ordinary gifts of heaven among us.

Those that nurture hope when it’s hard to find.
That surprise us in destruction’s wake.
That bring new life from sites of death.
And sustain our labors of love across generations.

In awe and gratitude, we join together in praise of you, Source of Abundance:

Holy, Holy, Holy One
God of justice and love
Heaven and earth are full of your wonder
Blessed is your presence among us

Since the beginning, you have been building a lineage of love and liberation.
Inviting all who wish to belong.
Through the saints and prophets,
you call us to turn from the temptations of power and individualism.

To deepen our commitments to building communities of care and justice.

And to practice a more radical solidarity across identities and communities, so that none must struggle alone.

You have shown us the way. Taken on flesh and dwelled among us.

In Jesus, we come to understand. God enfleshed as a Brown, Jewish, Palestinian man. A refugee. Born into a frowned upon familial structure, with neither security of wealth nor access to power. His life is a witness to hope that does not come from climbing ladders of power or begging for crumbs of dignity. Hope that is born in community, nurturing love, taking risks together, multiplying what we have and finding it is more than enough.

Jesus shared a meal with his companions, his community, his chosen family, before he would be arrested.

Filled with love for them, he took bread, blessed it, broke it, gave it to his disciples and said:
“This is my body which is given for you.
Do this in remembrance of me.”

After the meal, he took the cup, blessed it, and shared it saying:
“This cup that is poured out is the new covenant.”

In remembrance of Jesus,
executed by the state,
faithful to the end,
we proclaim the mystery of our faith:
Christ was birthed among us.
Christ was killed among us.
Christ rises again among us. 

Gracious One, may your Spirit be poured out upon these elements. May this bread and this cup be for us a revival of hope and a renewal of courage as we encounter your presence among the ordinary gifts of life. Through the grace of your sustenance, may Christ be with us.

Prayer after receiving

God of Persistence, though you have been betrayed many times, you still do not give up on love. Evil is relentless but so, too, is your belief in us. In our ability to be transformed. To turn from dominance. To mend and repair where harm has been done. May we, too, believe in our potential for co-creating with you a future of flourishing for all life. We give thanks for this meal, a reminder of your unending grace and abiding companionship. Amen.


In Solidarity with Palestine

By Rev. Molly Bolton

The Holy is with us!
We are not alone!
Lift up your hearts;
we lift our broken hearts to God!
Amidst evil systems, we give thanks for Enduring Love!
It is right to give the God of the Oppressed praise.

Jesus—teacher, Palestinian, healer living in an occupied land:
We consider the hands that broke a loaf of bread before your friends.
When you were a baby, your mother kissed each finger.

During your ministry, you touched, gently, the faces of the sick.
You washed the feet of your beloveds, wringing a cloth.
Your friends recognize your calluses from hewing wood
as you lifted a loaf between your hands, saying: this is my body.

As we pour the wine, we remember not only your painful death—
your friends and family weeping, in disbelief of the cruelty of the world—
we remember your life.

Your love poured into Mary of Magdala.
Your anger flowing towards oppressors.
Your vibrancy spilled out over your friends and neighbors. Your first miracle—
wine for a wedding celebration. This is my lifeblood.

Oh, the universe of life of each Palestinian!
The sacred particularity of each one!
The cosmic swirl of their fingerprints.
Their laugh, birdsong.
Their life, an ordinary miracle.
Lining up for flour, their blood is poured out!
We taste and eat the sorrow of the world!
We taste and eat devastation ripe on the vine!

We wish we could re-member every single limb
broken, severed by the evil of occupiers.

So we remember what we can:
the night where Jesus gathered with his friends in a room.

Like many young men in Palestine—
feeling the occupiers lurking, sensing his death was soon.
Taking bread in his holy, every day hands and breaking it.
Re-member me.

Taking a cup, with the fingers his mother kissed, pouring wine.
Re-member me.

This is my body which is given for you.
Re-member me.

Remember every beloved martyred
by empire, occupation, colonization, greed.

Come, the table of sorrow and salvation is set. Let us re-member.

Sharing of the Bread and Cup

Prayer After Communion:
Enduring Love,
may the ingesting
of this breaking, this blood poured out
change us so fundamentally
that the veil of unknowing is ripped in two.

May there be no other way forward
than remembering this anguish
with the testimony of our lives.

For we share one cup,
we are one body,
and together we get free.
Free Palestine
and Amen.





LGBTQIA Specific Liturgies

Queering Psalm 23
Queer Love is my Divine Companion.
In Their company, I unfurl with delight.
They teach me to question the assumed and the rigid.
They lure me with eros, creative and promiscuous.
They fill me with the spirit of Stonewall
and lead me in the ways of “no pride for some of us
without liberation for all of us.”*
Even as systems threaten and forces oppress,
I will forever Act Up; For Silence is Death
and in our holy provocation you are always with us.
You embrace us as chosen family – a comfort in our grief.
You celebrate all that nurtures our aliveness
in the presence of doctrines and policies that deaden.
You bless every trans body.
You declare sacred every sexuality.
Life overflows with possibilities for becoming.
Surely, the glory of the peculiar, the outcast, the righteous freaks and the weirdos
will inspire me all the days of my life,
and I shall dwell among the thresholds
where the Sacred Strange subverts every normalized terror
and the queers of all ilks fight for the right to grow old.


*quote from Micah Bazant



My Queer Agenda
Every time the word “gay” rolls off my tongue…when the words “queer” or “intersex” or “trans” or “nonbinary” or “bisexual” bless my lips…no matter what I’m talking about, I am also, always, sending a love letter, casting a lifeline, praying a prayer, and yes, obviously, waving a flag. So many generations of silence and slurs, of words of violence and of quiet, lonely does-anyone-else-in-the-world-feel-this-way? My heart could burst every time I speak the imperfect but earnest attempts at finding ways to communicate lineages of “us.” Every word, a reaching toward each other. A “you’re not alone” or a “we got each other” and a “isn’t it divine, being this way?” It’s never too early to start teaching this love language and planting these seeds of assurance. Just thinking about it makes me want to sing the whole queer lexicon to the tune of ABCs to every new born baby. “Asexual, Bisexual, Cubs, and Dykes…” Train a child up in the way they should go, says the scriptures. And I want them all to go queerly, go freely, go in belonging. I want us to raise a whole generation of kids who never learn to hate themselves. Or to treat others like monsters. Or that there’s anyone even god is against. This is indeed part of my queer agenda: To expose children as early as possible to all the possibilities of their beautiful becoming. To leave no doubt that whichever way their love blossoms and their gender blooms and their body unfurls, they will be protected, cherished, celebrated, loved. In the world as it is, to even begin to balance out all the messages otherwise, these things cannot be said enough. So we say them in every form they take across languages and cultures. We say them as early and as often as we can. We say them, especially, when they’re not welcome. We say them with all the love we’ve got and we will never, never stop.



Re-affirmation of baptism after gender transition

This liturgy was originally written for personal use among a trans person and their immediate family in a home ritual led by a minister. details/participants may need to be adjusted for broader use

PRESENTATION

[person 1] Beloveds, we gather together this day to affirm the baptism of [relational descriptors that feel important like sibling, son/daughter/child, father, grandmother, etc] beloved one, then [full name]. 

Today, we remember that baptism is a means of God’s grace through which we recognize and claim one another as kin in the family of Christ. We are taken into the community of God, nurtured in faith and justice, and eternally embraced as a child of the Divine, one among the many in the body of Christ. These promises of God, revealed through the ritual of baptism, are not conditionally dependent on the declarations of religious leaders, church teachings, or any other institutional authority. Though we have and do betray one another, though the church has turned away or turned against many whom it has baptized, especially in the queer and trans community, and though we know we are still growing in love, our baptism reminds us of the love that holds us with grace, empowers us in repentance and reconciliation, and makes possible the healing and mending of the world, our relations, and our own bodies. 

[person 2] Through the waters of the earth, holy and blessed by the Creator of life, you, [name], were welcomed as an infant into the lineage of Christ. At that time, [mom & dad/parents/language as needed] presented you for baptism with love, deep and abiding, placing you in the care of the community and the love of God that has nurtured your becoming. This grace has held you through transitions of many kinds, including a new name and new identity, symbols of the you that have always been with us, making yourself known all along. On this day, as we gather again to affirm that the grace and love that once claimed you, still claims you today, consistently and with renewed confirmation that your belovedly trans being, body, and personhood have been, are, and will always be held and blessed by God’s original grace.
 
Now, all these years later, we who have loved you, learned from you, grown with you, and transformed in our own ways, as your siblings in family and Christ, embrace the honor of presenting you for reaffirmation of baptism.

In so doing, we make these promises to you, renewed in light of your transition and refined by love and time:
[siblings and/or parents or other life-long kin]

We honor who you are and who God has created you to be. We love the you we have known since your birth. We love the you we are coming to know and the you that you will yet become.

We promise to always care for you and claim you as our kin.

We promise to celebrate your identities and communities as beloved in the eyes of God, to be your place of harbor when the world is cruel, and to grow in our own understanding and practices of loving you.

We promise to live in witness to the faith we profess by being advocates of God’s love, seekers of God’s justice, and companions to all who long for the transformation of the world. 
We promise to encourage you in your own faith, to be a champion of your courage and commitment to justice, to support your spiritual growth as it blooms and blossoms. We entrust you in the care of the Spirit.
[parents and siblings pray] Holy One, for the gift of [name] and this family, for the extended web of care, connection, and community that enables us, and for the grace of God woven through this love, we give thanks. May the Spirit of Christ embolden us as we seek to be faithful to our baptismal covenants and the freedom of new life. May it be so.

PROFESSION OF FAITH

[person whose baptism is being re-affirmed]

Today, I desire to re-affirm my covenant with the Sacred in the company of you, family in birth and new birth, and among the cloud of saints who gather in witness: prophets of trans glory and survival, teachers of queer love and compassion, ancestors in family and justice, seekers of Spirit across the ages. I remember that baptism is a lineage of which I have long been claimed – one of faith in a world that can be just, in a love that wishes for all of us to thrive, in Christ who brings new life even where we thought there could only be death.

In honoring the truths of my past, the freedom of new life, and the becoming yet before me…

In declaring myself before God and my family as [____], I remember that I was baptized into God’s eternal family and that God has known me, loved me, and held me through these years.

In so doing, I profess my faith anew:

I renounce allegiances to evil, to systems of dominance and oppression, to patterns that betray life among my neighbors. I will do my part to resist forces of destruction and all powers that prohibit God’s flourishing of life. I commit to examining my own heart, to self-reflection and pursuit of love’s constant unfolding. 
I confess my belief in God the Creator, Christ the Redeemer, Spirit the Sustainer. I believe in Divine forgiveness, a love that cannot be severed by any force, and the promises of resurrection that keep aliveness among us. I believe in the communion of saints and trust in community to guide, support, and hold me accountable to the beliefs I profess. With God’s help, I will be faithful to my baptism in practicing solidarity with my neighbors, championing the freedom of all people and creations, and seeking to incarnate God’s love in all my endeavors.

AFFIRMATION

[person] (perhaps engaging with a bowl of water throughout?)

Water reminds us of new life in Christ. It is a symbol of God’s grace that changes us. Transforms us. Draws us more deeply into our truest selves that we might love one another fully and freely. As [name] remembers the embrace of [his/their/her] baptism, as [he/she/they] is/are affirmed in the promises of God experienced through baptism, and as we each remember our own place of belovedness in the whole of creation – we turn to water.
These waters. The waters of baptism…

They are the same waters from which God drew forth all life. 
They are the same waters through which God delivered Their people from enslavement in Egypt.
They are the same waters that baptized the prophet John, the teacher Jesus, and the many who have felt and heard the call of God toward a new way of life, one of forgiveness and restoration, joy and companionship, and love that is rich and abiding. 
These waters hold ancient, lasting, and reviving grace.

We remember the wisdom of our indigenous siblings, “water is life.” 

We remember our baptismal commitments call us to care for and protect this gift of God.
Through these waters, ancient and still flowing, you, [name], are affirmed in God’s love, assured of your place in the body of Christ, and encouraged to continue your spiritual journey with the solidarity of this family and all who seek to grow in love.  

Closing prayer

Spirit of Christ, your love never fails us. May we grow in this love as one family among the family of God. May we practice together courage and compassion in lasting solidarity with all our siblings and neighbors to whom your love binds us forever. Amen.



Trans Day of  Visibility
The way it begins as a child – this right to call into question the very things they call “natural.” Or innate. Or fixed. Those stale assumptions that have been woven into every aspect of everything. We take that thread. We undo it. And yes, so much falls apart. We say, “bless.” We say, “you’re welcome.” We say, “my god, it feels good.”

The way we let change work its magic in us. Language. Bodies. Names. Perceptions. Resisting the illusion of control, we surrender to the gifts of all that wishes to unfold, unfurl, (un)become. Even beloved things. Even scary things. Even when it means there will be loss. Our lives are a testament to what can flourish in letting go. In refusing to play the games. In climbing out of the confines of the expected and moving willfully into the lands of strange, wild, unruly.

The way all it takes is a whisper. Something within that unsettles us into a different direction. Calls to us like a path home. The power that lives there, in the listening. In the saying “yes.” In the agency born of the deepest kind of knowing. Impossible things become possible. Even more so, together. The way we call that “god.”

Maybe all this is why we are hated. The way we exercise creation. The way we learn to love ourselves. The way we practice metamorphosis, recreating ourselves from the inside out. According to our own desires. For the sake of our survival and each other’s. The way our lives rewrite some of the oldest stories. And how this points to the power of all of us. Of everything that we wish to (un)do.



In a world that so boringly,
so violently,
so stubbornly insists
on its stale and narrow gender rules and regulations,
God Themselves is a state of constant transition.

Though many try to tame Their wild,
make Them into the image of power,
and fix Them permanently to one static being,
They are change in a world that loves control.
They take our attempts at definitions and confuse them.
They trouble our most basic assumptions –
about ourselves, the earth, each other.

God, unwilling to stick to a single form for our comfortable comprehension.
Incapable of making Themselves so flat.
Their names are always changing.
They are a multitude of incarnations.
Our Deliverer from the status quo.
Our Liberator from ordinary logics of power.
Our Invitation to live into the abundance of possibilities within and around us.

What a blessing,
every trans child birthed unto us.
Precious glimpses.
Holy encounters.
Glorious invitations
to recognize the image of God –
the gifts of being and becoming so much more than what’s placed upon us,
the possibilities for living without losing a part of ourselves,
the desire to know and be known,
vulnerably, truthfully, entirely –
alive in all of us.






You perfectly-put-together(s).
You beautiful messes.
You rough-around-the-edge(s).
You gentle and wild ones.

If you worry about being enough…
Trans enough
Pretty enough
Brave enough
Strong enough
Sure enough
Hand over your questions in one final prayer
and take the open hand of your own life.
The only “right” way to be trans
is the one that preserves your soul,
the one that helps you tend to the Holy in you.

The Holy in your toes,
In your lips, in your gut.
The Holy in your scars,
in your hair, or lack thereof.
Fall in love with it.
Assure it that it is welcome.
Feed it with your hands.
Speak its real name like it never had another.
Whisper in its ear how sexy it looks.
It deserves to thrive.
It deserves safety.
It deserves somewhere to rest.
It deserves joy.
When it’s denied nonetheless,
Hold it softly, as a knowing one does.

You are not a burden or a lie or a distraction.
You are a holy encounter.
In all the ways you change,
in all the ways you stay the same,
Your flesh is a testimony
to the power and beauty
of wearing your own truth.
It looks so good on you.
When these facts finally make a home in your bones.
When you can live…

Don’t settle for the ease of your own exhale.
The air in your lungs is the gift of generations,
and too many are running out of breath.
Suffocated
by misogyny, and white supremacy, and hate.
By isolation and individualism.
By the state.

The only “right” way to be trans
is the one that keeps you here
so we can find each other
and love this collective body
yearning to be received
authentically
justly
entirely.




To all those who feel invisible on this day of trans visibility…
To those who are stuck in homes with unsupportive or unknowing parents, partners, or roommates. You who don’t get to hear your true name spoken by those you love most. You who must hide. You who keep putting your heart out there only to have it returned back to you. You who have to tuck away all the things that make you feel most you, most seen, most known because they are not welcome in your home.

To all those who are imprisoned by racist, transphobic, sexist, anti-sex worker laws who are now facing increased vulnerability under COVID-19…You who know days like TDOV too often leave you out. You who are feeling more afraid, more invisible than ever.
To all the beloveds for whom life already felt too hard. You who struggle to find places of rest, of hope, of joy. You who wonder how long you can endure. (please stay with us, precious one)

To all the elders, you faithful saints, who are feeling vulnerable. To all the youth without a home to turn to. You who were just laid off and fear no one else will hire you. You whose gender-affirming surgeries have been canceled and you are struggling with the loss. You who are just tired of the every day blows of a transphobic world. You who don’t expect any better. You whose struggle is never named. You who don’t fit into any of the mainstream narratives of what it means to be trans. You who are erased. You who want so much more for your people than a flashy day of visibility on social media. You who long for a community of faith but have no affirming place to turn. You who still struggle to feel your worth and who cannot yet believe that the love and affirmation of God is yours.

Though you may feel invisible, you are not invisible. Nor are your struggles. The Holy One knows you, sees you, speaks your name with love and tenderness. The Holy One delights in you and accompanies you in struggle, an ever-present source of strength and wisdom. May you sense Love’s affirmation of your being and becoming. May you sense the Divine power in you. May you sense your connection to your trans kin – those who came before, those who live today, those who are yet to come. There is so much Sacredness among us. May you be assured, above all, that you and your life are precious, deserving of safety, respect, material resources, and love. We keep reminding each other and working together to make it so.






(Be)Coming Out
(Be)coming out.
Not so much an unveiling of a hidden static treasure,
nor a final declaration or destination.
Not so much a correction of the past, now properly amended,
nor solely a discovery of a word for difference long felt.

(Be)coming out.
An impermanent clarity about the self in community.
A fleeting certainty about a something always uncertain.
A question of what politics to pursue.
A constant reconstituting.
A holy reconfiguration.
A reconstructing sexuality, gender, race, what it means to be human –

Creating on different terms, with different values.
A resistance to white supremacist cishetero patriarchy.
A development of friction on purpose.
A slow work.

It is a forever-practice
to actively dis-entangle from the web of destruction,
to become something otherwise.

It takes so much intention
to become queer –
to seek the identity of an ever strange(r) thing,
to create ourselves over and over and over again
as power and proximity to normalcy changes or evolves.
To call each other home
when the way is nomadic.

(Be)coming out.
It unsteadies Histories.
And calls forth futures unfixed.
Turning away from essentialist temptations,
it refuses to be reconciled
while so much is still broken.

What do we hope to become?
Not a thing to be accepted,
but a location of solidarity from which the world is built anew.

– Inspired and deeply influenced by Shane Phelan’s essay (Be)Coming Out in “Getting Specific, Postmodern Lesbian Politics,” 1994.




Praise Be

Praise be to the creator of queer and trans wonders. Of bodies made perfect through self-love. Of love that is expansive. Of the holiness of “strange.” Of lines blurred and certainty troubled. Of the particular beauty birthed from determination to be. Of becoming. Of multifaceted. Of community in knowing the joy and the struggles. Of generations of proudly weird. Of solidarity. Of tenderness. Of together. Of ever unfolding ways of being. Of families made in endless variations. Of “will not hide.” Of surviving in forced hiddenness. Of unafraid. Of trembling but persisting. Of sacred connection in flesh, in heart, in sharing resources, in being with and for one another.

“What sorrow for those who say what is evil is good and what is good is evil.” -Isaiah 5:20



Trans Prayer of Divine Understanding
 
Creative Spirit,
Holy Momentum,
Ever Transitioning One,
Do you hold the prayers of trans people close,
like the embrace of someone who understands –
a source of comfort or hope?

We share this joy – you and us:
Taking on new forms
that life might thrive.
Shedding what no longer fits;
or never did.

Struggles, we share, too:
Religious beliefs that confine being and becoming.
Enduring acts of violence
born from fear and fueled by power.

Though even we endure too much, too long,
how burdensome is your lot…
Centuries pass and still,
so few who claim to love you
believe you are who you say you are –
calling you an excuse for bigotry,
when you are a river of Love.

Do all the theologies of hate,
and songs of Sunday apathy,
land on your ears like a deadname –
something given to you
that you never asked for
and just won’t go away?

Do you wince
each time a prayer ascends to “Him” –
because more than anything,
you know what that means to do
is distance you from the likes of “Her” or “Them?”

When you stretch out your arms
as the embrace of a gentle man,
or kick out your feet
as the dance of a woman,
or run wild in open fields
through every gender-less,
or gender-abundant,
or nonbinary kiddo
loving their flesh,
do you take delight in every fit,
finding a spot of home
in every body?

The glory of your Multiplicity cannot be hidden away.
We may be a long way from safety yet,
but your mercies are new every morning
and with each day dawns new possibilities
of Sacred Transition
into a world more fitting for everyone.

May your blessing be upon all your trans beloveds.
Take pleasure in us, your stunning incarnations.
And as we care for each other,
may the god we practice be a comfort and a strength.






God’s Queer As In…
God is queer

as in
strange,
surprising,
titillating,
non-conforming to norms that destroy;

as in
breaking open new possibilities
through flesh entangled,
and brave acts of collective courage;

as in
troubling certainties,
resisting assimilation,
and persisting through struggle together;

as in
interdependence,
chosen family,
and reaching out to isolated kin;

as in
always becoming;

as in
less “this or that”
and more “multilayered, multidimensional, and complex.”

as in
intimately experienced,
and beyond definition;

as in
the love between strangers and sheets,
the love that lasts for lifetimes,
the love that begets love;

as in
resists white supremacy,
and all its deadening lies,
rigid definitions,
and desire to control and confine;

as in
loyal to love, lovers, beloveds,
even when it’s all on the line;

as in
hurtful when spit from the mouth of hate,
but sometimes still also a lighthouse,
a history of holy uprising,
and a coming home from within.







For Trans Kids

Love chases flourishing.
It is not idle before violence.
It stretches and expands in company of community, wisdom, knowledge, and experience.
The love of God affirms trans kids
protects trans kids
listens to trans kids
fights for trans kids
delights in trans kids.
May it be so,
among all who profess to know God,
and to practice love.



Trans Day of Remembrance

Trans day of remembrance and resilience – 
an intimate and serious thing.
A necessary ritual for the ones grieving all year long
the perpetuation of unnecessary death.

May remembrance not be in vain nor in vanity,
coupled with conscious complicity in the structures that enable and encourage the destruction of life.

May participation in mourning precipitate working for change alongside the living.

Let this grief make way for resisting whiteness centering itself this day and others.

Let this ritual be a practice of collective refocusing on the roots of sexism and transmisogynoir in manifestations of anti-trans violence.

Let the visibility of this day,
the complicatedness of what it has become,
the chance to recenter its attention,
tell the entire truth
about what creates the conditions for such death:
The class realities. The prejudices and policies against sex workers.
The theologies. The misogyny.
The politics of respectability.
The colonialization.
The transphobia in all its forms.
And the white supremacy from which so much of it is birthed.

Over these,
and all they steal,
we weep.


Scandalous God

Divine Presence,
Scandalous One,
Versatile God,
You have been called the worst of names,
tossed aside by the hands of tradition,
met with violence and neglect by stranger and kin alike.
And still, you do not conform to the expectations of power
or polite your way into halls of destruction.
You, the ultimate transgressor of norms
that harm or confine,
bear witness to the glory of Strange.
You, Queer One, reveal the gifts of falling outside the lines.
You, Wild One, break open possibilities –
within us and around us –
whispering in our ear,
“See me. Feel me. Desire me.” You help us come alive again.
Beauty is your passion.
Love is your motivation.
Courage is your center.
May your spirit be awakened in every space dull with repressed delight,
that we may choose to live into the riches
of this peculiar life together.
Embrace us, O God,
and lead us in the ways of your love,
so promiscuous,
so deviant,
so free.
Amen.



Untidy God

What of a God who doesn’t believe in having it all figured out?
In this idea of a single, tidy story.
But instead a God who changes with the day
and never stops asking you to learn how to love every messy, complicated, seemingly contradictory side of Themselves?

What of a God who has been so many different things. And ways.
One that has always been transitioning.
Taking on new flesh.
Shedding what hurts.
Claiming what frees.
Finding a fresh way to show us the Divine that we’ve been.
And everything that’s kept us from living it out.

What of a God that is tired of being misgendered?
Isn’t interested in excuses any longer.
Gets a little rude about it.
Doesn’t mind asking you to try a bit harder.
To let go of everything you’re more loyal to than love.

What of a God who spends more time dancing with strangers at 2am,
cooking a hot meal for the turned-away youth,
or protesting to abolish prisons and police
then attending any worship on Sunday mornings?

What of a God whose inclusion is radical?
One who calls from the fringes
to the halls of power
and the places of comfort
saying, “Come! There’s a place for you here.

If you just lay down your life,
your power,
your privilege.
You can be family.
You will become alive again.”

What of a God who is queer?
As in politically.
As in strange and proud of it.
As in about the things of love and bodies and liberation and solidarity.

What of a God who is found in the flesh of everyone you have denied a kind word,
a safe bathroom,
a marriage ceremony,
a friendly smile,
access to health care,
a home,
a faith community,
asylum,
or even just respect?

Listen for this God today,
you will find them in selfies and stories,
coming out again and again
in testimonies and silence,
in gracious invitation,
and fierce and radical calls to a different kind of living,
a different kind of family,
a different kind of love.

Bring your offerings.
Lend your hands.
Whisper your prayers
And wail your laments
before all that is Holy and Gay.
Holy and Lesbian.
Holy and Queer.
Holy and Bi.
Holy and Trans.
Holy and Asexual.
Holy and Intersex.
Holy and Still Finding Their Way.





National Coming Out Day

Thank you to the queer and trans ancestors who left us histories to hold on to.
Thank you to every kid who is the first in their class or their school or their town or their family, who made it a little easier for the next one.
Thank you to the elders who fought for yourselves and for us.
Thank you to the ones who let your freak flag fly.
Thank you to the ones who do “queer” in your own way.
Thank you to the ones who take each other in.
Thank you for kissing in public and holding hands in the street.
Thank you to the ones who share their scars.
Thank you to the ones who hold space – no pressure.
Thank you, loud ones.
Thank you, quiet ones.
Thank you to the ones who helped us learn to love our desire. No more shame.
Thank you to the ones who help us love our trans bodies.
Thank you to you who are doing what you need to do to survive. We need you.
Thank you for persisting.
Thank you for proclaiming.
Thank you for being.

To you who have shouldered the losses,
and taken the bullets,
and been fired, betrayed, beaten, bullied or isolated.
Your pain is honored.
Your contribution is not forgotten.
You deserve(d) so much better.
Thank you.

Once upon a time,
They could say they didn’t know us.
But not anymore.
Here we are.
Bringing our sacred strange into their pews and pulpits,
to their dinner tables,
and beside them in waiting rooms and check-out lines.
No apologies.
They are so lucky to have us here.

Thank you to you who are yet to come,
who will expand our understanding
and help us love more deeply
– ourselves and each other.
Thank you to every queer beloved and trans love who keeps choosing to live.
And choosing to love.
And choosing to support each other.





Strange One
Holy One,
your Strange ways,
they astound us.

Among the mighty, your Wisdom is called foolish.
While others assert their power with force,
Yours unfolds like an invitation.
You never resort to weapons.
You turn from all paths of domination.
Beauty and truth are your means of persuasion.
Freedom is your promise.

While empire shouts false promises of security,
using fear to turn us against each other,
You whisper things of vulnerability,
of meals at table and sharing what we have,
of solidarity and new life.

When you, the Sacred, took on flesh,
You sought neither thrones nor prestige,
but made your friends among the outcast.
Sex workers.
The imprisoned.
The hungry and the ill.
The fed up and the weary.

Though you were presented with every opportunity
to seek importance among the elite,
to the end, you choose the edges,
making your home among the vulnerable,
living in solidarity with the criminalized and despised.

Abandoning the promises of conformity,
we hope to be strange like you.
Strangers to all that normalizes evil,
to power that corrupts,
to practices that demean or neglect.

Make us faithful to the peculiar calling of Christ.
Unafraid to bear the names of the despised.
Firmly planted in the confidence of your Holy Mystery –
the strange love that calls us to fight with and for each other,
and awakens us to the joy you set before us.



Queer Prayers of the People

In the midst of all that keeps our spirits frantic, overwhelmed, or troubled, we pause.
We pause to remember each other as those whose precious and precarious lives
are inherently bound together.

We pause to remember the basic gifts of water, of trees, of beauty, of the land we gather upon.

We pause to remember our neighbors – distant and near.

And so to the One who is Love, we bring the prayers of our communities. Where we share in joy or concern, let us respond together, “God, hear our prayers.”

We pray…

for all the queer, trans, and intersex children and youth across the globe. For the ones who are struggling with feelings of isolation and shame. For those who have no safe place or people to retreat to. For those who must be teachers to the adults in their lives. For those who are unsafe in their communities.

God, hear our prayers.
We pray for our elders whose labor we are indebted to. For the ones who never tasted the freedom they fought for. For the ones who were forced to the fringes of their own movements. For the allies who suffered beside us, casting their lot with us in true solidarity. For the ones forgotten and betrayed.

God, hear our prayers.

We pray for all those who hunger for justice and liberation today. For the ones who lay down their lives for their friends. For the ones who tell the truth. For the ones who take risks, who dream, who feed and pray, who fight for bread and roses, both. For the ones who are eager to learn and grow and offer their gifts to the work of enfleshing your dreams.

God, hear our prayers.

We pray for all who are suffering in the church and the world at the hands of white supremacy. For those imprisoned by the state. For those whose land has been taken. For the earth that groans beneath us. For those without food or housing. For those who have yet to repent.

God, hear our prayers.

We pray in gratitude for all that nourishes and sustains us. For the gifts of beauty and friendship, shared meals, and art, and love. For laughter. For pleasure. For the friends, lovers, and comrades who lift our spirits, always by our side when the days are heavy. For the freedom we have in Christ.

God, hear our prayers.

For your presence within and around us, in our highs and lows, our hope and our despair, God, we give you thanks. Hear our prayers and deepen our willingness to show up with and for one another, sharing in each other’s burdens and working for one another’s protection and care. Amen.




Queer Calls to Worship

Strange One. Fabulous One. Fluid and ever becoming One.
Do not allow us to make our ideas of you into an idol.
You are as close to us as our own breath and yet, your essence transcends all that we can imagine.
You are mother, father, and parent. 
You are sister, brother, and sibling.
You are drag queen, and trans man, and gender-fluid – incapable of limiting your vast expressions of beauty.

Embodied in us, your creation,
we recognize our flesh in all its forms is made holy in You.

With thanksgiving, we celebrate your glorious manifestations.
Blessed are our bodies. Blessed is our love. Blessed are we when we celebrate that which the world turns away. Fill our hearts with a pride rooted in resistance to all that seeks to destroy.
May we delight in the ways you have created us: diverse, unique, surprising, and beautiful. Thanks be to God!





Listen! Listen for the voice of God, naming us all: Holy. Beloved. Cherished. Valued.
We believe you delight in us!
Make us people who recognize and proclaim your beauty and goodness in unexpected places.
Surprise us. Challenge us. Transform us.
We trust in you, Holy One, to reveal to us the sacredness of every life, of every way of being, of every physical manifestation of your Spirit.
May it be so!





Blessed be the Non-Conforming One.
God, who took on flesh
Of the economically oppressed,
Of an immigrant,
of an infant.
Whose family and birth was anything but traditional.
This Holy One won’t be hindered by social norms.
She defies our expectations.
She challenges our preconceptions.
She awakens us to new possibilities.
Praise be to God, the queerest of us all.






In the image of God, you created everything and called it good!
In abundant diversity, your likeness is found in us.
We reject all messages that belittle or degrade any among us.
And so in faithfulness to God and one another we proclaim:
Sacred are our bodies of every size and dis/ability.
Blessed are our sexualities, drawing us towards love of many kinds.
Beloved is every gender, revealing you in different ways.
To our skin, beautiful in every shade, we say hallelujah!
Praise God, our Creator, who blesses us with this world,
these bodies, and our fellow creatures, all created good, very good.





We, of many backgrounds and identities, personalities, and ideas,
gather collectively in shared pursuit of the Sacred.
Together, we make up the body of Christ.
Wherever one of us is in pain,
our whole body aches.
Whenever one of us is cut off,
the whole body is wounded.

Whoever is kept away by discriminatory policies or practices or prejudices,
Our collective soul suffers the loss of their presence.
We need one another in order to be whole,
God make us the body of Christ as you envisioned.
May we become your presence enfleshed, in service to the world and one another.





God is calling us
Out of the places we hide
Out of insecurity
Out of shame
Out from under that which silences love and justice.
Come out, people of God!
Though we may be afraid
Though we will be at risk
Though the cross stands as a threat
God calls us to courage!

Our God is a god of resurrection. Of new life after devastation. Of hope in the grip of evil.
And so we dare to proclaim, with pride and faith, our truths:
We believe in the power of love.
We believe in solidarity with the suffering.
We believe we are each valuable.
We believe that our togetherness is transformative.
The world is longing for Holy truths that reveal, voices that speak real words of hope.
Come out, people of God!



Opening Prayers

Passionate One, your love for us was so great that you queered every boundary working against our ability to perceive you. When we imagined you as ‘beyond us,’ in the heavens, distant from our ordinary life, you took on flesh like ours and queered the boundaries between divinity and creation. You revealed to us that you are within us, around us, and between us. Open our hearts, O God, to the sacredness that resists boundaries that confine. In the Incarnate One we pray, Amen.



God of infinite manifestations, free us of shame that confines and judgment that destroys. Bring healing to the wounds of being told we are too much or too big or too proud or too young or too old or too queer. Ground us in the truth that sets us free: We are the work of a Divine hand – the holy lives in our flesh. Wherever we struggle to believe, meet us there. In Christ we pray. Amen.



God, we look for you all around us but always, you are as close as our own breath. You linger in our very flesh. Forgive us for our struggles to remember you linger, also, in the flesh of all our neighbors. The ones attacked, the ones policed, the ones condemned, the ones who are hungry, the ones turned away. In those we wound, you are wounded also, but when we honor the flesh of another, you are honored too. May it be so in us, Amen.



God, you have modeled for us time and time again what it looks like to come out. Since the beginning, you have been revealing your true self to us in different forms but we always struggle to understand. In Jesus, you took on the flesh of an infant, made yourself vulnerable, risked everything, all in hopes of deepening your relationship with us. Like our ancestors who responded to your coming out with violence and rejection, we acknowledge we too turn away from your revelation in unexpected people and places today. By your Spirit, make us the kind of community where those who come out as queer or trans, or in any vulnerable way, can find home, family, and embrace. Amen.



Queer communion liturgies
The Holy One be with you
And also with you
Open your hearts to the One who is Love
We open our hearts to you, O God
Let us give thanks to God who sets us free
It is our joy to give you thanks!

It is our joy, O God, to express our gratitude for your work in us. You offer to us life abundant, free from needing to conform to the pressures of our world. You wove us together with all of creation that we might be, like you, creators. You set us in the garden to plant, to grow, to help life to flourish. You set a path before us to co-create with you a world where beauty and truth and goodness might thrive.
But we have betrayed our calling. Instead of allowing life to flourish in its many forms, too often, O God, we turn away from those who don’t conform to our expectations. At times, we even become violent towards anyone who is different. Your creative hand in the formation of our queer and trans siblings is punished by both church and world. Since the beginning, we have struggled to overcome our fear of difference.

But in your love for all of us, you took on the very flesh the world despises. The flesh of one on the borders. The flesh of one who broke rules. The flesh of one who hung out with the outcasts, the weirdos, the sinners. In Christ, we are awakened to the Holiness of difference.
When the Sacredness of those on the margins is affirmed, the powers that depend on the status quo are threatened. And so, the religious and political leaders set out to end the life of Jesus.

On the night of his arrest, he gathered around table with his companions.

He took bread, blessed it, broke it, gave it to his disciples and said,
“This is my body which is given for you.
Do this in remembrance of me.”

He did the same with the cup after the supper, saying,

“This cup that is poured out is the new covenant.”

And so in remembrance of the One who refused to conform to values and practices that harm,
we pray that the Spirit would make us one in our vision for the Kindom, where all are free to flourish in our created forms. Pour out your Spirit on this bread and this cup, that we might be the body of the queer Christ, relentless pursuer of love in all its surprising, confronting, and varied manifestations. Amen.

Prayer after Communion

God, we give you thanks for this meal that nourishes us, body and soul. May it sustain us as we confront evil that keeps us or others from living freely as our true selves. Where any social norm or power imbalance limits our possibilities for thriving, may we be a witness to Christ, pursuer of justice for all your people. Amen.



The Holy One be with you
And also with you
Open your hearts to the One who is Love
We open our hearts to you, O God
Let us give thanks to God who shapes our world
For every creature and creation, we give you thanks, O God!

Indeed, we give you thanks, our Divine Creator. You declared from the beginning that we were created in your imagine, a reflection of what is holy, each, in our own way, a glimpse of you. We praise the works of your creative hand that fills our life with beauty. Every flower that blooms, every animal that delights, every body of water that sustains our life – all part of your good works.

Despite the abundance of life around us, we still turn to destruction. Each in our own ways, we have failed to embrace you by failing to embrace all your people, especially those different than us. We have, at times, sided with political and religious powers that refuse to recognize your image in all people.

And so we turn to Jesus, who showed us what it looks like to live into our true selves as people of God. He was humble yet grounded in your love for him. He sought out the despised and made them friends. He confronted every power that belittled, marginalized, and oppressed. His commitment to living out the image of God enfleshed could not be swayed, even in the face of death.
On the night of his arrest, he gathered around table with his companions.

He took bread, blessed it, broke it, gave it to his disciples and said,
“This is my body which is given for you.
Do this in remembrance of me.”

He did the same with the cup after the supper, saying,
“This cup that is poured out is the new covenant.”

Even in death, O God, your love prevailed. Through you Spirit, Christ was raised from the grave. No person, no institution, no force of evil could extinguish the work of your hand.

And so, by the same Spirit, bless these gifts of bread and cup that they may be the living Christ within us today; compelling us to be agents of love, uncompromising on our commitment to protecting every one of your creatures and creations.

Prayer after Communion
God of abundance, we give you thanks for the grace we experience at your Table. For forgiveness. For connection. For sustenance. For a renewed vision of who we are. Our gratitude abounds. Amen.



The Holy One be with you
And also with you
Open your hearts to the One who is Love
We open our hearts to you, O God
Let us give thanks to God who took on flesh
For your presence within us and around us, we give you thanks!

God, we give you thanks for dwelling, not at a distance, but intimately in our lives – as intimately as our own flesh.

You gifted us with bodies and through them we come to know you:
Through touch.
Through taste.
Through struggle.
Through rest.

Too often, O God, we treat the needs, longings, and desires of our own bodies as a barrier to our life in you. We dismiss the bodily needs of our neighbors. We condemn people because of their bodies or how they use their bodies in different ways than us. But you, in your love for us and for all creatures and creations, took on flesh like ours, entangling, forever, the Holy with our flesh. You showed us through the life, death, and resurrection of Jesus Christ that we love through our bodies, we seek justice for bodies, we live out our faith in these bodies – not despite them.

Jesus, who took care and rest of his own body, revealed what God with flesh on looks like.

He fed people. He healed people. He ate with people. He met the physical and spiritual needs of bodies.
And when his own body was threatened by political and religious execution, he turned to the Table. He sought, first, in his hour of need, to share in a meal with his friends.

On the night of his arrest, he gathered around table with his companions.
He took bread, blessed it, broke it, gave it to his disciples and said,
“This is my body which is given for you.
Do this in remembrance of me.”

He did the same with the cup after the supper, saying,
“This cup that is poured out is the new covenant.”

The body of God was crucified.
And the body of God was resurrected.
Not only in spirit, but in flesh.
God has shown us, these bodies are holy, precious, and full of possibility.

And so we pray to the Holy Spirit: Come, bless this bread and this cup, that we might encounter your presence as we touch, and we taste, and we feel. Make us one with the sacredness of our own flesh and blood. Make us one with the flesh of all who suffer. Make us one with the flesh of the earth. At this Table, may we become one body. Amen.

Prayer after Communion

Enfleshed One, we give you thanks for this meal that nourishes our hunger for justice, for connection, for a world that is whole. We long for so much more than a taste. May we be relentless pursuers of your Kindom, until ever body has its needs met, every body is recognized as beloved, and every body is treated with dignity and care. Amen.


The Holy One be with you
And also with you
Open your hearts to the One who is Love
We open our hearts to you, O God
Let us give thanks to God who takes risks for love
For the courage of the Holy that lives in us, we give thanks

Throughout history, O God, we have struggled to remember who we are. When forces of evil work to shape our understanding of you, ourselves, and one another, we get lost. We hide parts of ourselves. We keep the things that make us vulnerable buried deep. We cling to security and safety. We turn from meaningful connection with one another.  We take cover under the patterns of our culture.

But you have created us for so much more.

In Jesus we saw a life lived in all its potential.

Life that is abundant, life that is collective, life that is tender and full.

But we saw, also, in him, what can happen to a life when power and norms are exchanged for truth, collective justice, and integrity. And so we wonder.

If we live true to our authentic selves, will we be condemned?
In proclaiming truths that confront unjust power, do we stand a chance of survival?

How will it go for us, if we are willing to risk everything for love?
You have never promised us safety, but you have shown us what is possible.

The Spirit brings new life even to places of death.

Jesus, knowing the dangers ahead, kept proclaiming his truth.
There was nothing worth his silence, not even his life.
And so he turned to community for companionship in the struggle.

On the night of his arrest, he gathered around table with his companions.
He took bread, blessed it, broke it, gave it to his disciples and said,
“This is my body which is given for you.
Do this in remembrance of me.”

He did the same with the cup after the supper, saying,
“This cup that is poured out is the new covenant.”

In Jesus, God came out to the world, challenging systems and norms. And though great violence was done and unfathomable loss was felt, Love presses on still today, transforming life after life.
And so we pray, pour out your Spirit on this bread and this cup. 
Through these gifts, fill our hearts with courage to live boldly for one another, proclaiming the truths that set us free.
Blessed be this meal of hope. Amen.

Prayer after Communion

God, we give you thanks for the invitation to your Table. No matter who we are, no matter our struggles or regrets, we are never turned away. Like all the gifts you give us, may we never be content to keeping them to ourselves. May this meal compel us to invite others – especially those who are turned away from the tables of their families, their churches, their communities – to our own tables, overflowing with love and nourishment abundant. Amen.




The Last Supper was a Drag Brunch – Communion liturgy
by Cassidy Hall

The Divine among us be within you.
And also within you.
We lift our spirits to the Divine’s shine.
We lift our light to meet the Divine’s brightness.
We fill ourselves with gratitude.
We embody an abundance of gratefulness.

On the night Jesus was unjustly arrested by the systemic structures of oppression and hatred, even as he saw the moment approaching, he chose to gather friends and share a meal.
He wanted celebration to be a part of his memory.
He longed for an abundance of love to carry him into life eternal.

Letting his friends know where and when to join him,
He gathered wine and bread at the biggest table he could find.

As they gathered, the table elongated,
And more arrived
Until all the faces he loved were present–
Until all presentations of the Divine’s image in gender and sexuality expressions were among them.

In the overflow of love,
In the delight of celebration,
In the wonder of the vastness of personhood,
A drag brunch ensued.

Jesus and his friends gathered to see the kings, queens, and those in drag among them,
Fawning and fanning themselves as they glided around the room,
Dancing and singing in their most bold expressions of self,
Most fantastic reflections of the Divine.
Here,
In the joy of gathering,
Exhilaration of life,
Pleasure of extravagance,
And the deep peace of togetherness,
Jesus sat delighted to be among his friends,
Jesus sat pleased with the company of his final meal.

Then, John, Jesus’ beloved, leapt up from his seat to go behind the curtain and prepare to join the show.

Upon emerging in drag, she leaned over and whispered in the ear of Jesus, “I’ve always wanted to do this.”

Jesus smiled, as if seeing his most beloved come fully alive for the first time.

The celebration continued until amid the noise and clamor,
Amid the joy and elation of life most alive,

Jesus took the bread in the middle of the table,
And lifted it as if to remind everyone to eat and exclaimed,
“May the joy among us now, live amid you in my absence.
May you remember to love one another, love yourself,
and live in the abundant beauty of exactly who you are.”

Then, Jesus raised his glass, and toasted his friends, saying
“This is to joy, to the possibilities among and within you,
to the newness which will live among you in my absence.”

All are invited to this table.
All genders and sexualities.
All expressions and image-bearers of the Divine.
Your presence is requested, your company is desired, your wholeness and ever - becoming self is welcomed.

Please come in body or spirit to receive the gifts this table offers.

Post-Drag-Communion Prayer:

Divine Light, you shine most brightly in us when we are most fully ourselves. Your holiness awakens wholeness within us in. With your image upon us, may we reveal the ever-expanding, ever-becoming table, and an openness to the most profound possibilities of love. Divine Love, may this food and drink be a reminder of our innate belonging, our persistent existence, and our celebrated personhood.

Go with us now, to live lives of the great celebration, to live lives true to your love.





Annual Events

New Year’s
In threshold places, where endings meet beginnings,
we are invited to listen backward as we move forward.
What can we learn from the year past –
from how evil played its cards,
or from relationships gained and lost?

What brought you deep delight,
when everything was swirling?

To whom were you able to turn to
and what challenged you to grow?

Individually and collectively,
none of us are the same.

For some of these changes we weep
and for others we rejoice
but from each we carry something forward
– a feeling, a lesson, a memory, a challenge,
a call to solidarity…

Collectively, we acknowledge a kind of closing
and a fresh start that offers only
as much meaning as we need from it.
Inviting us not to wage war on ourselves,
but just to pause
and pay attention to our longings.

A new year does not need to mean “a new you.”
You do not need to make demands of yourself
grounded in messages that are only meant
to make you feel inadequate or unlovable.

Your worth is ineffable,
that is a constant that carries from year to year.

Move gently with yourself into [year,]
speaking instead words of possibility,
committing to that which calls you,
letting yourself be lured by the Sacred
towards your own becoming.

Make only resolutions that will lead
to more flourishing of life, yours and others.

Reject individualistic notions of
what will lead to “success”
and channel your growing
in the directions
of what we can become
of what we can create
of what we can divest from
of what we must claim
of what we must fight
of how we might love
Together.





Epiphany Communion

The Holy One be with you
And also with you
Open your hearts to the One who is Love
We open our hearts to you, O God
Let us give thanks to God, who welcomes the stranger
To the One who reaches across every border, we give thanks and praise
In wonder of your expansive embrace, we give you praise, O God. Through your radical welcome, you reveal the limitations of our own imaginations. You break down walls and boundaries we don’t even realize we have erected.

Like the magi guided by the light of star through foreign territory, you call us all towards you.

You lead your people across borders of hate and into lands of curious and different. You strengthen us as we journey, learning and unlearning stories about one another. Gathered in your presence, we come to recognize the gifts of community rich in diversity.

Therefore we join our voices with your people on earth and all the company of the heavens,
singing praise to you,
Holy, Holy, Holy One
God of justice and love
Heaven and earth are full of your wonder
Hosanna among us

You move in mysterious way, O God. This journey with you is filled with more questions than answers. Each time we think we have you figured out, you surprise us again, revealing yourself in new ways.
In Jesus, we saw your radical welcome of strangers extended in challenging ways. Ways that disrupt our traditions and unsettle our comfort zones.

Jesus broke religious rules in order to include all people.
He lifted up the sacredness of the people and places deemed unclean.

He cared more about the well-being of the oppressed than his own reputation.

Jesus taught us to rethink your presence among us, but we couldn’t accept it. Resistant to transformation, your people sent him to the cross.

On the night of his arrest, Jesus shared a meal with his companions.
He took bread, blessed it, broke it, gave it to his disciples and said:
“This is my body which is given for you.
Do this in remembrance of me.”

After the meal, he took the cup, blessed it, and shared it saying:
“This cup that is poured out is the new covenant.”

In remembrance of all you have done to save us,
we proclaim the mystery of our faith:
Christ was birthed among us.
Christ was killed among us.
Christ rises again among us. 

May the same Spirit that lifted Christ from the grave be poured out on these gifts. Make this bread and this cup be an extension of your welcome that knows no bounds. Fill us with the courage and faith to join you in the work of tearing down walls that exclude and pointing to the Sacred in the margins.

In collective longing for a taste of your Kindom on earth,
we join together in echoing the prayer of Jesus:

Our Creator, who art in heaven, hallowed be thy name
Thy Kindom come, thy will be done
on earth as it is in heaven.
Give us this day our daily bread,
And forgive us our trespasses as we forgive those who trespassed against us.
Lead us not into temptation but deliver us from evil.
For thine is the Kindom, the power, and the glory for ever.
Amen.

Prayer after receiving

God, this meal we shared together is a remembrance of your radical embrace of the outcast and oppressed. May it strengthen us as we open our minds and hearts to new ways of recognizing your presence among us. Amen.



Epiphany Services of Poetry and Reflection
Poetic reflection

Behold, the glistening sign of hope.
A distant but shining star is
cupped by the darkness
that holds gently
our future.
Do we dare to feel its warming glow
in these days so cold with fear?
Do we dare to wonder where it leads us,
or choose the path we know?
The Holy has painted possibility
across the night sky.
It flickers with potential,
trembles with vulnerability,
shimmers with beauty, still.
Come, seekers.
The journey is before us.
A new day is born.

Opening prayer

Holy Guide, the entire cosmos is a messenger of your love. You write it in the stars. You plant it in the soil. You nurture it in the life of all creatures. May we be open to perceiving that we might know and feel your presence with us. Amen.

Song

Lighting the Christ candle for epiphany

Throughout the season of Advent, we waited in the rich darkness of winter. In the heart of all that is unknown, all that troubles, all that is still unsettled, Christ was born. With joy, we welcomed Emmanuel, God with us.

God has come as a baby, dependent and vulnerable, in need of nurturing, support and solidarity, and faithful companions through the days and years ahead.

As we light this candle, we remember that incarnation is an ever-unfolding promise. God’s presence is still being born among us today.

And so, as we remember that Christ still takes on flesh among the vulnerable:

We pray for political refugees and all those who are targeted by the state.

As we remember that Christ still takes on flesh among the children of the world:

We pray for those in our community,
those especially vulnerable to COVID,
those without loving homes, or with other essential needs unmet. 

As we remember that Christ still takes on flesh among the economically, religiously, ethnically, and gender oppressed:

We pray for the transformation of systems that exploit.
We pray for the redistribution of goods for the care of all.
We pray for the courage to divest from violent institutions. 

Christ is still taking on flesh today, still calling us to their side, calling us to say yes to journeys toward greater hope, and calling us to trust, even through grief and peril, in the faithfulness of love.

May it be so among us.

Scripture reading – Matthew 2:1-12

Sermon

Song

Poetic reflection

There were rumors circulating of a profound event.
A fulfillment of sorts,
the birth of a new era –
one of freedom from colonizing forces
of thrones crumbling
of hungers satisfied.
A dangerous hope unfolding.

In such times,
the wise ones were always looking to the sky.
The deep longings within
turned their gaze to the infinite.

Paying attention to patterns,
keeping watch for signs of change,
noticing the way everything shapes everything.

Something caught their eye.
Something stirred their spirits.
Something called them to set off
in the direction of an unfamiliar land.

How brave,
those who are lured
by hints and gestures of what could be,
setting off with hope.

Prayer/invitation to offering

God of Wonder, at times we are taken aback by the calling of love. It can feel so radical – to profess and believe that we each have an offering to bring. That we are all essential. That there is enough grace and communion along the way. But like the wise ones, we desire to rise courageously to your beckoning. Bringing our gifts, bearing together the challenges of love’s way.

May we encourage one another on this shared journey.

May we be confident in what we bring.

May our offerings be blessed. Be received with delight. Be enough.
As we bring our offerings together in care for this community and our neighbors, may we reflect also on all God calls us to be and to bring to the service of love and liberation.

Song

Poetic reflection

The story of God is a sacred telling
of the ordinary wonders of life –
of miracles birthed in the dark of night,
of guiding wisdom lifted to us like the soft light of a star.
This story of hope,
ancient and still unfolding,
holy and bewildering,
holds us in the infinite mysteries of cosmic love
from which each of us are born and
to which each of us will return.
So, take heart
and look to the earth’s heavens with awe.
Look to the face of your neighbor with care.
Look to the flesh of your own precious life.
All made of stardust.
All woven into the story.
All calling us home.
Love is already here.

Benediction Prayer

God of Flourishing, God of Justice,
May we be so bold to believe
that you have made your dwelling place among us.
May we honor every encounter with the sacred
within and around
that we may take comfort in your presence
and take courage in your power
as we continue this journey with faith.
May it be so.



other readings

Searching for a glimpse of change,
seeking liberation from colonizing forces,
the magi journeyed,
crossing foreign lands and borders
with only a star as their guide.
The same glimmer of hope
that guided their way
calls to us today.
Through night skies and morning dew.
Through community and in silent meditation.
Through songs, ancient and new.
Through art and bodies and creation.
Through collectives of people who dare to break rules
in the direction of a better world.
It calls us
to come and share our resources equitably,
to come and delight in love enfleshed,
to come and join in the spirit of deliverance
birthed far from the centers of power.
At the birth-site of God,
the way is revealed.





Valentine’s Day

Love cannot be bought or sold – it does not make a profit.
Love does not hide from truth.
Love dives deep.
Love takes on flesh.
Love is queer.
Love is platonic.
Love is erotic.
Love is asexual.
Love confronts evil.
Love delights in pleasure.
Love touches and weeps and flirts and feeds and creates.
Love is risky.
Love challenges systemic evil in all its forms.
Love is simple but not easy.
Love is collective.
Love rises up.
Love apologizes.
Love believes.
Love corrects.
Love holds accountable.
Love pays reparations.
Love heals.
Love tells its story.
Love embraces everyone, every creature, every creation.
It knows us intimately. It holds us collectively.
Love transcends every boundary that seeks to confine it.
It will not tolerate violence in its name.
It does no harm.
It only sets free.




Resist the nonsense that narrows and abuses and individualizes
and profits off of love…
Love your friends.
Love your people.
Love collectively.
Love justice.
Love truth.
Love your body.
Love the soil and the air and the water.
Love wisdom.
Love the earthy, creaturely, planetary. 
Love queerly.
Love vulnerably.
Love deep.
Love by respecting boundaries.
Love by growing.
Love through risk.
Love through solidarity.
Love through mutual aid and redistribution.
Love by listening.
Love by paying attention.
Love by holding accountable and inviting accountability.
Love strangers.
Love by encouraging.
Love generously.
In whatever ways practices of love are discouraged by forces of dominance, ways that threaten their stability and make possible collective flourishing…love those ways the most.
 


Whatever else you might say about it,
Love is queer. queerer than Queer.
Which is to say, it flows more freely between and betwixt
then even our strangest surmise.
Don’t be afraid to let it unravel all your preconceptions.
It’s ok to grow aflutter at its notions of
possibilities yet explored, worlds yet revealed.
Go ahead and let it win you over (and over again)
with all the gestures of affection scattered promiscuously
throughout the land and waters, across species and friendships.
It wishes to beckon all of us away from the
tired romance of hierarchies and domination
that know so little about what it means to be alive,
why we are so unsatisfied,
or how to tend longings that span generations.
Be forewarned, however.
Like all that is queer, risk is involved.
Abandoned into such arms, you will find yourself
at odds with gods and empires.
Their wrath is not to be dismissed,
but neither are we, the queers and the queer –
Love and all the peculiar power
of those who find and cherish each other
materially, affectionately, relentlessly.

– 




Lent Communion 

The Holy One be with you
And also with you
Open your hearts to the One who is Love
We open our hearts to you, O God
Let us give thanks to God, who gives us courage
To the One who calls us to lives of service, we give thanks and praise

From our beginning, you shaped us to live in service to one another and all the earth. You set us in the garden to co-create life with you. You surrounded us with creatures and creations that depend on our care. Our destinies have always been wrapped up in one another – our individual well-being bound to the well-being of all.

Therefore we join our voices with your people on earth and all the company of the heavens,
singing praise to you,
Holy, Holy, Holy One
God of justice and love
Heaven and earth are full of your wonder
Hosanna among us

Gracious One,  we struggle with spirits of fear and greed that tempt us away from your original plan for us. We excuse ourselves from responsibilities to our neighbors. We struggle to believe we have anything to offer to the whole.  And at times we knowingly do harm to others for the sake of our own gain.

You know our struggles, O God. And so you sent us Jesus.
In him we learn how to show up for one another. Jesus lived in service to collective well-being. He sought out those in need of community. He befriended the ones who were isolated. He challenged the structures that destroy.
Through his life, you taught us that the same capacities live in us. We too can choose the way of service to collective life. You have given each of us gifts to play our part.

The same spirit of courage that kept Jesus proclaiming love even in the face of death lives in us.

On the night of his arrest, Jesus shared a meal with his companions.
He took bread, blessed it, broke it, gave it to his disciples and said:
“This is my body which is given for you.
Do this in remembrance of me.”

After the meal, he took the cup, blessed it, and shared it saying:
“This cup that is poured out is the new covenant.”

In remembrance of all you have done to save us,
we proclaim the mystery of our faith:
Christ was birthed among us.
Christ was killed among us.
Christ rises again among us. 

Pour out your Spirit on these gifts and make this bread and this cup sustenance for our lenten journey. By your grace, may we experience anew the call you place on our lives to serve one another. In feasting at your table, may our hearts be filled with courage once again to follow Christ, come what may.

In collective longing for a taste of your Kindom on earth,
we join together in echoing the prayer of Jesus:

Our Creator, who art in heaven, hallowed be thy name
Thy Kindom come, thy will be done
on earth as it is in heaven.
Give us this day our daily bread,
And forgive us our trespases as we forgive those who trespassed against us.
Lead us not into temptation but deliver us from evil.
For thine is the Kindom, the power, and the glory forever.
Amen.

Prayer after receiving

God, your bread and your cup renew our spirits. No matter the times we have failed to show up to your call, or to our own needs, or to the cries of our neighbors, you receive us again. May your unending grace be our foundation as we journey with Christ towards justice. Amen.





Ash Wednesday
we come from the earth,
and to the earth we will return.
a place, holy and dark,
where divinity knits the web of life,
queering beginnings and endings and beginnings.

more of a sacred integration
than a divine abduction,
this is a gradual evolution,
moving with respect for the way a life lingers.

eventually and with time,
destruction is made fodder for seeds.
death, a nutrient for life.
decay, a slow unfolding of future’s potential.

it’s not without its complications –
this claim of eternal composting –
for one thing,
it smells wretched.
but it is honest.
and we need more of that.

and anyway, behold the gardens,
and ponder ocean floors.
consider the harvests on which we feast
and the verdant tables set before wild things.

to be born again like that.

Isn’t that god?
isn’t that redemption?
isn’t that a miracle?
isn’t that enough?



my old dog’s ashes sit in a jar by the fireplace
and remnants of my beloved friend—impossibly dead—have been offered me, too

(i do not let go easily
and that’s my offering, and curse)

when i die, i can imagine nothing more gruesome
than being pumped with preservatives
and left toxic in satin

fling me into the wind
the water, the soil
may mycelium find me, repurpose and resurrect me
into something like eternal life

ashes to ashes to earth to the air
tuck me in treasured places, if you’d like
and leave bits of me in the places where i’ve gone to pray and felt free—
delores park, and the rose garden where for four years i watched the sun set each night over the bay,
spring park and grey’s lake and prospect park too, and now hickory hill
and of course the mountains that gave place to my birth, and the carolina coastline where i learned to love dark depths as divine
pieces of me are already scattered
flung far and wide

most of the universe is dark matter
dark energy, too
which means most of what holds us is
holy mystery
unknown, unnamed, untamed

we become holy and whole
by holding each other through
holding space for the losses
the griefs, we can barely bear

this year, my ashes come from last night’s fire
and rather than wear them on my forehead
they sit cupped in a bowl
which sits cupped in my hands
which are cupped to receive
something like healing, or wisdom, or breath

ashes and soil and tulsi and salt
flame burning, too
and a tiny baby succulent
because life
takes infinite fractal forms
and healing is something like transforming
pain into magic

this season, may we remember
we remember who we are
when we move with and for each other

a murmuration of starlings
a trembling of finches
an exhumation of skylarks
a wisdom of owls

a conspiration of humans
we need each other, urgently

there are so many songs waiting to be sung
so many dreams to be dreamt
and love letters waiting to become

– Rev. Anna Blaedel



When the garden was lush,
still brimming with life and beauty,
rich in nutrients and possibility,
God gathered the soil of the earth,
and breathed us into life.

Not a man – an Adamah.
Earth creature.
A being of the soil.
First a lonely one.
Then love called for two,
differentiated and distinct,
but also  flesh of my flesh,
bone of my bone.
Both, soil of the earth,
Kin to all that lives.
Created very good, indeed.

From dust we were created,
And to dust we will return.

This refrain calls us back to our gritty and humble beginnings.
It jolts us awake by reminding us of death.
The inevitable returning home.

When the time comes,
the garden, the body of the earth that birthed us,
will welcome us back like the forgiveness of God,
embracing us in ways that will transform even the most cruel among us
into sources of nourishment for lives to come.

It doesn’t make sense, this grace.
For generations, some have worked feverishly to sever us from our family tree,
hacking over and over at the roots of finitude and flesh, destroying everything and everyone that tells the story
of who we really are –
vulnerable and precarious creatures,
hungry for relationship,
starved in isolation,
not set above our earthly kin,
but set within a delicate web of interconnection.
So much has been destroyed  betraying this origin story.

From dust we were created,
and to dust we will return.
But we don’t have to wait.

We cannot evade death,
but we can choose life
in these fleeting precious days.
We can mend,
we can protect,
we can repent,
we can return.

If we just pay attention,
to our bodies,
each other,
the birds and the air,
we can recognize the holy groans
of the earth calling us home.



It’s not at all about the need to think of ourselves as awful.
For many of us, that already comes too easy.
If you don’t need a smear across your forehead
because you wear it on your heart every day
hear these words:

You are not awful.
God doesn’t think you’re awful.
You were not created awful.

There’s nothing divine that is born from believing you are awful.
If this is hard for you to accept, to believe, to hold deeply in your smeared heart,
spend some time with that this season.
You have been lied to.
Heal.
Resist.
Unlearn those prayers that make you small.
Come alive again before you remember death.

But then, when you do,
when you remember you are good,
don’t settle for believing the journey is complete.
It was never only yours to begin with.

Let it lead you to questions of us:
Why do we,
so good,
turn on each other?

Why do we,
so good,
allow for evil to flourish
through white supremacy
or patriarchy
or poverty
or queer and transphobia?
Created good.
Created good.
Created good.
But collectively invested in evil.
In its stories.
In its profits.
In its familiar.

To re-member
is a collective occasion.
A communal acknowledgment
of the choices before us.

Let the remembering
that we are dust
and to dust we will return
be a reckoning with our inseparable lives and deaths
be an apology for all we have chosen instead of each other
be a grounding in the promise
that we come from holy soil.
Holy dirt.
Holy dust.
Created good.
In need of tending.
Rich with potential for beauty.
Hungry for nutrients.
Wild and unruly.
Vulnerable.
The dust births new life.
The dust receives the dead.
In the dust we find each other
today
or eventually.
Lenten Prayers

(Commissioned for Lenten resource in 2020 by St. Paul’s UMC, Houston, TX)

Spirit of God,
when paths of transformation
lead me into times of wilderness –
periods of learning and unlearning,
realities winding and unruly,
may your presence be my steady companion.

If I feel afraid
of the unfamiliar or unknown –
a stranger to where you are leading,
remind me I do not go alone.
All who seek your Wisdom are wandering.

When I forget, remind me this is part of Love’s work.
Help me to be patient with my journey,
letting Love set the pace.
If I feel ashamed,
confronted by regrets,
embarrassed by ignorance,
or trapped by snares of guilt…
may your grace be near,
and let courage steady my way.

To you, I will turn for nourishment along the way.
Remembering the simple pleasures of being alive.
Of being together.
Of being among the creations of your hand.

There is no stretch of the earth where delight cannot be found.
All with the desire to further the common good,
lead me more deeply into the heart of Love.
In the company of your promises,
faith shall be my guide.





Divine Creator,
when you first stirred the waters
and breathed into the soil of the earth,
all life was able to flourish.
From birth to death, there was enough.

Creatures and creations lived in cooperation.
The land. The water. The animals. The people.
All part of the family of God.

But as evil and greed permeated the hearts of humanity,
so began the interruption of Love’s natural rhythms.
We distanced ourselves from our creaturely neighbors,
and began to see the land as little more than fields of profit.

We have made ourselves strangers to our own home,
neglecting the wild in us,
forgetting our place among the whole of things.

Renew us, O God,
to right-relationship with the earth,
with our own bodies born from soil and water,
with our neighbors who bear the worst consequences of our consumption and negligence.

May we be the ones who mend what has been destroyed,
who confront the powerful who plunder and leave barren,
who desires transformation of our own hearts and practices,
that life’s abundance may be restored upon the earth,
and all creatures and creations
may rest in your care.





Gentle One,
in the midst of all the world’s noise,
we struggle to hear your whispers of care.
“Come and rest,”
You beckon.

Our never-ending lists,
days too short,
pressures so high,
they make us weary.

Whether our labor is paid,
or the search for work is our toil.

Whether we tend with care to the needs of our loved ones at home
or gift time to the collective cries for justice,
there are so many ways we grow tired.

Reaching out,
patient and inviting.
“Come and rest,”
you beckon,
again and again.

To trust in You
is to remember limitations,
release control,
and let our earnest offerings be enough.
You do not ask any one person to lift the burdens from the world.
The Sacred labors of life
belong to all of us and none of us.

For everything that doesn’t get done..
For all that we desire to protect but cannot…
For every hurt we cannot tend…
Fill us with a deep assurance,
of your presence that abides in all things,
Through all things.

You abandon no one in their struggle.
Let your Sabbath be our renewal
of body, of mind, of spirit.





Beloved One,
though you are as close as our own breath,
still, we treat you as a distant stranger.
Forgive us for the ways we Other you
because we cannot bear the possibilities
of recognizing you in our own flesh.

More comfortable with a god we cannot imagine
than one who is queer,
or detained,
falling in love,
or just learning to walk,
we deny the holy of our neighbors.
We bury the Sacred in us.

Forgive us for believing the ones who tell us
there’s somewhere you’d rather be than here:
In these bodies.
On this land.
In our neighbors.

Great Liberator,
Mother of Life,
Gentle Spirit,
You dwell within.
You linger around.
You are always within reach.
That Love is so close,
That Justice is so near –
We can hardly believe,
But God, we desire to.





Plant in me, O God,
Your visions of restoration.
I long to be a field
where all your hopes blossom;

Make my heart a place of refuge,
for every shattered dream of peace.

Let my imagination run wild,
as dreams of Justice are birthed from within.
I don’t want to waste this life
shackled by despair,
confined by fear,
a stranger to the miracle of being alive.
I want to be fully awake
to all the beauty that surrounds.
I want to be determined in hope –
a relentless pursuer of what could be.
I want to be a messenger of belonging,
to every soul that weighs heavy
under narratives of bigotry or hate.

I have known what it is to be a stranger to joy.
But this ancient story of love,
sustaining generation after generation,
in labors of liberation –
it frees me from my fear.

No longer will I view life on evil’s terms.
No more will I submit to rules of dominance.
But in the freedom of Christ,
You make my spirit rise.





Tender One,
You hold all the world’s grief close.
With every word that cuts,
every policy that demeans,
every act of violence or corruption,
You draw near to the ones who ache.
You comfort the broken hearted
and shore up beside the afflicted.

We know it’s not enough only to weep,
but your compassion reminds us
we cannot mend the world
without bearing witness to its sorrow.

Keep us from despair that overcomes,
but never let us become strangers to the world’s ache –
turning away from the pain of our neighbor,
or growing accustomed to violence that shouldn’t be.
Whatever evil may befall us,
whatever destruction we may witness,
may we never grow cold to Love
or be convinced of the inevitability of cruelty.

Jesus, ever-present to the pain around him,
did not escape into the safety of indifference –
even in the shadow of the cross.
His care for the suffering
and his confidence in your liberating ways,
made him kind,
softened him to even the hardest hearts,
and kindled in him Your love for humanity.

Love that appears foolish.
Love that resists evil.
Love that makes way for the Kindom.
Make it so among us, O God,
and lead us in the ways of compassion.





Holy One,
your Strange ways,
they astound us.

Among the mighty, your Wisdom is called foolish.
While others assert their power with force,
Yours unfolds like an invitation.
You never resort to weapons.
You turn from all paths of domination.
Beauty and truth are your means of persuasion.
Freedom is your promise.

While empire shouts false promises of security,
using fear to turn us against each other,
You whisper things of vulnerability,
of meals at table and sharing what we have,
of solidarity and new life.

When you, the Sacred, took on flesh,
You sought neither thrones nor prestige,
but made your friends among the outcast.

Sex workers.
The imprisoned.
The hungry and the ill.
The fed up and the weary.

Though you were presented with every opportunity
to seek importance among the elite,
to the end, you choose the edges,
making your home among the vulnerable,
living in solidarity with the criminalized and despised.
we hope to be strange like you.
Strangers to all that normalizes evil,
to power that corrupts,
to practices that demean or neglect.

Make us faithful to the peculiar calling of Christ.
Unafraid to bear the names of the despised.
Firmly planted in the confidence of your Holy Mystery –
the strange love that calls us to fight with and for each other,
and awakens us to the joy you set before us.





Palm Sunday
On Palm Sunday, we recall the energy of collective hope. The kind that cuts through the everyday ordinary oppressive lies and unveils their fragility. The kind that catches like fire, sparked by the courage of one, or a few, or entire community, seizing a moment to make a righteous disruption. The kind that rallies the people into the streets, chanting the words that make empires tremble. Salvation is here – not in the distance. Salvation is among us – it will not trickle down from on high. Salvation looks like the humble, the angry, the oppressed, the weary. Jesus shows us what it looks like to claim the power given to us. Boldly. In community. In resistance to destruction and in pursuit of shared flourishing.

The chants echo across generations.

Expressions of longing for salvation that is collective, material, and spiritual:

Like community that harbors and holds.
Like resources shared and redistributed.
Like proclamations that restore the hope of the people and lure toward other ways
of perceiving, of living, of being human.






Maundy Thursday

To be a chosen companion on the night before his arrest
To share in this one final meal: bread and cup and company
To notice the energy in the room – gentle and deep
To know and not-know how precious this time
To feel something quiet and brave, asking for trust
To worry anyway, about him and them and us
To be present, feasting on laughter that breaks through
To share in this love, as palpable as it’s ever been

I wonder: how might I live
to become the kind of friend,
the kind of kin and comrade
with whom such holy shelter can be shared,
with whom such honest vigil can be held,
as bombs and cages and crosses loom,
and the soldiers of the state lace up their tattered boots

--

Jesus had a felt sense of the closeness of his arrest. Like so many who agitate destructive systems, who refuse to turn their back on Love – of their communities, of Life, of neighbors, of their own created goodness – Jesus sensed the powers that be would soon strike. So he broke bread with friends. He encouraged them. He also grew increasingly anxious and afraid. And he asked for their support as he prayed in the garden, resisting the deepening urge to turn from his call.

This night reminds us how deeply we need each other in this work of Love. Bearing the consequences of living faithfully to one another despite the threats of power can be lonely and painful and destructive. Oppression depends on isolating us each in our struggles. 

We must hear and ask of each other: “will you stay awake with me?”

Will you companion me while the church persecutes me and my lovers?

Will you help me feel less alone as I confront the one who did violence against me and my body?

Will you also bear some of the weight – in material ways – of fighting white supremacy?

Will you hold my hand while I walk past the protestors at the abortion clinic?

Will you care for me after gender affirming surgery when my family turns me away?

It’s too much for one.
It’s always been too much for one.
Even one who is fully alive to the God in them.
Let us not fall asleep while our neighbors pray,
“let this cup pass from me!”

Let us not forget this faith is collective work.
Let us not be afraid to cry for support in the midst.
Tonight we hold Vigil with Jesus and receive the invitation – vulnerable, powerful, sacred – of those who need companionship because the destructive powers have drawn near.

To all who fall asleep from sorrow
weary from the tolls of violence
drained by betrayals, unforeseen or expected
exhausted by systems of cruelty –
Let yourself feel empty.
Stop, for a moment, trying to push through.
Allow your body to say ‘no more.’
We can only hold so much. This is not a weakness.
A heart hard enough to withstand all the world’s grief has already broken.

Yes, it aches when we can’t meet each others’ needs.
Yes, it hurts to feel helpless before suffering.
Yes, we show up anyway with all the love and offerings we have.

But as long as empires reign
they will carve their costly holes in
every web of care we weave.
What posture of grief can honor this –
that it is and isn’t enough?





Good Friday
Beware, beloveds,
this playbook has ancient roots.
Empire makes a case for itself:
Says its power will protect.
Says there is so much to fear.
Says there is no other way but this.
Creates unlivable conditions.
Criminalizes whole communities.
Deploys language like illegal, groomer, terrorist
and turns neighbor against neighbor.
Confuses its weapons with the will of God,
as mothers weep at their dying children’s feet.
How ordinary the extraordinary violence that took his life.
How many are sacrificed on this cruel altar.
How dare we call this salvation
and wonder why we are still so afraid.



We will not look to the cross for what saves us. Let us refuse to glorify empire’s violence or try to blunt its terror. Surely, the stomach of god turns at every prayer casting this tragedy in their name. This is a day for bearing witness to all the lives and life destroyed through theologies of dominance, institutional sacrifices, imperial and colonizing forces, and stories that sabotage from the inside out. Lands and peoples, spirits and futures, creatures and communities. Blessed is this flesh of god. We remember. We weep. We remain followers of defiant love.





A Good Friday contemplative service of song and poetry

Palm Sunday, dear ones, was a protest. A march. A demonstration. A witness. Roman leaders of Empire generally wanted Jerusalem lightly policed, knowing that transparent tactics of fear and control could foment resistance. Except during large festivals. Passover was a large festival. Telling the story of freedom. Of exile and return. Of liberation from Pharaoh’s oppression and captivity. There’s nothing like a festival commemorating the deliverance of people from their oppressors to make the modern-day oppressors nervous.

The people shouted “hosanna!” Save us.

Jesus—a Palestinian Jew, a teacher and healer and prophet—had been working to do exactly that. Working for justice and liberation and healing, working to save people from the systems of supremacy and domination resulting in poverty, racial and ethnic hierarchy, gender oppression, sexual shame, violence, retribution.

The Holy Week story is a story that binds our stories together:

Being betrayed by people, institutions, and systems unwilling to summon courage to take risks on behalf of justice, kindness, compassion, care.

The holy challenge of getting woke, staying awake, and continuing to tend to beauty and pain together, without becoming bitter.

The horrible powers of institutions and institutional leaders to wield harm and death, while saying their hands are tied, and nothing else is possible.

The holy power of ordinary people resisting by telling the truth, tending to each others’ needs, and refusing to just go along to get along.

How the healing salve of salvation comes, unexpectedly, when it seems like all is lost. especially when it seems like all is lost.

We know that there is no Easter without Good Friday. We know that life and death are bound together. We know that violence and healing are, too. Today we sit, and linger, and tend to the mess of it all. We grieve. We keep vigil. We listen. We lament. We open ourselves to how this story is still unfolding…

[You’re invited to read, to listen, to reflect to this weaving of poetry, scripture, and song]

What Abides, by Jan Richardson
Read: Luke 22:14-27

Bernice Johnson Reagon, There’s a New World Coming
Read: Luke 22:28-46

Lp, Don’t Let Me Down
Read: Luke 22:47-63

Odetta, Sometimes I Feel Like a Motherless Child
Read: Luke 22:63-71

Sweet Honey in the Rock, I’m Gonna Stay on the Battlefield
Read: Luke 23:1-25

Sweet Honey in the Rock, Wade in the Water
Read: Luke 23:26-43

Nina Simone, I Wish I Knew How It Would Feel to Be Free
Read: Luke 23:44-56

Sia, Bird Set Free

The Magdalene’s Blessing, by Jan Richardson

Anna Blaedel & M Jade Kaiser




Holy Saturday

What do you do with your grief, the day after?
When the damage has been done?
When the very intentional performance of dominance
has stolen another beloved away?
What do you do with your grief?
Do you bury it? Do you resent it?
Do you fear it will carry you away?
Do you soothe it? Do you listen to it?
Do you answer it like a call from somewhere old,
somewhere emerging, somewhere dark and holy
where the entire cosmos is waiting on you
to scream its scream of freedom?
It is far too quiet here, for all this loss.




The call of Holy Saturday, is to practice remaining. To remain with pain, to bear witness to wounds. This is central to the work of redemption. Witness and with-ness are practices of new life, practices opening new possibilities, practices of resurrection. Holy Saturday reminds us that redemption is encountered not in victory over death, but through remaining with death in a way that honors both life and loss, gift and grief, fear and wonder. No easy answers. No quick fixes. No superficial platitudes. God meets us in deep, complicated, and messy ways; God dwells in deep, complicated, and messy places.

Rev. Anna Blaedel



Easter

Some say it means death has been overcome –
death has no power, no sting!
But death has never been my enemy.
And empire, in all its Sunday best,
goes on and on and on with its terror
as hymns of hallelujah drown out
the sounds of sadness.
I turn my face to the sun
and feel the warm gentle promise
of a more honest hope
born of lands and generations,
lineages of freedom and labors of liberation.
I listen as love hums softly its ancient, aching wisdom.
Still here. Still here.




Keep your proclamations of grandeur.
Give me an easter as small as a seed.
One that can be planted while it’s still cold outside.
One that can be watered with tears,
and takes time and patience to grow.

I don’t need to know how large it will become,
how long until it blossoms,
or even if it will be pretty.
I only want it to grow roots that dig deep down,
striving for life in the underbelly of the world.

Spare me the cosmic promises of other-worldly escape
and point me to the Sacred possibilities within reach.
Tell me again about how the nutrients born from decay
keep even the saddest places brimming with potential for life.


Don’t be fooled by the way we tell the story.
Resurrection is rarely a swift occurrence.
Just look to forest floors or the pages of history
and find the pace of sacred things.

Trust the hidden work of god
quietly moving beneath the fractured and fissured surface:
tending and holding.
pruning and clarifying.
undoing and recreating.

If all is still quiet,
take heart and remain.
There is so much courage in
hope that resists timelines
compressed by technology and profit.
There is so much power in
refusing to rush or be rushed
in righteous labors of reorienting and repair.

May divine unfoldings be granted all the space they need.
May the testimony of freshly budding things
strengthen and inspire us.
May the wisdom of generations
be our teachers, our anchors, our comfort.






Pentecost

In the last days,
which is to say, when today had come
the people saw no shortage
of portents and signs:
nightmarish dreams and haunting realities,
blood, and fire, and smoky mist,
violent winds and divided tongues,
starving bodies becoming battlegrounds, 
more than one valley of bones.

“What does this mean?”

Sing, Spirit, sing:

“From Palestine to Mexico, the border walls have got to go!
From Palestine to the Philippines, stop the US war machine!” 
“They must be drunk.”

Dismissed, derided, disparaged, deported.
 
We who believe another world is possible.
We, seeking salvation from numbness, distraction, despair.
We, bewildered by grief deeper than any one tongue.

We, gathered together – for Pentecost, for Shavuot, for El Al-Adha, for Liberation –
we are breathing together. 
Breath. Spirit. God. Change.
Breathe into the chaos.
Breathing together, we conspire together.

“Save us!” we cry. From evils extraordinary and banal:
from every supremacy and savior complex,
from the isolation that accentuates any – every – threat,
from every insipid promise made by sameness or assimilation,
and every intoxicating assurance of dominance or control. 
“What does this mean?”

Massacres will never save us.
Devastation, dear ones, is no portent nor sign of devotion.
Revenge has never repaired a life, a land, a heart, a soul.
Catastrophes collide and accumulate – the Shoa, the Nakba, the Doctrine of Discovery, the Middle Passage…

It matters, so much, what fuels our visions of what could yet be:
cowardice or courage, individual ascent or shared flourishing, segregation or solidarity. 

And so, we recognize, and remember, and root.
Each act of care or resistance: a promise.
Each act of devotion: sacred.
Each moment, each life: an invitation.
 
Until our arms, outstretched, are feeding each other,
all that we have, each according to their need.
Everyone giving, everyone receiving.

Until our hands are no longer covered in the blood
of our beloveds, murdered and martyred,
or of others’ beloveds, slain by our bombs, our disregard, our neglect.

Until our hands are no longer stained by blood at all, but
by mulberries, and karkade, and musakhan, shared. 

Come, Spirit, come.

Rev. Anna Blaedel



Wrap us in the winds of those early days
aflame with dreams and prophecies
Arouse our weary longings
Form among us strange connections
across land and tongue

Make us drunk with the magic
of an encounter so holy
that we can’t make sense of any other way than:
solidarity in bread and shelter
solidarity in truth and consequence
solidarity in ordinary acts of life

Let us linger in the faith of those ancestors
Their testimonies, brave and enticing

No loyalty to state nor power nor wealth
Only to this wild and surprising love
Ancient and Abiding
Pentecost is coming.

It will be an end and a beginning.
It will bewilder and confuse.
Though some will fight it,
the aching world calls it forth with urgency.

Come, Spirit, come.
The Spirit who moves like “a rush of violent wind…”
Who appears like fire…
Who is the breath of God…
She comes to us unconcerned with order,
wild with freedom,
turning over anything and everything that stands in Her way.

Let Her come and fill our mouths with words we didn’t know we could speak.
Let Her come and help us hear in languages we once could not understand.

She is being poured out.
The people will prophesy.
The heavens will draw near.
The chorus of voices-past will join in
and proclaim the truth of God.
Justice will come.

Do not be like the ones who sneer and ask, “are they drunk?”
Do not be surprised by what’s happening as if the scriptures and history and the prophets have not foretold…
You’ve heard it said –
The sun will burn out and the moon turn to blood
before the day of Justice arrives.

Instead, open your hearts
and pray that God’s grace
may carry you into the Kindom.

Let courage rise up.
Let passion enflame.
Let love transform.
Let weeping fill the land.

There will be no peace until there is justice.
No healing until wrongs are made right.

Come, Spirit, Come.
And turn the world of evil upside-down.



Halloween

Listen,
God is howling at the moon.
Let the strange come out of hiding.
Let imagination rise from the grave.
Let all who are named
Freak, Monster, Weirdo, or That Which Others Should Fear
call out to the gifts in each other.
When destruction is made normal,
we need all the wild, all the odd, all the unusual we can get.
Blessed be the tricksters, stirring up trouble when evil desires calm.
Praise God for the prophets who linger with us like ghosts.
Hallelujah to the children,
Knocking on the hearts of strangers,
chasing joy from door to door.
When evil is lurking in broad daylight,
we practice our courage in the night.
Nourish that which has bite,
Unleash the impulse to scream,
Feed the desire to haunt the unjust.
Let us keep trying on possibilities like costumes,
until we discover the ones
that will leave evil
trembling 





All Saints

all saints, all souls
all hallowed, all of life —
life’s sacredness, may it be my north star,
forever and ever, amen.
how am i honoring the dead?
how am i fighting like hell for the living?
how are you? how are we?
the earth is weeping a cold rain,
the trees are surrendering their leaves,
and we who are alive — how can we be
anything but stripped bare?
marked by loss, untethered by grief, hollowed out by horrors that defy language?
the word genocide rings hollow, when hearts remain unmoved. the word democracy does too.
are we honoring the dead, and fighting like hell for the living?
life’s sacredness, may it be our north star,
forever and ever, amen.
life’s sacredness, may it haunt us,
forever and ever, amen.
life’s sacredness, may it move us, compel us, inspire us, guide us — into possibilities we can barely, barely, barely, barely, barely dare to dream. forever and ever, amen.

– Rev. Anna Blaedel



To the Saints:

How do we say thank you?
To you who
dreamed.
fought.
believed.
suffered.
To you who showed us
what incredible things
humans are capable of
under the most
challenging of circumstances.
We kneel to your courage.
We pray to acquire your faith.
We praise God,
the Divine in you.

Are you with us still,
in these days of grief?

Are you companioning us
in this long journey to justice
or
weeping
at the vanity
of it all?

Will you tell us your secrets?
Whisper softly in our direction
about when you wanted to quit,
when you got tired,
when you weren’t sure
if any of it mattered
or if it was worth
the costs.

What kept you going?

Was it your own prayers
to the saints
who went before you?
Did you long to make them proud?

Was it seeing God
in your people
yearning to live
free?

Was it us – the future ones,
now enfleshed?

More important than your answers
is simply your assurance that
you asked the same questions
as budding prophets today
and kept living love
anyway.



through the ages

God you have been with us throughout the ages.

You have bore witness to the ways in which the story of us – of all that has come into being – has been woven together piece by piece, life by life.

We recognize, today, that it is because of the saints who have gone before us, that we are. Those who have struggled for justice, who have given so that others may live more freely – we would not be, if not for them.

In remembrance and gratitude, we name the saints who hungered for righteousness and whose sacrifices have contributed to a more just society:

(community names individuals)

Because of those who have loved us – those who have nurtured us, embraced us, celebrated us, or supported us. We are because they were. In remembrance and gratitude, we name the saints who have shaped our lives and being.

(community names individuals)

We also hold in remembrance the ones whose lives were taken by injustice, the ones who were severed from their own sense of belovedness, those who passed on our faith, who gave us art, gave us song, gave us poetry. We are because they were.

Like us, we know they were imperfect too. There is no life that is not messy and contradictory, often betraying the very justice and love we seek to embody. And yet, you, O God, promise that our labor to 
Love is never made in vain.

Help us to lean on the witness of those who have gone before us, drawing on the love, justice, community, and faith that weaves us together, generation after generation – past, present, and future.

With gratitude and in remembrance we pray, Amen.





Advent Communion

The Holy One be with you
And also with you
Open your hearts to the One who is Love
We open our hearts to you, O God
Let us give thanks to God with us
To the One who took on flesh, we give thanks and praise

Creator of all that is, Mother of life itself, by your hand we were formed.
You made us relational.
You created us to thrive – not alone, but together.
You shaped the entire cosmos so that every form of life depends on another.

You never intended for us to power through these lives alone.
You made us strong and resilient people, but equally vulnerable and dependent on you, the earth, and all our neighbors.
You gifted us with the need to rely on one another,
bone of each other’s bone, flesh of each other’s flesh.

In your wisdom, you created us with both desire and need to be in community.

Therefore we join our voices with your people on earth and all the company of the heavens,
singing praise to you,
Holy, Holy, Holy One
God of justice and love
Heaven and earth are full of your wonder
Hosanna among us

In our longing for your presence with us, we often expect your arrival in traditional places of power. We seek our hope and salvation in the false promises of dominance and might. But instead, you brought us salvation through vulnerability. You too became bone of our bone, flesh of our flesh. God, in the form of a baby, you made yourself dependent on us. An infant, revealing the transformative power of giving and receiving love through human flesh.

Throughout the life of Jesus, we saw lives transformed by your willingness to make yourself vulnerable. And yet, the same vulnerability also came at a price. Though some fed you and raised you and befriended you, others persecuted you to the point of death. Seeking to eradicate their own feelings of vulnerability, those in power preyed on yours.

Still, today, we often crucify the ones who dare to risk it all on love.

On the night of his arrest, Jesus shared a meal with his companions.
He took bread, blessed it, broke it, gave it to his disciples and said:
“This is my body which is given for you.

Do this in remembrance of me.”
After the meal, he took the cup, blessed it, and shared it saying:
“This cup that is poured out is the new covenant.”

In remembrance of all you have done to save us,
we proclaim the mystery of our faith:
Christ was birthed among us.
Christ was killed among us.
Christ rises again among us. 

Pour out your Spirit on these gifts, O God. Give us a taste of resurrection hope that lasts through even the most challenging of relational betrayals. Meet us in this bread and this cup and hear the prayers of your people in this aching world. Come, O Come, Emmanuel.

In collective longing for a taste of your Kindom on earth,
we join together in echoing the prayer of Jesus:
Our Creator, who art in heaven, hallowed be thy name
Thy Kindom come, thy will be done
on earth as it is in heaven.
Give us this day our daily bread,
And forgive us our trespasses as we forgive those who trespassed against us.

Lead us not into temptation but deliver us from evil.
For thine is the Kindom, the power, and the glory for ever.
Amen.

Prayer after receiving

God, we recognize the ways you still make yourself vulnerable to us today. In gratitude for a taste of your Kindom, may our discipleship shape us into fierce protectors of the vulnerable, give us courage to practice our own vulnerability, and help us to honor the sacredness of our need for one another. In Christ’s name we pray, Amen.
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Advent Wreath Liturgies

Opening prayer 

(You may choose to read this each week or abbreviate it to the last paragraph for weeks 2-4)

We come to know you, Holy One, as Wisdom Incarnate, as Flickering Flame, as Spirit of Life, as Hope, Peace, Joy, and Love, Enfleshed. You come to us as the Stranger, and the Strange. Often we do not recognize you. Often we turn away from your gifts and your demands. Yet you come to us in Wilderness, in the Impossible Made Possible, in Silence and Singing and Sighs Too Deep for Words. You abhor dominance, mastery, fear, and control. You are made known to us in Vulnerability, and Courage, and Divesting from the Powers of Empire. We come to you this Advent in need, with longing, in pain, captive to fear, desiring a more just world, a more livable life for all of us, for the earth, for every living thing caught and held in this inescapable network of mutual interdependence we call this one wild and precious Life. We long for you. We long for healing. We long for liberation. We long for different systems and patterns of relating.

And so, this Advent, we pause. We breathe. We pray. We dig deep. We reach out. We rise up. We remember. We vision. We sit with the pain. We stay with the trouble. We wait, expectant. We light candles. We labor. We open to You, and to one another, and to the Sacred Mystery that is Emmanuel, God-With-Us, Love Incarnate, Divinity Enfleshed.

Advent 1 – Hope

The Hope of God-With-Us does not come as guaranteed outcome, or predetermined plan, or promise of a happy ending. Hope cannot be imposed from on high. Hope cannot be commanded. The Hope of God-With-Us is courageous, risky, unfolding, indeterminate. The Hope of God-With-Us is collective, liberating us from deadly complacency. Hope is gestating in darkness; it comes unexpectedly. Hope invites our expectation, and demands our participation. Prepare the way, for hope with courage. May Hope be birthed among, within, and through us, this Advent. O Come, O Come, Emmanuel…

Advent 2 – Peace

The Peace of God-With-Us does not come as law and order, or enforcement and control. Peace cannot be imposed from on high. Peace cannot be commanded. The Peace of God-With-Us is chaotic, wild, unruly, unpredictable. The Peace of God-With-Us is collective, liberating us from deadly complicity. Peace is gestating in darkness; it comes unexpectedly. Peace invites our expectation, and demands our participation. Prepare the way, for peace with justice. May Peace be birthed among, within, and through us, this Advent. O Come, O Come, Emmanuel…

Advent 3 – Joy

The Joy of God-With-Us does not come as naïve optimism, or surface level feel-good-ness. Joy cannot be imposed from on high. Joy cannot be commanded. The Joy of God-With-Us is mingled with grief, exists side by side with mourning, knows that pain and death are all too real, but do not have the final word. This joy tends tenderly to beauty, and softness, and the gladness that comes from paying attention to what matters. The Joy of GodWith-Us is collective, liberating us from deadly despair. Joy is gestating in darkness; it comes unexpectedly. Joy invites our expectation, and demands our participation. Prepare the way, for joy with sorrow. May Joy be birthed among, within, and through us, this Advent. O Come, O Come, Emmanuel…

Advent 4 – Love

The Love of God-With-Us does not come as mere feeling, or sentimental fluff. Love cannot be imposed from on high. Love is our greatest commandment— tending tenderly to God, to other, and to self. The Love of God-With-Us is love in action, radical love practices: redistribution of resources and risks, solidarity with those most exposed to threat, hospitality to caravans, refugees, migrants, and sojourners, caring for those we’ve been taught to despise, or fear. This love is fierce, and tender. It defies unjust rules and flattens hierarchies of value. The Love of God-With-Us is collective, liberating us from deadly alienation. Love is gestating in darkness; it comes unexpectedly. Love invites our expectation, and demands our participation. Prepare the way, for Love enfleshed. May Love be birthed among, within, and through us, this Advent. O Come, O Come, Emmanuel…

Rev. Anna Blaedel 




Advent Prayers

season of advent.
active preparation.
radical play and sacred pretendings –
we practice the future,
making the impossible possible
with the fearlessness of children,
unrestrained by the stale logics of what is.a divine invitation extends:
do not be afraid.
try on dreams of tomorrow.
experiment with and for each other
moving together imaginatively,
in conflict. in rest. in material distribution.

we play until practice makes possible;
counter-performance constructs a counter-reality.
community preparing the way.
this is the time to try on the world to come;
to bring it close(r)
one small, ordinary, practice at a time.

practice, practice, practice.
neither a new way nor a new world
will come to us all at once.
not quickly.
not without failure(s).
not without patience and determination
but through holy repetition –
radical rituals of hope and curiosity,
of learning and unlearning,
mending and repairing,
inventing alternative habits of power,
that construct life anew.
divinity takes on flesh.
salvation draws near.


----

Our Sacred Companion,
as we recognize your nearness this Advent season,
we remember those for whom Love could not feel more distant.

May those who feel the wind of home’s door slamming in their face, those whose gender, sexuality, or practices of love are not welcome at the table, or the altar, or wherever their beloveds gather, may each be reminded that in their flesh, you make your home.

May those who will be setting one less place at the table this year
because love couldn’t survive,
or cancer came,
or time passed and the body was tired…
may each be free to let their hearts break, for the first time or all over again, with the assurance they are held in your tender care.

May those for whom the days feel too heavy with evil and injustice breathing too closely down their necks,
with pains of hunger, threats of violence, traces of relational betrayal, and policies and prejudices that feel like hands wrapped around the neck, each be buoyed by the collective, righteous fury that echoes across the centuries.

May they be met not with pity, not with a patronizing spirit, not with platitudes but with solidarity that extends well beyond the fleeting attention of media.

May each who feel lonely, tired, or unsettled, for whatever reason, or for no reason at all, be assured that all of that is welcome, that this celebration before us is about the ways the Sacred collides with the flesh,
in our sorrow,
in our hope,
in our fight,
in our longing,
in our regret,
in our delight,
in our together,
in our alone,
in all of it.
All of it.

Blessed be. And Amen.









Full Lessons and Carols Poetry Worship Service

Donated to the liturgy library by Collegiate UMC in Ames, IA for whom this service was originally crafted as a custom liturgy request

Opening prayer 

Spirit of Love,
We welcome you.
We celebrate your coming to abide with us.
And we remember the ways you have been faithfully companioning us since the beginning.
It was you who wove all life together.
Your glory is painted across all of creation.
Throughout history, over and over again, you have taken on flesh,
in the ordinary and the extraordinary,
in the vulnerability of infants,
the fierce proclamations of prophets,
the enduring hope of those who persevere under evil’s threats.
Where there is grief, where there is holy rage,
where there is fear or sacred imagination growing,
You abide across the ages.

Bless our time together, as we remember again the still-unfolding story of your love:
A love that comes to dwell among us.
A love that surprises and disrupts.
A love that reveals the way of liberation.
May it be so among us.
Amen.

Hope Candle

A poem from Nayyirah Waheed on hope:

“i don’t pay attention to the
world ending.
it has ended for me
many times
and began again in the morning.”

Candle lighting: The hope of God is honest. It names forthrightly the struggles of our shared lives – the evils and suffering that make hope both difficult and necessary. It reaches to us in the places bare, vulnerable, tender, and tired. And hope says hang on. Keep on. Press on with purpose. What feels impossible can become possible with God. As we light this candle, we reflect on all the small ways hope has taken on flesh around us this year.

– Brief moment of silence.

Scripture reading (adapted NRSV): Luke 4:16-21

When Jesus came to Nazareth, where he had grown up, he went to the synagogue on the sabbath day, as was his regular practice. He stood up to read, and the scroll of the prophet Isaiah was given to him. Jesus unrolled the scroll and found where it was written:

“The Spirit of God is upon me, because God has anointed me to bring good news to the poor. God has sent me to proclaim release to those held captive, and restoration to those who are broken open, and let the oppressed go free, to proclaim liberation, and jubilee.”

And Jesus rolled up the scroll, gave it back to the attendant, and sat down. The eyes of all in the synagogue were fixed on him. Then Jesus began to say to them, “Today, with your witness,  this scripture has been fulfilled.”
Song: O Come, O Come Emmanuel

Peace with Justice Candle

An excerpt from a poem by Joy Harjo:

Call upon the help of those who love you. These helpers take many forms: animal, element, bird, angel, saint, stone, or ancestor.

Call your spirit back. It may be caught in corners and creases of shame, judgment, and human abuse.
You must call in a way that your spirit will want to return.
Speak to it as you would to a beloved child.
Welcome your spirit back from its wandering. It may return in pieces, in tatters. Gather them together. They will be happy to be found after being lost for so long.
Your spirit will need to sleep awhile after it is bathed and given clean clothes.
Now you can have a party. Invite everyone you know who loves and supports you. Keep room for those who have no place else to go.

Make a giveaway, and remember, keep the speeches short.

Then, you must do this: help the next person find their way through the dark.

Candle lighting: Peace is the gift of God that follows practicing care for each other and living with moral integrity. Prophets bear testimony to the barriers of to peace among us. They chant faithfully in response to histories and present realities of racist violence, “no justice, no peace!” They echo the scriptures calling for justice and peace to rise and kiss. As we light this candle, we take a moment to reflect on an injustice that keeps people and communities from resting into the peace of God and calls us to deepen our engagement in the coming year.

– Brief moment of silence.

Scripture (adapted NRSV): Isaiah 11:6-9

The wolf shall live in peace with the lamb,
the leopard shall lie down with the newborn goat,
the calf and the lion and the fatling together,
and a little child shall lead them.
The cow and the bear shall graze,
their young shall lie down together;
and the lion shall eat straw like the ox.
The nursing child shall play over the viper’s nest,
and the weaned child shall put her hand on the adder’s den.
They who can kill so easily will not hurt or destroy any life;
for the earth will overflow with Divine Wisdom,
as the waters saturate the sea.

Song: Come Through Long Expected Jesus, v. 1

Joy Candle

A poem by Mary Oliver:

“If you suddenly and unexpectedly feel joy, don’t hesitate. Give in to it. There are plenty of lives and whole towns destroyed or about to be. We are not wise, and not very often kind. And much can never be redeemed. Still, life has some possibility left. Perhaps this is its way of fighting back, that sometimes something happens better than all the riches or power in the world. It could be anything, but very likely you notice it in the instant when love begins. Anyway, that’s often the case. Anyway, whatever it is, don’t be afraid of its plenty. Joy is not made to be a crumb.”

Candle: Joy does not keep us from grief or hide the world’s pain away. It brings its own offerings of delight, beauty, laughter, and sits them beside sorrows. Joy is the eternal abundance of small miracles that tether us to God’s aliveness even when death surrounds. As we light this candle of joy, we reflect on the sources of plenty in our lives – the feasts of holy abundance that sustain our spirits.

– Brief moment of silence.

Scripture (NRSV adapted): Luke 1:39-45

In those days Mary set out, and went with haste to a Judean town in the hill country, where she entered the house of Zechariah and greeted Elizabeth. When Elizabeth heard Mary’s geeting, the child leaped in her womb. And Elizabeth was filled with the Spirit, and exclaimed with a loud cry, “Blessed are you, and blessed is the life you are bearing forth. And why is this happening to me, that the mother of the Annointed One comes to me? For as soon as I heard the sound of your greeting, the child in my womb leapt for joy. And blessed is she who believes that the possibilities whispered by Spirit would come to be.”

Song: Joy to the World

Love Candle

A poem by Rupi Kaur:

most importantly love
like it’s the only thing you know how
at the end of the day all this
means nothing
this page
where you’re sitting
your degree
your job
the money
nothing even matters
except love and human connection
who you loved
and how deeply you loved them
how you touched the people around you
and how much you gave them

Candle: The greatest commandment – the one through which everything else must be interpreted: Love invites us, challenges us, changes us. Love is intimate and love is collective – it seeks a world of flourishing, within and without, for all life. As we light this candle, we reflect on the barriers that keep us from living out our full capacity to love and celebrate the freedom God has given us to break down those barriers together.

– Brief moment of silence.

Scripture (adapted NRSV): Luke 1:46-55

“My soul magnifies God,
and my spirit rejoices in our Creator,
for God has looked with favor on me, one who has faced disrespect and degradation.
Surely, from now on all generations will call me blessed;
for the Divine has done great things through me,
and holy is God’s name.
God’s mercy is for those who know awe, and joy,
from generation to generation.
God’s power has scattered the oppressive ones, perpetuating injustice.
God has brought down the powerful from their thrones,
and lifted up the lowly;
God has filled the hungry with good things,
and sent the rich away empty.
God has helped us, God’s people, in
remembrance of God’s merciful promise—
a promise made to our ancestors, and extended to us,
and to those who will come after us, forever.”

Song: Love Came Down at Christmas

Divinity enfleshed – Christ candle

A poem by Padraig O’ Tuama

And I said to him
Are there questions to all of this?
And he said
The answer is in a story
and the story is being told.

And I said
But there is so much pain
And she answered, plainly,
Pain will happen.

Then I said
Will I ever find meaning?
And they said
You will find meaning
Where you give meaning.

The answer is in the story
And the story isn’t finished.

Candle: The incarnation of God comes to us in the most surprising of ways and places. Unsettling the expectations of the powerful and breaking wide open the hopes of the weary, salvation is born among us. As we light the Christ candle, we reflect on our presumptions about God, the world, ourselves and each other, and open to the mysterious and scandalous way of Love enfleshed.

Scripture (adapted NRSV): John 1:1-14

In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was in God’s presence, and the Word was God. The Word was present to God from the beginning. Through the Word all things came into being, and apart from the Word nothing that has come into being could have come into being.

In the Word was life, and that life was humanity’s light—a Light that shines in the darkness, a Light that the darkness can never fully overcome.
Then came one named John, sent as an envoy from God, who came as a witness to testify about the Light, so that through his testimony others might come to know the Light of Life. He himself wasn’t the Light; he came to testify about the Light—the Light which illumines Humankind.
The Word was coming into the world—was in the world—and though the world was made through the Word, the world didn’t recognize it. Though the Word came to its own realm, the Word’s own people didn’t accept it. Yet any who did accept the Word, who knew and believed, were empowered to become children of God. And the Word became flesh and came to dwell among us. We saw the Word’s glory, the care a parent gives their child, full of grace and truth.

Song: Silent Night

Benediction

As we go forth into our “one wild and precious lives,”
And into the sacred darkness of this holy night,
may our hearts be vulnerable to beauty,
and to the pain of each other.

May our minds be open to truth,
and questioning injustice.

And may our lives be centered
in what is true,
and liberating,
and life giving,
so that each and every life,
and everything that births love,
may be nourished, and flourish.

With the assurance of God’s abiding presence,
go with peace and with joy.

Anna Blaedel and M Jade Kaiser



World AIDS Day

For use while lighting a candle in a gathering space:

As spirits gather in this virtual space,
in the midst of another virus that brings up old pain, reveals old prejudices, and calls us again to take care of each other,
we light this one candle as a symbol of the many.
We bear witness to the thousands upon thousands of candles that have been lit over the years
in prayer, remembrance, desperate hope, and deep grief.

We remember the lives behind the candles.
The millions of beloveds no longer with us.
The companions and caretakers.
The left-behind.
The surviving.
The fighting.
The forgotten and condemned.

We grieve the serious lack of global solidarity in attention, shared resources, and policy support necessary for bringing AIDS to an end worldwide.

We honor the work of activists who have advocated for themselves, friends, lovers, family members, and entire communities against the sins of pharmaceutical companies, churches that discriminate, racist structures of health care, colonizing forces, and stigmas of any kind that have enabled mass death.

We celebrate the endurance of queer and trans and BIPOC communities, sex workers, and people who use drugs that have bore the burden of this virus and its associated neglect, stigma, and loss.

Within this flame, may we recognize anew our own sacred power, granted by the Divine and practiced through our flesh, as we recommit to building a world free from anti-Blackness, anti-queer and anti-trans forces, poverty, ableism, and lack of access to health care.

May we take our places in the lineages of sacred resistance to which we belong
until we are all free to thrive without fear, suffering, or in isolation,
until all have access to harm reduction supplies,
networks of care,
and the medical treatment that enables life to endure,
and until all can rest peacefully, knowing their labors for liberation were not in vain, but have carried us one step closer to justice, solidarity, and a cure.

by M Jade Kaiser and Anna Blaedel



Blue Christmas/Longest Night
By Rev. Molly Bolton

They say all is calm and all is bright,
but our spirits toss and turn and our hearts are not glad.

They say angels echo a joyous strain,
but our thoughts are looping on what we have lost.

They say a place was made in a manger for a wondrous child,
but there are empty spaces in our beds, vacant chairs in our workplaces;
we reach for the phone to call a familiar voice that will not answer.

Our anger points us towards what should not yet be gone.
Institutions prize profit over people,
Illness and war break bodies and spirits,
The last of a species, even now, breathes its final breath.

We rage against systems that are made for death instead of life.

Our grief is love with nowhere to land.
We go door to door but there is no place for it to stay.
So we welcome the sun setting early,
for only the longest night can tend to this sorrow;
only the bluest hues can meet us in this ache.

The collective grief of the world is too much to comprehend,
so we speak the names of the ones we know.
We light candles for all this love we still have burning.

Call to worship

Friends, the longest night is here for you to rest, for you to weep, for us to gather in body or spirit with those who live in heartbreak too. So let the blue hues bathe you, whatever the state of your soul. You do not have to sing a glad song. There need not be a reframe, a turn of phrase, a positive spin, for the Holy Spirit meets us in the depths.

Voice 1: Cried the Psalmist: “My tears have been my food day and night, while people say to me all day long, ‘Where is your God?’” (Psalm 42:3)

Voice 2: Then I looked, and behold, a hand was extended to me; and lo, a scroll was in it. When He spread it out before me, it was written on the front and back, and written on it were lamentations, mourning and woe. (Ezekiel 2:9-10)

Voice 3: For the mountains I will take up a weeping and wailing, and for the pastures of the wilderness, a dirge. (Jeremiah 9:10)






On this longest night,
listen to the wailing of the wild.
Hold vigil with the grief of the earth.

Remember: from soil humanity was made
and to soil humanity will return.
Sources of life forgotten and betrayed.
Relationship ruptured by violent ideologies.
White supremacy’s destruction
more reliable than the seasons it disrupts.

Power plants grow where poverty does too.
Bodies exposed to toxins. Clean air is a luxury.
Life choked from water by pipelines and runoff.
Consumerism and colonization – kindle for fires of destruction.
Slaughterhouses cut off all respect for creaturely life.
Corporate profits rise – global temperatures too.

How weary, the land.
The night only fades into more night.
The sun can’t get out of bed.

Keep silent all spiritual platitudes.
For too long, there has been no earth in your heavens.
What good is disembodied Love
to the lakes, to the squirrels, to the plants
that feed and nourish you?

No, just come and sit.
And hear the body of God
weeping.






Christmas Eve

Silent night.
Holy with wonder and worry.
An absence of words tethers connection
as tremors of pain coax toward a portal –
There will be a breaking open.
Desperate and determined hope gestures
toward a future of toppling thrones,
kinship queering,
and riches scattered amongst the weary.
Reaching for strength in ancient soils,
prayers ground like roots.
Faith steadies as flesh trembles.
Glory to the stars, softly glowing their
stories of a longer lineage to which this love belongs.
Glory to each ‘yes’ whispered through uncertain breath
on perilous paths toward promises yet fulfilled.
Glory to the night –
the darkness that keeps vigil so there can be rest.
Soon a howling cry will call
the sleeping to arise –
a wailing that reverberates
across generations,
the sound of hope,
bloody, determined, and arriving.





Christmas Day

love takes on flesh in every new born baby
swaddled in the care of community
making refuge from state violence,
dreaming dreams of toppling unjust powers and bringing evil to its knees.

each child born under oppressive rule
is already a seed of salvation –
their flourishing would be a harvest of justice.

let us come and kiss their toes.
let us come and offer them all we have.
let us come and be changed,
for this IS the face of god.

a miracle of love’s determination.
a trick of holy subversion.
a vulnerable bundle of joy,
through whom our freedom cries




Incarnation

Maybe it’s as simple
and as miraculous as this:
everything that makes life Sacred
is already here,
wailing with joy and want,
asking to be cherished, protected, nurtured
in community, queer and determined.

What if the whole earth,
the entire loving cosmos
reaching for life and flourishing,
is just asking us
to stop looking elsewhere for
what has always been within reach.

Asking us to pay attention
to this holy place,
all these sources of hope
woven through,
all this beauty
and gentle wise power
completely at home
in your flesh
and mine
and ours.




God takes on flesh
and joins life in the struggle –
this is what radical solidarity feels like.
Lives and souls and bodies entangled.
Risks and possibilities shared.

We’re in this together.
The mess, the beauty, the work.
Don’t be afraid to feel hopeful.
God’s promises are kept.
God won’t opt-out or turn away.
God won’t give up when things get tough.
God won’t defend power, or privilege, or institutions, or tradition
at the expense of freedom, or love, or liberation, or your worth.
God’s with-ness is birthed at the margins.
God knows what’s at stake.

Let all who are weary, rejoice!
All of evil’s deceptions will be revealed
and fear of unjust powers will cease.

The Liberating One now dwells among us,
calling upon hearts from all walks of life
to open. to take courage. to soften. to release.

Behold, the Sacred enfleshed reveals the way of Love


Take note! Perceive! Gather in awe.
The Sacred has collided with the flesh.
Holiness incarnates.
The Spirit of Christ has come.
Wars still rage. Hunger persists. White supremacy continues.
The joy of Christmas does not shield us from betraying one another,
from building walls, from shunning queer love or normalizing misogyny.
And yet.
And yet.

Here in the midst of it
God is with us.
As close as our own breath,
as deep as our longings,
as intimate as the love we share,
as present as our hunger, our pain, our pleasure, our touch.

In the middle of a world swirling with chaos,
something new is born.
Something that turns us towards each other,
that will keep us dreaming of an economy that doesn’t profit from the poor,
that will make us proud of queering notions of love and relationship,
that will give us the courage to disrupt the lies of white supremacy,
that will help us stay soft even when things are so very hard,
that will remind us how powerful Love can be when it is channeled in the direction of collective liberation.

Today, we are reminded that we don’t have to look very far for the source of our hope.

We just have to pay attention. Close attention.
Listening carefully in the midst of all the noise.
Letting wisdom bubble up from within.
Moving at the pace of God, not of production.
Take courage. Linger in the mystery. Look anew at one another.
Christ has come. All flesh shall be set free.






Additional Full Services

Funeral Liturgy and Elements
Greeting

Beloveds, today we gather in both sorrow and gratitude to honor the life of X. We have come to shoulder this season of grief together. We lean on each other in the Sacred labors of weeping through loss, giving thanks for the gifts of X’s life, and tending anything that feels unresolved within.

As we do, we find ourselves wrapped in the care of Love. The Love that brought all life into being – including X and all whose lives were touched by [them]. This is the same Love that we all return to in death. We remember that the veil between the living and the dead is thin and that Love keeps us close to one another forever. In the assurance of this truth, we bear witness to the life of X, still present with us.

*Pastor introduces self, family, and makes necessary announcements*

Opening prayer

Holy Presence,
Gifter of life,
Companion in death,
let your peace come and dwell among us.
As we open our hearts to you, to grief, to one another,
may we have the courage to embrace what we need to feel or not feel,
casting no judgment upon our souls.
With respect for the complexity of human life,
we welcome and honor differences in practices of grief.
Through it all, may we support one another in word, action, and presence.
And may we allow the spirit of X to be an ongoing teacher,
a source of wisdom still available to us.
Amen.

Reading and/or Song

Sermon/Homily

Reading and/or Song

Witness

Pastor offers instruction for brief sharing of gratitude and remembrance from loved ones.

Or – pastor invites those who have been asked by the family to prepare remarks in advance.

Moment of silence

We now pause in silence to honor X’s presence in the world – [their] contributions to our lives, all their loved ones, and the collective whole. We hold space with gratitude for the ripple effects of their life beyond the reach of our knowledge. Love weaves our lives together in ways we cannot fully comprehend. In silence, let us honor the breadth and depth of a life’s reach.

Prayer of release

Beloved One,
with gratitude for all the gifts you bestowed in the world through X…
in the assurance that [their] presence among us continues through our lives and love…
in acknowledgment that it always feels too soon to let go…
in confession that we hold regrets and remorse – conflict untended or words left unspoken…
and in faith that Love Eternal welcomes X with open arms,
we entrust X to your embrace,
to the welcome of the earth – our beginning and our place of return,
and to the rhythms of life that remain even through death.
Receive X into your care and let peace be [their] final resting place.
Amen.

Song

Blessing of dismissal

May this blessed community and all who knew and loved X
go with the peace that comes from gathering in Love’s Presence.
May you hold together with tenderness the grief of this present moment
and promise each other the same support when this grief comes calling in the years to come.

May the memories of X be your companion.
May they bring laughter and joy when your heart is heavy.
May they bring strength when the days are long.
May they be a reminder of the gifts of life –
so precious and short.
On this day and all the days before us,
may the Sacred uphold you
and encourage you in furthering the knowledge and presence of the love that sustains us through all things.
Go with peace, beloveds.

Additional elements 

Instead of inviting everyone/anyone to come to the microphone to speak of their experiences with X, consider inviting them to share a single word or phrase that speaks to the memory of that person.

Talk to the family about the possibility of creating a ritual with invited friends/family members. They may choose to pre-plan a word, phrase, or 2-3 sentences that thread together the impact of X on their lives. As each person comes to microphone, shares their piece, they may take a flower from a vase and place it on the altar or casket as the people respond, “We pause. We remember. We give thanks.”

If this funeral occurs during the times of social quarantine, consider virtual rituals that might be offered instead. This may include a ritual where each person has candle to light during a specified time in front of their computer. It may include incorporating art, if anyone in the family is inclined. It could be as simple as bringing a symbol of something that person deeply valued (animals, humor, a particular matter of justice, books, a hobby, or some other intimate passion) and having the pastor or a family member draw out collective meaning from that love.

Poems and readings

Your body is away from me
but there is a window open
from my heart to yours.
From this window, like the moon
I keep sending news secretly.
-Rumi

“i am of the earth
and to the earth I shall return once more
life and death are old friends
and I am the conversation between them
i am their late-night chatter
their laughter and tears
what is there to be afraid of
if I am the gift they give to each other
this place never belonged to me anyway
i have always been theirs”
– rupi kaur

Do not stand at my grave and weep,
I am not there, I do not sleep.
I am in a thousand winds that blow,
I am the softly falling snow.
I am the gentle showers of rain,
I am the fields of ripening grain.
I am in the morning hush,
I am in the graceful rush
Of beautiful birds in circling flight,
I am the starshine of the night.
I am in the flowers that bloom,
I am in a quiet room.
I am in the birds that sing,
I am in each lovely thing.
Do not stand at my grave and cry,
I am not there. I do not die.
-mary frye

Ecclesiastes 3:1-8

For everything there is a season, and a time for every matter under heaven:
a time to be born, and a time to die;
a time to plant, and a time to pluck up what is planted;
a time to kill, and a time to heal;
a time to break down, and a time to build up;
a time to weep, and a time to laugh;
a time to mourn, and a time to dance;
a time to throw away stones, and a time to gather stones together;
a time to embrace, and a time to refrain from embracing;
a time to seek, and a time to lose;
a time to keep, and a time to throw away;
a time to tear, and a time to sew;
a time to keep silence, and a time to speak;
a time to love, and a time to hate;
a time for war, and a time for peace.
For everything there is a season, and a time for every matter under heaven.

Tis a Fearful Thing
by Yehuda HaLevi

‘Tis a fearful thing
to love what death can touch.
A fearful thing
to love, to hope, to dream, to be –
to be,
And oh, to lose.
A thing for fools, this,
And a holy thing,
a holy thing
to love.
For your life has lived in me,
your laugh once lifted me,
your word was gift to me.
To remember this brings painful joy.
‘Tis a human thing, love,
a holy thing, to love
what death has touched.

Sing Well!
By Joyce Grenfell

If I should die before the rest of you,
Break not a flower, nor inscribe a stone,
Nor, when I’m gone, speak in a Sunday voice,
But be the usual selves that I have known,
Weep if you must:
Parting is hell,
But life goes on
So . . . sing as well!

Dear Lovely Death
By Langston Hughes

Dear lovely Death
That taketh all things under wing
Never to kill
Only to change
Into some other thing
This suffering flesh,
To make it either more or less,
But not again the same
Dear lovely Death,
Change is thy other name.

Into the Heart
By Rabindranath Tagore

This song of mine will wind its music around you
like the fond arms of love
This song of mine will touch your forehead
like a kiss of blessing.
When you are alone it will sit by your side
and whisper in your ear;
When you are in a crowd it will fence you in with aloofness.
My song will be like a pair of wings to your dreams;
It will transport your heart to the verge of the unknown.
It will be like a faithful star overhead
when dark night is over your road.
My song will sit in the pupils of your eyes,
and will carry your sight into the
heart of things.
And when my voice is silent in death,
my song will speak in your living heart.

Funeral Blues by W H Auden

Stop all the clocks, cut off the telephone,
Prevent the dog from barking with a juicy bone,
Silence the pianos and with muffled drum
Bring out the coffin, let the mourners come.
Let aeroplanes circle moaning overhead
Scribbling on the sky the message ‘[He] is Dead’.
Put crepe bows round the white necks of the public doves,
Let the traffic policemen wear black cotton gloves.
He was my North, my South, my East and West,
My working week and my Sunday rest,
My noon, my midnight, my talk, my song;
I thought that love would last forever: I was wrong.
The stars are not wanted now; put out every one,
Pack up the moon and dismantle the sun,
Pour away the ocean and sweep up the wood;
For nothing now can ever come to any good.



Ordination Services

Service #1 – This service was originally created for the ordination of Rev. Brooke Scott in the PC(USA).
Service #2 – This service was originally created for the ordination of Rev. Rich Vreeland in the DOC.
Service #3 – This service was originally created for the ordination of Rev. Ófe Abreu Rosario in the PC(USA).

Our thanks for their donation of their services to the liturgy library.

Service #1

Lineages opening

Longer version:

Author adrienne maree brown writes that “we are never i. We are of lineage. Of collective. Of era.” The past is always here, wrestling with God and us over what future we will create. In this space, on this day, we choose to honor this fact – that those who came before us are here – with their dreams, their sins, theirs joys, and their questions. They are here in our flesh, our institutions, our rituals, our choices.
On this occasion, we wrestle with the past by telling the truth about the barriers and burdens born from this institution and religion. We tell the truth about all it has taken to bring days such as this one about. We tell the truth about how urgently the future calls us to push farther still, and to disrupt patterns of domination that continue.

In eagerness to build together a future worthy of generations to come, we choose to worship in the company of those who came before us.

[Name], we welcome into this space the saints who shaped and made you. The ones without whom you would not be. [Naming of those who shaped ordinand’s life and faith]. We welcome the presence of all those who have loved you into your calling.
We welcome, too, the saints who labored against barriers of white supremacy, sexism, queerphobia and other systemic sins within and beyond the church. Those who suffered, those who pushed, those who relentlessly loved their people into better days, and those whose lives call us to do the same.

We welcome the saints of our faiths, our families, chosen and given, and those of our earthy relations – God’s creations and creatures who make life possible.
We pause to remember, and let the choirs of our honorable ancestors usher us into worship.

Lineages – Shorter version:

As we honor the intentions of this day, we pause to remember that we do so in the presence of ancestors. Surrounded by a cloud of witnesses, we welcome the memories of our honorable ancestors of the faith, our given and chosen family, and all who joined the lineages of liberation, within and beyond the church. We pause to remember those who made us – their struggle and love and offerings – to welcome them, not as distant relatives but as those still present who hold us accountable to past and future. May their witness challenge us as we heed God’s call to push farther, love deeper, and build together a future worthy of generations to come.

Call to worship

Beloveds, the Holy One gathers us together with purpose:
To dream of futures yet imagined.
To bolster our courage before powers and principalities.
To nurture our love for one another.
God’s blessing is upon us as we come to wrestle:
with meaning and justice,
with questions of love,
with the calling upon our lives.
The Spirit is moving! Let us worship together.

Call to Confession

We confess our shortcomings, not for shame nor in guilt,
but to wrestle honestly with the impact we have on each other.
We share in collective confession to bear witness to the struggles
of learning and unlearning under systems of domination and exploitation.
In so doing, we remember that grace and accountability are healing friends,
not divisive foes. In this spirit, let us join together in confession.

God of the mighty prophets, humble teachers, and gentle companions,
You equip each of us to join in the lineage of the saints,
to support the labors of collective liberation,
but we confess, we struggle to take our place.

We deny our own power or overestimate it.
We accept the way things are and the patterns we inherit.
We commit to institutions over people.
We confess that though we pray for your kindom to come,
we support conditions that keep it at bay.
Pour out your grace among us,
and build us up in community.

Tend the wounds that keep us from our sacred potential
and deliver us from temptation to find our safety and security
in any power but yours.

May your Spirit embolden us, as disciples of love,
each willing and ready to risk with and for each other
and all the flourishing of the earth.

{silence}

Through the love of God, we are being transformed.
As we search our hearts and take account,
God’s mercy is with us.
In the knowledge of our inherent and eternal belovedness,
may the peace of God’s forgiveness encourage us all.

Communion
The Holy One be with you.
And also with you.
Lift up your hearts.
We lift them to God.
Let us give thanks to God, in whose image we are made.
To the Creator of all, we give thanks and praise.

Divine Protector, Defender of Life, your love for this world is everlasting. As oceans burn and species go extinct, our children are made vulnerable at school and our neighbors are denied at our borders, there is so much reason to despair. But you, O God, refuse to abandon us to destruction. Christ takes on flesh. In the midst of struggle, you are glimpses of hope, encounters of freedom, tastes of what satisfies when so much leaves empty. In these incarnate moments, we sense the closeness of your Kindom.

Holy, Holy, Holy One
God of justice and love
Heaven and earth are full of your wonder
Hosanna, among us

You, O God, reorder the world into right-relationship.
You lift high those made low.
You humble the arrogant.
You hear the earth groaning under capitalism and consumption
and your fire burns in the hearts of your prophets.

With this hope and assurance, we turn to the witness of Jesus whose teachings reveal the way to liberation. We seek his wisdom. We practice his courage. We remember his radical commitment to love.

On the night of his arrest, Jesus shared a meal with his companions.
He took bread, blessed it, broke it, gave it to his disciples and said:
“This is my body which is given for you.
Do this in remembrance of me.”

After the meal, he took the cup, blessed it, and shared it saying:
“This cup that is poured out is the new covenant.”
In remembrance of the love that saves us,
we proclaim the mystery of our faith:
Christ was birthed among us.
Christ was executed among us.
Christ rises again among us.

May the Spirit come and settle upon these gifts. Making this bread and this cup be for us a Holy Encounter. Reminding us that Christ is with us. That Resurrection is a promise granted to us. That the Kindom is always closer than we can imagine.
May we be nourished, that we might nourish others.

[Invitation to Table]

Prayer after receiving

Beloved One, if we grow weary in love, may this meal live on as a reminder of what sustains us. In seeking the flourishing you intend for us, our neighbors, and this planet, keep our hearts tender, our spirits alive, and our senses attuned to the beauty that surrounds. With gratitude for your abiding presence, we pray. Amen.

Charge and benediction:

Go and take your place in the lineages of love and liberation
that we might midwife God’s future
into the here and now.
Our Creator equips us.
The Spirit sustains us.
Christ will lead us.
With joy, let us rise and follow.



Service #2

Call to worship

The Spirit of the Living God beckons our attention.
With hope of freedom and flourishing, all the earth groans.
Inciting imagination, God points us to a future of justice.
A world free of hatred and hoarding, an end to greed and destruction.
Listen with your whole heart.
Hear the Holy calling.
Faithful people, rise up!
Come, and take your place.

Opening prayer

God who calls and sends, you have poured out your Spirit upon us all. You raise us as prophets, healers, teachers, artists, companions, and seekers. With courage and humility, you ask us to live faithfully to these gifts and to one another. May we encourage and be encouraged in living our deepest truths. Amen.

Prayer of illumination

God, we are gathered here to be transformed. May your wisdom deepen our understanding of love’s strange ways and free us from the ordinary confines of evil. In the Spirit of Christ, we pray it be so.

Offering prayer

God of Holy Insistence, you teach us of love that is adamant, that is hospitable, that is more than words alone. Always calling us more deeply into freedom, we bring these gifts with gratitude for your grace that sustains us. Bless the journey, bless our labors in love, bless all who are unwavering in seeking your Kindom.

Benediction

Hope is our divine birthright.
The Creator of all that is
bore us,
believes in us,
dwells within us.
Made in the image of love,
we are called to live in the directions of collective flourishing.
Go in the assurance that the Spirit will companion us
as we companion one another.



Service #3

Call to worship

Let us gather in wonder before the ancient mystery of Love.
With joy, we come to encounter the Holy.
In a world that groans under the burdens of extraction,
The dreams of God lead us to freedom and flourishing.
Listening for the sacred call on our lives,
opening to possibilities unfamiliar and surprising,
We come seeking transformation within and around us.
Come, Holy Spirit, and fill us with courage and care.

Prayer of Confession

Divine Creator,
You formed us in your image –
shaped us with desire for deep relationship:
With our own bodies and spirits. With kin and stranger.
With the places in which we live. And the communities we encounter.
You teach us of love that seeks depth –
That willingly enters empty tombs of grief,
Wades into the deep waters of repentance,
And digs beneath the surface where the roots of all our lives entangle.
You call us beyond the superficial and the performative,
into the heart of our shared existence.
We confess that we sometimes prefer the shallow end of life.
We give way to our fears, nurtured by systemic power.
We can be more comfortable with right words than right actions,
unsure of how to live our beliefs.
We compromise with cruelty, feeling trapped by the limits of collective imagination.

Forgive us when we choose to settle for a lesser life because it is the easier thing to do.

Forgive us for not holding those in power accountable for the constraints and restrictions
that steal life’s riches from us, our neighbors, and all our creaturely kin.

[Pause for prayerful reflection]

Beloveds, God receives our prayers with tender mercy.
And with compassion, we are invited into new patterns of life.
May grace enable us to co-create communities
where solidarity is lasting and love draws us deeper still.
Amen.

Communion liturgy

The Holy One be with you.
And also with you.
Open your hearts.
We open our hearts to you, O God.
Let us give thanks to God, an Abiding Presence.
To the One who companions us through all things, we give thanks and praise.
Faithful One, we come to your table hungry for a taste of your kindom. In a world where evil and empire come together to hoard and exploit, we crave the fruits of your Spirit. We long for kindness. We dream of peace. We hope to be disciples of generosity – sharing and redistributing the resources you intended for the flourishing of all.

Gathering at your table, we remember the ordinary gifts of heaven among us.
Those that nurture hope when it’s hard to find.
That surprise us in destruction’s wake.
That bring new life from sites of death.
And sustain our labors of love across generations.

In awe and gratitude, we join together in praise of you, Source of Abundance:
Holy, Holy, Holy One
God of justice and love
Heaven and earth are full of your wonder
Blessed is your presence among us

Since the beginning, you have been building a lineage of love and liberation.
Inviting all who wish to belong.
Through the saints and prophets,
you call us to turn from the temptations of power and individualism.
To deepen our commitments to building communities of care and justice.
And to practice a more radical solidarity across identities and communities, so that none must struggle alone.
You have shown us the way. Taken on flesh and dwelled among us.

In Jesus, we come to understand. God enfleshed as a Brown, Jewish, Palestinian man. A refugee. Born into a frowned upon familial structure, with neither security of wealth nor access to power. His life is a witness to hope that does not come from climbing ladders of power or begging for crumbs of dignity. Hope that is born in community, nurturing love, taking risks together, multiplying what we have and finding it is more than enough.

Jesus shared a meal with his companions, his community, his chosen family, before he would be arrested.

Filled with love for them, he took bread, blessed it, broke it, gave it to his disciples and said:

“This is my body which is given for you.
Do this in remembrance of me.”

After the meal, he took the cup, blessed it, and shared it saying:
“This cup that is poured out is the new covenant.”

In remembrance of Jesus,
executed by the state,
faithful to the end,
we proclaim the mystery of our faith:
Christ was birthed among us.
Christ was killed among us.
Christ rises again among us. 

Gracious One, may your Spirit be poured out upon these elements. May this bread and this cup be for us a revival of hope and a renewal of courage as we encounter your presence among the ordinary gifts of life. Through the grace of your sustenance, may Christ be with us.

Prayer after receiving

God of Persistence, though you have been betrayed many times, you still do not give up on love. Evil is relentless but so, too, is your belief in us. In our ability to be transformed. To turn from dominance. To mend and repair where harm has been done. May we, too, believe in our potential for co-creating with you a future of flourishing for all life. We give thanks for this meal, a reminder of your unending grace and abiding companionship. Amen.

Benediction

Beloveds, may we go from here looking for every opportunity
to take our place in God’s lineage of love and liberation.
May we refuse to comply with evil’s demands.
May we delight in the opportunity to share what we have.
May we search our hearts and seek understanding.
For Christ is alive in this beautiful and burdened world.
Let us go and live the good news.


Wedding Liturgy

Processional

Welcome:
To the friends, family, and friends who are chosen family to X & X gathered here, welcome. Today, we are invited to bear witness to love.
Through the families that raised them, their friends who have shaped and supported them, and through their own journeys of learning to love themselves – community has made X & X who they are: [descriptive characteristics]
And so today, in the company of God and those who know and cherish X & X, we have the joy of celebrating the covenant they make today in community. A covenant of dedication to the daily challenge of loving one another more fully, more freely, more deeply. In the midst of life’s struggles, these two have found in one another delight, companionship, mutual respect, and a desire to share this journey of being human together.

Giving away:

Who here has raised/supported X, nurtured them in their becoming, and celebrates their joining with X in making a new family of their own?
And

Who here has raised OTHERX, nurtured them in their becoming, and celebrates their joining with X in making a new family of their own?

Declaration of Intent:

X & X, take a moment to look at those who surround you.
These are your people. Everyone here is here for you. And everyone gathered makes a covenant with you, too. To support you individually and as a couple. To encourage your love for one another. To show up to in the tears and the celebrations, and in the moments ordinary and extravagant as your life unfolds together. It is a gift to all of us who get to behold this day with you.

So. Here we are.
Here you are.
Together.

I ask you in the company of your community, before God, and in your own heart, to declare your intention to enter into the union of marriage with one another.
X, do you intend to take X to be your beloved for the rest of your life? Do you promise to be their companion wherever life may lead you, to support them in sickness and in health, to encourage their passions, and to love and accept them in all that is easy, challenging, and perfect about them?

X: I do

OTHERX, do you intend to take X to be your beloved for the rest of your life? Do you promise to be their companion wherever life may lead you, to support them in sickness and in health, to encourage their passions, and to love and accept them in all that is easy, challenging, and perfect about them?

OTHERX: I do

Do you who are gathered here, promise to do everything in your power to uphold and care for X & X in their marriage? If you do, with affirmation and joy, respond “We do.”

We do!

(Couple sits)

Couple’s song choice

Scripture selection by the couple or:

Song of Solomon 8:6-7a:

Love is as strong as death,
passion as fierce as the grave.
Even its sparks are a raging fire,
a devouring flame.
Great seas cannot extinguish love,
no river can sweep it away.

Homily

Communion

Vows:

I, x, take you, OTHERX, from this day forward,
to  remain with you in joy and in sorrow,
in clarity and confusion,
in laughter and anger,
when things are easy and when they seem impossible.
I will love you all the days of my life,
and seek to be a faithful, nurturing, loving partner/spouse/companion
as we grow together in faith, life, and love.
You are my beloved.

I, OTHERX, take you, X, from this day forward,
to remain with you in joy and in sorrow,
in clarity and confusion,
in laughter and anger,
when things are easy and when they seem impossible.
I will love you all the days of my life,
and seek to be a faithful, nurturing, loving partner/spouse/companion
as we grow together in faith, life, and love.
You are my beloved.

Ring exchange:

Bless, O God, these rings, that they may be a visible sign of the internal bond of love which unites OTHERX and X today. May they always serve as a reminder of the Sacred gifts of choosing each other.
OTHERX, repeat after me:

X, I give you this ring,
As a sign of my vow,
and with all that I am,
and all that I have,
I choose you.

X repeat after me:
OTHERX, I give you this ring,
As a sign of my vow,
and with all that I am,
and all that I have,
I choose you.

custom ritual moment

Declaration

It is a joy, and honor, and delight to now pronounce you (wife and husband, wife and wife, partners, spouses, beloveds united in marriage” or “pronounce you a married couple” or “pronounced you united in marriage).”
You may kiss!



Scripture Remixes

disciple’s prayer [the ‘lord’s prayer] – multiple versions

Our Holy Mother,
in your glory, we rise to courage.
Your gentle power uplifts.
Your ferocious care protects.
As empires rise and fall,
your brave love sustains
all the earth, era after era.
Provide for us and all –
let every basic need be met
and all excess be redistributed.
May your graciousness move us
to be gracious with others
in accountability and repair.
We strive to live in alignment
with ourselves, each other, and the land.
Keep us from all that deceives and destroys.
On your paths, we find life abundant.
In your company, we return to ourselves.
Under your wings, we shelter each other.



Weaver of Life, Ancient and Unfolding,
How sacred is your Presence!
We lean on your guidance.
We seek your love.
We open to your transformation.
Provide us bread in body and spirit
to sustain us in faith and solidarity.
Companion us with grace
as we seek to live lives of forgiveness and compassion,
repair and accountability.
We remember those who have supported us
as we seek to support others
in all the mess and glory of this human journey.
Guard our minds and hearts from the temptations of domination
and turn our loyalty away from all systems of evil.
For the whole cosmos hums with your wisdom.
Everything that lives, returns to your care.
Our thanks and honor to you,
Gracious Web of Existence,
Our Source and our Home.



Mother of us all,
who dwells within and beyond,
Sacred is your name.
May your holy vision for collective flourishing
come to fruition among us.
May your dreams of justice, love, compassion, and connection be enfleshed on earth.
Provide us today with what we need to be nourished in body, soul, and heart.
Forgive us for the harm we cause as we seek to forgive those who have harmed us.
Lead us away from everything that destroys and liberate us from the hands of evil.
For you are the ultimate source of hope.
Your power-with exceeds all power-over.
Your presence incites eternal wonder.
All praise to you, our comfort and strength.
Amen.


beatitudes remix

blessed are you who are raging.
blessed are you who are mourning.
blessed are you who feel numb.
blessed are you who feel sick. and tired. and sick and tired.
blessed are you who refuse to turn away.
blessed are you who need to turn away.
blessed are you who keep breathing deep.
blessed are you who are tending to your own needs.
blessed are you who are tending to the needs of another.
blessed are you who have been calling.
blessed are you who have been organizing.
blessed are you who have been testifying.
blessed are you who have been hearing.
blessed are you who have been resisting.
blessed are you who feel broken open beyond repair.
blessed are you who are raw beyond words.
blessed are you who are working hotlines and crisis care centers and bearing witness to the forces of violence and trauma unleashed and unloosed.
blessed are you who are marching.
blessed are you who are weeping.
blessed are you who preach and know that divinity resides in despised, abused, violated flesh.
blessed are you who know deep in your bones that you are good. and beautiful. and beloved. and sacred. and worthy. and believed. and held. and capable of healing beyond your wildest imagination.
blessed are you who remind others they are good. and beautiful. and beloved. and sacred. and worthy. and believed. and held. and capable of healing beyond their wildest imagination.
blessed are we when we dare to dream of a world without sexual violence, without white supremacy, without misogyny, without police brutality, without anti-trans and anti-queer violence.
blessed are we when we stay tender.
blessed are we when we stay fierce.
blessed are we when we dare to imagine repair, and transformation.
blessed are we when we labor together to make it so.

– Rev. Anna Blaedel



eco beatitudes remix

This liturgy was originally written for greenfaith’s “sacred season for climate justice” resource

Blessed are we when we treasure the wisdom of the earth, receiving survival strategies whispered underground by bristlecone pine and sequoia, returning the praise songs of nuthatch and titmouse, flocking together with the murmuration maps of bees and bats and butterflies, and pollinating possibilities for living in these beautiful ruins.

Woe to us when losses of profit are considered more costly than losses of habitat, health, or home. Holy confrontation with corporations that harm is the faithful labor of Love.

Blessed are we when our daily actions and interactions align with dreams for collective flourishing, and pattern our days with the small, the slow, and the simple, moving through the world gently, with gratitude, attentive to beauty, savoring the lifeforce that flows freely through it all.

Woe to us when we privatize natural resources, when we hoard and steal the gifts of the land, or conceal patterns of colonization. The only way to planetary healing is through return, reparations, and repair.

Blessed are we when our grief propels us toward protection, our wild love for the world motivating our every dream. No escape, no denial, but holding what is in our cupped hands and broken open hearts, our prayers poured forth like libations of lament, remembrance, and promise.

Woe to us when we cross the boundaries of the earth; when we continue to push, extract, and consume in willful refusal of glaring devastation, and need for rest. Unsustainable practices diminish and destroy the rhythms of life.

Blessed are we when we remember we’re “we,” not “me,” or “us and them,” bound to each other cellularly and socially, holding and being held in the web of relations, honoring each species extinction as a death of divinity, each oil spill opening our veins, each pipeline poisoning our precious lifeblood, each encounter, an opening for the medicine of care.

Woe to us when we do not choose solidarity, when we protect ourselves at the expense of others, or silo our struggles as if they are inseparable. For climate justice must be gender justice must be racial justice must be disability justice must be a matter of leaving all domination behind.

By Rev. Anna Blaedel and M Jade Kaiser


Ecclesiastes 3:1-8 remix

For everything, there is a season.
Very little is as simple as “good” or “bad.”
It is more often a question
of who and of when,
a why or a how.

There are times for the birth of something new.
There are times to welcome death.
There are times to plant seeds for those to come
and times for harvesting the long labor of others.
There are times when destruction is necessary, or at least unavoidable, and there are times when healing is possible.
There are times to create art and times to tear it down.
There are days where only weeping will do; others for laughing. Some days we can only mourn, others we dance. We ebb and flow our way in community.

Sometimes we long to be in the arms of another,
other times we need the intimacy of solitude.
There are times for seeking a way through the impossible, and other times for accepting our losses.
There is a time to hold on and a time to let go.
There are times when some of us need to be silent
and times when the rest of us must speak.
Love has its time and hate has its place.
Conflict must be accepted;
and peace welcomed in due time.

May we listen our way into and out of each season,
with Wisdom as our guide,
forcing nothing outside of its time,
receiving everything for what it is,
trusting Love’s companionship


romans 8:38-39 remix

For I am convinced,
that neither death, nor life,
neither the things that bring us pleasure,
nor the things that seek to make us feel ashamed,
neither threats from the state,
nor any structure of dominance,
neither the legacies of harm freshly unfolding,
nor any that are still to come,
neither the days when life feels unlivable,
nor the days when loving ourselves comes easy,
neither doctrines of hate,
nor pastors who condemn,
neither respectability politics,
nor bigots nor bullies,
neither fatigue,
nor passion,
neither regrets,
nor having zero f*cks left to give,
neither the struggles we cannot yet name,
nor the ones that always seem to stay the same,
nor anything else in all of creation,
will be able to separate us from Love.


matthew 7:15-20 remix

Beware of false prophets.
Watch for wolves draped in sheep’s clothing.
They wear religious garb and make pronouncements from their positions on high. They speak patronizingly of love, of learning to get along, of overcoming our differences while turning their eyes and minds from imbalances of power.
They throw the sheep in their care into the same pens
as the wolves of white supremacy, the wolves of heterosexism, the wolves of misogyny, the wolves of transphobia, the wolves of capitalism.
They chide from afar, “Get along now. It’s the Christian way!”
Their message sounds sweet but will turn the stomach sour.
It nourishes only for a moment, no nutrients for the roots.

You will know those who preach good news by their fruits.
By their words, have the oppressed been set free?
Have their teachings resulted in actions of justice?
Do their ways lead to a world turned on its head, the lowly lifted up and the powerful brought low?
Take heed: there are some who preach love but the love is shallow.
It keeps them secure. It keeps things comfortable. It shifts things only enough to meet the present version of “culturally acceptable.”
It keeps oppressed and oppressor in their present roles, but gives the illusion of sacred pursuit.
The love of God is just – it disrupts and transforms oppressive power for the benefit of all.
The justice of God is loving – it heals and frees and makes new for the benefit of all.

Beware of false prophets.
They will tell you of green pastures,
but lead you to barren lands.


mary’s magnificat (luke 1:47-55) remix

My soul is alive with thoughts of God.
What a wonder, Their liberating works.
Though the world has been harsh to me,
God has shown me kindness,
seen my worth,
and called me to courage.
Surely, those who come after me will call me blessed.
Even when my heart weighs heavy with grief,
still, so does hope abide with me.
Holy is the One who makes it so.
From generation to generation,
Love’s Mercy is freely handed out;
None are beyond the borders of
God’s transforming compassion.
The power of God is revealed
among those who labor for justice.
They humble the arrogant.
They turn unjust thrones into dust.
Their Wisdom is revealed in
the lives and truths of those on the margins.
God is a feast for the hungry.
God is the great re-distributor of wealth and resources.
God is the ceasing of excessive and destructive production
that all the earth might rest.
Through exiles and enslavement,
famines and wars,
white supremacy and climate crises,
God is a companion in loss,
a deliverer from evil,
a lover whose touch restores.
This is the promise They made
to my ancestors,
to me,
to all the creatures and creations,
now and yet coming,
and in this promise,
I find my strength.
Come, Great Healer,
and be birthed through us.


1 corinthians 15:58 remix

My friends, my comrades, my siblings in struggle, remain strong. Let nothing move you from righteous resistance. Keep giving yourselves fully to what is Divine and know you do not labor in vain. Your showing up is not in vain. Your losses are not in vain. Your proclamations are not in vain. Your protests are not in vain. Your moral witness is not in vain. Your survival is not in vain. Your hope is not in vain. Your care for one another is not in vain. Your reaches for a better way are not in vain.
 
Those in power come and go but the Spirit of Life is eternal. She takes all our offerings shared for Love’s sake and multiplies them. Don’t look to thrones of power for the fruit of your labor. Do not evaluate y/our contributions through the lens of their cruelty. Do not handover the ground of your hope. Is a single sister encouraged by your presence? Is a single brother relieved by your companionship? Is a single sibling upheld by your solidarity? Are there threads of reciprocity being woven, stitching together a more sustainable life?
 
Draw upon the Sacred, the ultimate power-with, who reveals the cowardice and fragility of domination systems. For the way of Solidarity is the way of everlasting Life but theirs is a hollow endeavor. Thrones will decay. Empires will crumble. Destruction trembles before the sounds of collective rising. Take heart. Tend to pain. Remain honest in grief. Hold each other and take care. Seek beauty and practice joy. But do not, dear siblings, be dismayed from this Way. Every ordinary practice of resistance, every extraordinary gathering in radical commitment to Love is a portal, a promise, an opening. It is bread. It is glory. It is home. It is god, practiced among us. And if anything is trustworthy, it is this.


1 corinthians 12:4-26 – remix

Though we bring different gifts, it is the same Spirit who makes them alive in us. There are so many ways to serve the call of Love. None of us are without something to bring to the work of the common good.

To one, the Spirit gives discerning wisdom
and to another, the strength to weep  for all that is being lost,
to another, an unshakable belief  in the potential of transformation,
to another, a soft presence that holds space for healing,
to another, a fire that inspires and compels,
to another, the courage to name and unveil,
to another, humor that upholds us,
to another, a curiosity that bridges,
to another still, the gift for telling stories – ancient, fresh, intimate, and collective.

For just as the body is one and has many members,
and just as all the members of the body, though many, are one body,
so it is with Christ.
For in the one Spirit we were all baptized into one body – we are different in culture, social location, backgrounds, bodies, and beliefs – but we were all made to drink of one Spirit who calls us to collapse power-over among us.

Our baptism does not condone hierarchies. It calls upon us to bring about the dreams of God on earth – where all is held in rightful balance, none oppressed or confined, and all with access to what is needed to flourish.

Indeed, the body does not consist of one part but of many. If the artist would say, “because I am not a bridge-builder, I do not belong to the work of the common good,” that would not make them any less needed. And if the one who bears witness and holds stories would say, “because I am not a dynamic speaker, I do not belong to the work of the common good,” that would not make them any less needed.

If the whole body were listeners, where would the ones who tell the truth be? If the only ones who are valued in the work of Love are those with money to give, who will be the ones to practice civil disobedience for us when evil will not budge? Who will teach our children in the ways of justice and compassion? Who will nourish our bodies – feed us, offer us touch, tend to our wounds? Who will provide us with music, that our labor may be accompanied with dancing? Will we find laughter anywhere, to sustain our spirits?
Each of us are needed and each of us have offerings to bring. If we were all the same, what could we achieve? How would we survive? What a dull endeavor this would be.

The business person cannot say to the activist, I have no need of you.

Nor can the doctor say to the poet, I need you not.

On the contrary, the members of the body that society deems least significant are those most needed. We respect the disrespected. We recognize the value of the quiet ones, the strange ones, the misunderstood, misrepresented, and under-resourced ones. We lift them up and honor them, that the whole body might thrive.
If any of us suffer, we all suffer.

If any of us have cause to rejoice, we all celebrate.


psalm 55 – remix

Hear me out, God.
Please, be my ear.
Tend gently to my weary heart.
I am in distress!
The sounds of evil all around make it hard to think clearly.
So many desire to do me and mine harm.
Instead of tending to their pain, they attack us.
My heart is anguished and I am afraid.
In this vulnerable flesh, I tremble.
I’m overwhelmed by all that would have us destroyed.
From deep within, I cry
“If only I had wings like a dove!
I would fly away and be at rest;
I’d distance myself completely
And make a home in the wild,
a shelter from the storm.”
Mix up all their words that lead others astray, O God!
Let no more be deceived.
There is violence in this place.
Day and night they walk around and look with no remorse.
They see the ruins,
the effects of oppression and fraud
all to keep their power in place.
But, even more so,
what eats at me is not my enemies.
It isn’t the ones who attack me –
I can hide from them.
It is my friends! My colleagues! My equals!
The ones whom I have dined with.
Whose family I have prayed for.
Whose well-being I have considered my own.
Have we not even worshiped together?
My own companions betray me.
With speech smoother than butter,
But with a heart set on war;
With words that were softer than oil,
But in fact were drawn swords.
In my deepest distress, I remember God.
I turn over all my anguish
and delight in that which will remain
when everything else fades away:
Integrity.
Justice.
Compassion.
Truth.
The Holy sustains me.
The Holy holds me firm.
In Love, still, I will place my trust.


psalm 78 – remix
Originally published on the UCC Worship Ways website
Beloveds, remember this!
Though we speak in modern language,
these holy truths reach from generations past.
The sacred stories we tell are made of the stuff that lasts
when everything else fades away.
They come from sources of wisdom tried and tested
through struggle and contemplation.
When the ones before us were pressed to their spiritual limits,
bound by oppressive restraints,
made weary by loss,
these truths were a lifeline.
It reaches to us still today.
It is our healing, our strength, our memory, our future.
No matter the risks we face,
we will not sever the threads of wisdom
that weave our survival together.
We carry on
and carry out these divine teachings,
that promise hope beyond our reach.
We tell the stories of God.
We do not allow histories to become hidden –
not their ugly nor their glory.
For God has always set free through truths
proclaimed and practiced.
This lineage of liberation that
companions through the impossible and the unimaginable
dare not end with us.


Psalm 37:1-11, 39-40 – remix

Do not hand over your energy to the wastelands of destruction.
The preciousness of life is only wasted in pursuit of the profits of evil.
The treasures of the wicked will soon crumble in their hands.
But the riches born of Love are eternal,
stretching across the ages, bringing hope to each generation.
Make your home in the ways of the Sacred.
Trust in what is Courageous, what is Just, what is Tender.
Even when your soul is weary,
even when your body aches with grief,
do not lose yourself to the cycles of violence.
When racism strikes,
do not return it with sexism.
When sexism strikes,
do not return it with queerphobia.
When queerphobia strikes,
do not return it with degrading words
about body types or mental capacity.
Do not respond to one form of systemic evil by weaponizing another.
Do not let others coerce you into cruelty.
seek to demolish the systems that possess,
using people like conduits to sustain power and prejudices.
Rise up to protect your neighbors and all of created life.
Rise up to disrupt what is oppressive in all its forms.
Rise up to create, to birth, to build something new.
Though the spirits of coercion and control surround us,
in God, we find a refuge:
A place to learn and unlearn,
to connect and to heal,
to enflesh our collective freedom,
and bring an end to all that destroys.


psalm 4 remix

This piece was originally published on the UCC Worship Ways website.
God, The Advocate –
Make thy true self known!
How long will your name be used to prop up those in power?
As they lash out in insecure anguish,
feeling their thrones
cracking,
crumbling,
decaying,
with scripture they suppress!
Through these words of kings past,
they hear their own pain,
rebuking those who protest their rule.
Individualizing struggles,
fearing collective power,
they encourage us to pray through our problems –
alone and in silence.
Too many of them say:
“Oh that things might never change!
May God protect the powers and principalities.”
Meanwhile, they call their harvests blessed,
feasting off of others’ famine;
with wine and grain they bury their shame,
and call it a peaceful night’s rest.
O God, our Advocate!
For all our sake,
make thy self known.
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