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Preface

In August of 1982, I made my first retreat at White House. That opened my life to a deeper relationship with God, a growing awareness of my inner, or true, self, and the writing of spiritual poems, prayers, reflections and messages. I have taken these writings as gifts from God. These gifts have contributed to my growth and have deepened my sense of being loved by God. I have shared some of them with people who mean a lot to me, and they have encouraged me to share them with others. It is my hope that in sharing some of what I have written, a few others might be touched by the hand of God as I was. In August of 1994 and 1996, I compiled some of those poems into two books. This is my third effort at compiling mostly reflections which came to me around the turn of the century..


I want to thank Fr. Len Murray, who was the first at White House to encourage me to get some of them published and to those who reacted positively to the first and second volumes of my writings. I also want to thank Fr. Denis Daly, Fr. Dave Koester, and Fr. Phil Kraus for their encouragement. Fr. Tom Miller, my spiritual director, has been a great help to me as I have tried to sort through my life experiences and seek the Lord’s will in them. 


The process which began at White House seems to me to be what Marcel Proust was referring to when he wrote, “The real voyage of discovery consists not in seeking new landscapes but in having new eyes.”  It is my hope that these glimpses of my spiritual journey might be meaningful to others as they continue their journeys.


The Jesuit staff and visiting retreat directors have been an essential part of my spiritual journey, and I dedicate this volume to them and all who have helped me on my journey.  In particular, I dedicate this volume to the memory of these spiritual guides: Father Murray, Father Doyle, and Father Homes.









Joe Naumann

Call to Relationship

When I got this list of questions, it got me to thinking about my relationship with God, because that’s what it’s all about.  From the beginning of human time, God has been trying to be in relationship with humans.  After a good beginning, Adam and Eve severed the relationship through unfaithfulness to that relationship which God had initiated.  God really didn’t expel them – they chose to sever the relationship by becoming self-centered instead of being God-centered.  God honored their choice, but left the door open – He remained open to them in spite of their unfaithfulness.  

Through the ages, God established covenant relationships with small groups and individuals who we often call prophets today.  He kept trying to shower His love and blessings upon an unruly and often ungrateful humanity – He kept trying to keep the promise of a real love relationship with humanity alive.  Finally, in Jesus, God came to us and made the ultimate sacrifice – becoming one of us, living like us, feeling like us, hurting like us, struggling like us, and finally dying for us – to redeem us.  Jesus became the bridge through which we could again approach the Father in a love relationship – not as just His creations, but as His children.  

An important part of that relationship is communication – how can one have a relationship without communication?  How can any family be healthy without honest, open communication.  That communication with God is realized in prayer.  I looked down the list that follows and asked myself, “How would I honestly answer these questions?”  I wasn’t at all pleased with the answers I had to give if I were to be honest.  I have gotten rather negligent in prayer.  I may be saved, but I still fall into sin.  When I accepted God’s offer of salvation by surrendering my life to Him, He didn’t remove temptation; however, He did promise to be there with me to help me if I turn to Him.  Turning to Him means praying.  Why is it that when I need to pray most, I neglect it?  I turn to it more when my life is approaching disaster.  That’s not good, honest communication with God, and it’s not living a God-centered life, either.  I have to admit that God has been more faithful to this relationship than I have.

I think I’ve noticed a connection in my life between sin and prayer.  It is an inverse relationship – the more I pray, the less I sin, and conversely the less I pray, the more I sin.  When I examine my sins, they seem to stem from being self-centered rather than being God-centered.  I need to reflect on these questions and seek to reorder my priorities in life so that I am living a much more God-centered life.  God desires a dynamic relationship with each of us – one which continually grows and deepens.  He’s infinitely patient, waiting to help us renew our relationship and move forward whenever we’ve become lax and backslid.  While He is patient, it isn’t wise to take Him for granted and assume that we have an infinite amount of time to get it back together.  Unlike God, we, in our earthly existence, are finite beings – our days are numbered, and none of us knows how many we have.  These questions are a good beginning at assessing the quality of relationship one has with God.  Check them out for yourself.  

Love,

Joe

What if, GOD couldn't take the time to bless us today because we couldn't take the time to thank Him yesterday?
 
What if GOD decided to stop leading us tomorrow because we didn't follow Him today?
       
What if, we never saw another flower bloom because we grumbled when GOD sent the Rain?
       
What if GOD didn't walk with us today because we failed to recognize it as His day?
       
What if, GOD took away the Bible tomorrow because we would not read it today?
       
What if, GOD took away His message because we failed to listen to the messenger?
 

What if, GOD didn't send His only begotten Son because He wanted us to be prepared to pay the price for sin.
       
What if, the door of the church was closed because we did not open the door of our heart?
       
What if, GOD stopped loving and caring for us because we failed to love and care for others?
           
What if, GOD would not hear us today because we would not listen to Him?
       
What if, GOD answered our prayers the way we answer His call to service?
       
What if, GOD met our needs the way we give Him our lives?

Dear Lord, I haven’t scored very well on the quiz above.  I know You were aware of that before I began taking it.  Lord, I need You in my life – no, I want You in my life!  I really do, Lord, in spite of my weakness and sinfulness.  Lord, I commit myself to a life of prayer.  I promise to talk to You if I sin, instead of turning away in shame.  I will endeavor to give You quality time in my life, not the leftovers.   I will spend time in Your Word and in relationship with the brothers and sisters you place in my life – they are a powerful sign of Your blessings and Your Love.  I long for the day when I hear you say of me, “This is my son in whom I am well pleased.”  I love you, Father, even though I may not show it every day.  I open my heart, soul, mind, and body to Your healing Love, for I am in need of much healing.  Jesus, You are the Way, the Truth, and the Life – that I know for a certainty.  Jesus, I want the Life you model.  Lord, I do believe You – I do believe in You – help my unbelief!  Amen

Football and Reflections on Psalm 119:93 

Ps. 119:93 -- I will never forget your precepts, for by them you have revived me.

“. . . Spiritually speaking, the precepts of God awaken us to our great need for God.  They life us, or being life to us.  If we are spiritually minded, we will have the attitude of David and say with him, “I will never forget the precepts of God for they life me.”  Ron Auch – The Heart of the King
O, Lord, thanks for being with me these past few days in ways of which I was aware – I’m afraid that frequently my awareness of You is low and I tend to take You for granted.  I am coming to internalize, though, that You are my faithful Father – always ready to welcome me home – always encouraging me!  Jesus is my faithful brother walking with me and helping me carry the load – showing me the way.  The Spirit is my faithful physician, endeavoring to heal my brokenness when I let go of my illusions of control – helping me not to lose heart.  What a support team I have – the thought is mind blowing.  What is even more mind blowing is that Triune Support Team is ready, willing, and able to work with every human being who has lived, is living, or will live on this earth.  So, in one sense, I’m very special; however, in another sense, I’m quite ordinary in this relationship.

Reflecting on this has brought an illustration or analogy to mind – quite a surprising one for me, but You are full of surprised, aren’t You, Lord?  I got to thinking about my role in life and seeing things in terms of football.  I’m new to being a football fan, or more accurately a Rams fan, so that someone who has greater understanding of the game might help me sharpen this analogy.  Anyway, I thought of myself as a quarterback in the football season of my life.  The basic fact, which is so clear, is that I can’t win a game alone, much less have a winning season or win the Super Bowl of Salvation alone.  The Father is my wise, loving, and demanding (wanting me to live to my full potential) Coach.  Jesus is multifaceted in that He is the rest of the Offensive Team – He is a great enabler for me.  As full back, half back, running back, wide receiver, lineman, center, etc., He enables me to do my best.  He throws blocks to protects me; He receives my hand-offs; and He receives my passes and runs for the goal.  The Holy Spirit is my Trainer/Physician – working to keep me spiritually healthy – helping me heal and grow.

There’s even more to this analogy, though.  God isn’t the only part of this team effort.  It is so awesome to realize how much God orchestrates in life to enable me to have a winning season.  The key word is “enable”.  Thousands of people, many of whom, I don’t even know, impact my life and participate in the team effort. I’ll develop that point more later – I have an active role in this season.  How well I work with the team has much to do with the end result.  I have responsibilities, and I will be accountable for my performance.

Now I want to reflect on the defensive team, the special teams, and the fans.  Their roles are often crucial in a game.  These teams and the fans are the spiritual support network that God has provided for me through my many brother and sisters.  It would be almost impossible to name all those who serve in these capacities.  They include my wife and daughter, other family members, my spiritual director, my pastor, members of my small church community, members of my weight control group, people I work with, students, and sometimes even strangers who might only be directly in my life for a few minutes.  Support also comes from authors and speakers such as Oswald Chambers, John Powell, Henri Nouwen, Chuck Colson, etc., whose books teach, inspire, admonish, and support me.  You’ve always been able to reach me teach me through gifted singer/song-writers like Keith Green, John Michael Talbot, Terry Talbot, and Don Francisco. Support comes in so many ways, and sometimes comes without my even being aware of it or from whom it comes.  When I lose the ball, the defensive team is there to hold the line and try to reverse the situation so that I can really do my part in the game.  They help the offensive team regain the ball so that we can mount a successful drive to the goal.  Sometimes my efforts get close to the goal, but then they falter.  This is when the special team comes in and kicks a field goal to gain us three more points.  I’m not always making touchdown passes in this game, but through teamwork, we move forward and gain points on the opposition. 

A tremendous source of encouragement for this team – actually, these teams – are the Saints in Heaven.  The members of the Body of Christ who have died are praying for the quarterbacks of all the teams and for all the support members.  These might be somewhat analogous to the support role of the cheerleaders.  They pray for and encourage the quarterback, the defensive team members, and the special team members who support the efforts of the Trainer/Physician.  They celebrate the efforts of the Coach, Offensive Team, and the Trainer Physician.  They rejoice in every advance made by the offensive team and every recovery made by the defensive team.  They pour out prayers when the quarterback may be faltering somewhat and when the defensive team is struggling to “hold the line.”  

And yet, with great coaching, fantastic offensive team members, and a great trainer/physician assisted by the special teams, I can be the quarterback of a team with a losing season.  Without my active participation, all the support in the world won’t be enough.  I have to be willing to listen to and learn from the precepts of my Coach.  I need to learn discipline and obedience so that I do not place my will, my judgments, above His.  He sees the big picture, and He has coached millions of quarterbacks on winning teams.  I must never turn away from His guidance.  I must focus on his commands and not let the distractions of the opposing team and its fans cause my attention to waver.

I need to be in clear communication with my Offensive Team.  We need to have our signals clear.  We need to study our “playbook” (Bible) carefully – it contains many plays and has proven to be a successful guide to the discerning quarterback and team members.  The “playbook” has much to offer, but I must spend time studying it carefully and internalizing its many lessons.  The Offensive Team knows the “playbook” well, but I must also know it, or I will fumble, make an incomplete pass, or be sacked.  I must study and practice discipline and obedience to be an effective quarterback.

I must also heed the counsel of my Trainer/Physician and those who assist Him, my pastor and my spiritual director.  In this game, I must be spiritually fit.  I must put the precepts and the counsel of my Coach and my Trainer/Physician in practice in my daily life.  Those spiritual “muscles” and “reflexes” will not be finely honed and ready to respond effectively without being used daily.  I must also heed my Trainer/Physician’s counsel to get adequate rest.  The needs of my physical body must be carefully considered because a healthy physical body supports a healthy spiritual body, and visa versa.  I need to feed my spiritual body through prayer and the sacraments.  I need to associate with and learn from others whom the Lord sends into my life – other quarterbacks who have been and who are good models.  There will be times when I take a hard hit and muff an important play.  Then I need to focus on what my Trainer/Physician is communicating to me directly and through the special team members in my life.  I must never let a setback cause me to walk away from the game – I should never consider throwing in the towel.  That would be a horrendous mistake because Christ has already been victorious over Satan!  Satan is powerless over me if I remain in Christ.  

The only way I can lose this contest is to allow Satan to trick me into believing that I can’t win.  Satan will do everything possible to try to deceive me and get me to thrown in the towel.  The most important thing for me to do – for every quarterback to do – is to remain in the game and put forth my best effort to be open to what the Lord wants to do in my life.  As long as I am endeavoring to let go of the illusion of control in my life and accept my sonship through Christ, God’s will prevails because, in fact, God’s will has already prevailed through the Cross.  

When we are in a hard-fought game, I need to be willing to remain calmly in the “pocket” at times and be willing to take a “hit” in order to make the needed pass to an Offensive Team member who is open.  At other times, I need to scramble out of the “pocket” to achieve a better, safer position from which to make my “play.”  I need to focus on the voice of my Coach sending instructions through the earphone in my helmet – I need to block out the sound of the crowd which can cause confusion at times.

So I see, Lord, that each of us who have accepted You is quarterbacking a team and needs to be both the good team leader and the obedient team member.  It isn’t a “one-man-show,” is it, Lord?  Thinking it is a one-man-show is a ticket to disaster, isn’t it?  Lord, thank you for your Triune role in my drive to win Salvation’s Super Bowl.  Thank you also for all those who serve a role on my team.  Thank you, also, for allowing me to serve on the teams of my brothers and sisters in Christ.  Help me be a positive contributor to their efforts. Thank you, also, for helping me realize that this is what the Body of Christ is all about – a fantastic, interconnected network of individuals acting as quarterbacks and also as team members.  They support and encourage one another and in turn are supported by You – You desire to be intimately involved with each and every one of us. You are both the force that holds the Body together and that nourishes and guides it to freely and lovingly cooperate in your creative enterprise on earth.

The realization that just blows me away, Lord, is that You are available to every human being in existence simultaneously.  Every quarterback, billions of them, can lead a winning team.  You coach, are the offensive team, and train/heal all who will accept You.  You organize special teams for every one of them, and You help and encourage all to be winners.  You know, Lord, there is only one who is bound to be the loser in all these games – Satan!  If each of us accepts You and cooperates by being an effective quarterback, every one of us will be the quarterback of a winning team. 

You are so awesome, Lord, that words fail me.  I praise You, Lord.  I lift up my heart to You and give You all the glory.  You are Lord forever and forever!  Alleluia!  Alleluia!

Reflection On Temptation -- Luke 4:1-13(English-NIV)  

1Jesus, full of the Holy Spirit, returned from the Jordan and was led by the Spirit in the desert,

2where for forty days he was tempted by the devil. He ate nothing during those days, and at the end of them he was hungry.

3The devil said to him, "If you are the Son of God, tell this stone to become bread."

4Jesus answered, "It is written: `Man does not live on bread alone.' [1]"

5The devil led him up to a high place and showed him in an instant all the kingdoms of the world.

6And he said to him, "I will give you all their authority and splendor, for it has been given to me, and I can give it to anyone I want to.

7So if you worship me, it will all be yours."

8Jesus answered, "It is written: `Worship the Lord your God and serve him only.' [2]"

9The devil led him to Jerusalem and had him stand on the highest point of the temple. "If you are the Son of God," he said, "throw yourself down from here.

10For it is written: "`He will command his angels concerning you to guard you carefully;

11they will lift you up in their hands, so that you will not strike your foot against a stone.' [3]"

12Jesus answered, "It says: `Do not put the Lord your God to the test.' [4]"

13When the devil had finished all this tempting, he left him until an opportune time.

                  [1] Deut. 8:3

                  [2] Deut. 6:13

                  [3] Psalm 91:11,12

                  [4] Deut. 6:16

Jesus faces three temptations in these verses:  hunger, power, and glory.  Hunger also includes the cravings and desires of the body; power includes the desire to be in control of one’s self and one’s circumstances as well as of others; and glory includes the need to be liked and the desire for the adulation of others.

Jesus was tempted in the ways we are.  Even though the devil failed in this encounter and only a few temptations were listed, he left to return at “an opportune time.”  I can, and do, assume that Jesus was tempted in many more ways at many other times.  In this encounter and the others, Jesus showed that a human can resist if he is living the will of the Father and is communicating with the Father in prayer.  Jesus prayed a lot – a powerful example for me.  Key to these temptations is the desire to take the easy way -- to avoid ways that ask more from us physically, emotionally, and/or spiritually.

The request to turn stones into bread appealed to Jesus’ physical and emotional body needs.  Jesus was hungry and needed food, and he had the power to turn stones to bread.  But Jesus accepted the Father’s assignment to become one of us – to live and die as a human for us.  He was to be the gateway to the kingdom for us.  We had to believe in His example – His model life.  We could only do that if He lived and grew, acted and reacted, in his human nature.  So if Jesus was hungry, he had to walk out of the desert to the nearest town and get food like any other human.  If Jesus had done as the devil suggested, he would have become a phony.  One thing about Jesus which impressed and attracted was his genuineness or honesty – there was no phoniness about Him.

So I am called to avoid the shortcuts (usually sinful) when I feel the cravings of my body – hunger, thirst, need for pleasure and comfort, sexual desires, etc.  As Jesus sought to live the Father’s will, so must I.  How do I fight these temptations?  I must do it through faith, prayer, and the avoidance of negatives like guilt and condemnation.

The second temptation was an appeal to the emotions – to the desire to feel secure, to have control, to have power.  Insecurity is scary, and most humans, I imagine Jesus too, wish to remove the insecurity or feeling of being vulnerable.  Jesus had a mission to bring a message to the world.  This was a huge mission, and He was just one man in a rather out-of-the-way, insignificant part of the world.  He did not come from the upper levels of society which would have brought him respect and attention.  The devil offered a shortcut to a position of authority over all nations – everyone would have to pay attention to Him.  Jesus realized that His Father willed Him to reach people’s hearts.  That is rarely done by command from above.  That is accomplished more often laterally -- one human to another, brother to brother, sister to sister, etc.  Jesus resisted the shortcut and proceeded with little control and great vulnerability – much as I walk through life.

God wants me to give up the desire to control life events, to control others – to have power over them.  There is a danger to having power and authority.  The fear of losing it can cause me to become quite unloving in my efforts to maintain power.  Power becomes my god. 

God wants me to yield up the desire for power and control to Him.  He wants me to lovingly trust Him to wield the power for my best interests.  I can only do this by embracing vulnerability.  The paradox is that the vulnerable person who trusts in God’s power is freer than the one who tries to maintain control.  Slowly, I’m learning and living this.

Consider these scenarios.  If one tries to turn a strange cat onto his back and pet his vulnerable belly, one will probably end up bitten and scratched.  The fearful cat attacks to protect itself against the perceived threats.  On the other hand, a cat that has been lovingly raised by his owner will voluntarily lie on his back and invite the owner to pet its belly.  It will purr and receive great pleasure through the power of its vulnerability.  The owner will receive pleasure too.  God wants us to somewhat relate to Him like trusting cats.

The third temptation was to the human desire to be admired or looked up to – to stand out in some way above the masses.  Often this is a sign of low self-esteem – an attempt to mask it.  We all have a desire to be liked by others, at the very least.  Here the devil was offering a shortcut.  If Jesus threw himself down and was saved by angels, that would be so dramatic.  It would get so much notice.  He could capture the attention of quite an audience that way.  Again, Jesus realizes this is not in keeping with His Father’s will.  One impresses people in this spectacular way, but one doesn’t touch their hearts with healing.  If one desires people to follow one and do as one does, the spectacular makes them feel it is hopeless – beyond them.  Jesus did the spectacular, though, but in unspectacular settings, opening his disciples to the possibility that they too could do as He did.  Jesus gained admiration by doing the ordinary things with ordinary people and produced extraordinary results.

God is calling me to avoid the shortcuts.  Admiration is to be gained, slowly, patiently, lovingly through ordinary interaction with my brothers and sisters.  This is how most hearts are opened and respond to God as He comes to them through ordinary people like me.

So Jesus’ temptations have lessons for me.  I must avoid the easy ways offered by the devil.  I must remain trusting and vulnerable and go where the Father leads me.  He will be patient with me if I stumble, but I must always focus on and find comfort in Him and His will for me. 

Lord, I desire more of the freedom which comes from being trusting and vulnerable before you.  I love you, and I know you love me, but sometimes it is hard to let go of my illusions of power and control and to trust.  Lord, help me grow in my ability to trust and be open.

Beware the Devil  a sharing by Joe Naumann

Many modern Christians believe in Jesus, but they tend to dismiss the Devil, the power of evil, or evil spirits.  Scripture tells us the Jesus cast out demons and evil spirits.  If Jesus did that, then they must exist.  Satan is very crafty.  If he can get us to dismiss him and the power of evil, then we will be much less discerning about the events in our lives.  While we are dismissing Satan and focusing only on our loving, patient, forgiving God, Satan can be effectively placing roadblocks in our way toward real spiritual growth and we won’t recognize them for what they are.  I offer a few examples from my own experience with Satan to illustrate.

Sometimes, Satan uses direct frontal attacks.  Fortunately, several of these failed to sidetrack me in my efforts to grow spiritually.  That doesn’t mean that Satan gave up, though.  It just meant that he got more subtle in his efforts to sidetrack my spiritual growth.  I am afraid I haven’t been as successful in discerning his hand in some of his subtle efforts.

One of the most powerful experiences in my life has been the spiritual benefits of making a retreat at White House each August for the past 18 years.  On my first retreat, Satan tried a direct, frontal attack that might have kept me from gaining the benefits I did receive that year.  When I got to my room Thursday evening, I noticed a spider web outside my window on the window ledge.  In the web was a large, hairy, spider with a red and white striped body.  It was ugly.  I have two great fears in this world – spiders and snakes.  When I got back to my room after dinner and the first conference in the chapel, I looked out the window and saw the web, but no spider was visible.  Then I noticed that the top of my window was down about one inch.  Intellectually, I knew I was safe from the non-poisonous spider (I knew it wasn’t a black widow or brown recluse, etc.) because there was a storm window also between me and the web, and it was firmly in place.  One of the less positive aspects of my personality is that I am a worrier.  If Satan could get me to worry about the spider for the three days, I wouldn’t really hear and reflect on much of what the retreat director was developing in the conferences – my benefits would be greatly reduced.  If I didn’t get much from the retreat, I might decide not to return the next year.

Well, I went to bed telling myself that everything was just fine.  About, 2 AM, I awoke from a nightmare where spiders had been crawling all over me.  I was in a panic, and the spider still wasn’t visible in the web.  Father Snider had recommended reading one of the gospels (I don’t remember which one any longer) and I had read through about half of it.  I knew I wasn’t going to go back to sleep easily or peacefully, so I opened my Bible and started reading the gospel.  When I got to the Passion narrative, I found myself on the floor rocking back and forth, crying profusely, and babbling (praying in tongues?).  I’d never had a reaction to scripture reading like that.  When I calmed down, I finished the Gospel and felt such peace.  I knew that God had taken the worry from me, and I went back to sleep and had a wonderful, worry-free retreat.  Satan had lost that battle.

The next August, Satan tried again.  This time the driver of the automobile taking a group of us to the retreat experienced what seemed like sever brake problems.  We had been driving without brakes.  Had we not gotten off Highway 55 at Broadway and continued on to Highway 255 at rush hour, we might have had a catastrophic car accident.  On Broadway, we had less traffic and were able to get the car stopped.  We limped on to White House.  I could have spent the three days worrying about the brakes and how we would get home. Instead, I prayed to Jesus and told him to take my worry for the time of the retreat.  We’d consider how to get home when the retreat was over.  When it was time to leave, Bill had brakes.  We had no trouble on the way home.  He had his brakes replaced, anyway, since we were using his wife’s car.  The repairman who replaced them said he couldn’t find anything wrong with the brakes.

On the third retreat, Satan tried a frontal attack again.  While changing my clothes, I felt a lump.  My first thought was, “Oh, God, I’ve got testicular cancer!”  Now that is really something to worry about.  That thought was followed by, “Oh, God, I’m too young to die, and I’m afraid to die!”  Then I said a prayer asking God to remove the worry.  I said that thee days wouldn’t make a difference between life and death.  I promised God, and myself, to make an appointment with a urologist as soon as we returned from the retreat.  Again, Jesus helped me have a worry-free retreat.  After several visits to several specialists, I was also pronounced free of cancer (that was more than 15 years ago).

Satan tried to trigger my worry mechanism three years in a row.  He wanted me to miss many of the spiritual benefits of the retreats.  Thanks to God, I handed the worry over to Him and didn’t miss the benefits.

There hasn’t been a frontal attack by Satan since then.  But I know he hasn’t given up.  I think he may have succeeded some since then, because I got complacent and thought I had nothing to worry from Satan – he had lost, big time!  One of the blessings I received at White House was the writing of spiritual poems, prayers, and reflections.  In eighteen years, I’ve written hundreds of them.  Could Satan have been helping me write them?

After many years, I realized that when I arrived at White House, I was anticipating what I would write that year.  If my attention was focused on writing and worrying if the ideas didn’t flow easily into my head, I was probably less focused on what the retreat director was developing in the conferences.  For the last few years, I have gone without the intention or expectation of writing.  I have tried to be more attentive to the retreat director and to quiet times with Jesus.  If a poem flows, I do write it down, but I don’t worry about how many I’ll write or whether they will seem good to other people (that encourages the sin of pride).  Satan can use a good thing to divert us from better things.  He is very crafty that way.  If we dismiss Satan, we probably take his “bait” and miss the fullness of benefits we might have received from a spiritual opportunity.

The Weigh Down class at church has been a wonderful opportunity for me to reawaken spiritually.  The spiritual side of my life had been decreasing little by little.  I love this rejuvenation, but I know that Satan will try to get me sidetracked in some way or other.  He will probably use a subtle way.  Always be on your guard.  I know that Satan is alive and well and working to derail me and you in our spiritual journey any way he possibly can.  If you dismiss him as not being real, he may be very successful.

James 4:1-4 (NJB)


1Where do these wars and battles between yourselves first start?  Is it not precisely in the desires fighting inside your own selves?  2You want something and you lack it: so you kill.  You have an ambition that you cannot satisfy; so you fight to get your way by force.  It is because you do not pray and you do not receive; 3when you do pray and do not receive, it is because you prayed wrongly, wanting to indulge your passions.


4Adulterers!  Do you not realize that love for the world is hatred for God?  Anyone who chooses the world for a friend is constituted an enemy of God.

Joe’s Reflection ---

Verses 1-3


Disunity among Christians stems from disunity within -- conflicted hearts.  Hearts truly focused on Jesus will be united.  When seeking material things, position, or recognition, one has erected false gods that draw one away from living God’s will which unifies.  When our prayers focus; on obtaining these false gods, we pray wrongly.  Our prayers should focus on God and only God. In prayer we should praise God, thank God, seek to know God’s will, and ask for the divine power we need to live God’s will.  In reality, there is only one prayer—Lord, all praise and honor be Yours.  Thank You for all the blessings You have made available to me. Lord lead me to know and do Your will and see You in my brothers and sisters.  If everyone prayed and lived this prayer, there would be harmony and unity into he world.  All the pieces of the Kingdom would be in place in proper relationships.

Verse 4


When we worship false gods--pride, possessions, etc., we are committing adultery toward God, particularly if we have accepted Him as Savior, Lord, and Master.  God desires us to be in a spousal relationship with Him—He asks each of us to be the bride of Christ.  If I have accepted Jesus as my divine savior and lover, then every time I focus on false gods, I am cheating on my beloved who is ever-faithful to me.  


Jesus, you love me totally, without reservation, with the fullness and completeness of your eternal divinity.  I am the complete object of all your passion and love.  If I am not receiving it fully, it is because I have not opened myself to it.  Your passion and love are so overwhelming and will sweep me away, consuming me in its fire.  Oh, Lord, I want that so much, but it also scares me.  Teach me to trust you more—to abandon any fears, apprehensions, or idols which cause the door to be only partially open to your love.


The amazing mystery in this is that your love is equally complete, intense, etc. toward every brother and sister.  Unlike us humans, with you there is no adultery or compromising in loving many persons.  Each of us has full access to you without diminishing your relationship with the others.  The more open we are to You, Lord, the more we are open to each other, and a love circuit exists with you at the center but with each of us compounding the love union with you between ourselves.  When everyone is connected fully, the Kingdom will be complete.  Lord, is this dynamic the Kingdom?

[image: image15.png]



Increase the four humans in the diagram with the 6 billion persons now livening and all the countless billions who have lived on earth before and are now part of the communion of saints.  To be fully accurate, the diagram would also include all of creation, animate and inanimate, in the circuit of Love.
Journal Entry – September 20, 1999

From Brother Lawrence

I do not pray that you may be delivered from your pains, but I pray God earnestly that he would give you strength and patience to bear them as long as he pleases.  Comfort yourself with him who holds you fastened to the cross.  He will loose you when he thinks fit.  Happy those who suffer with him.  Accustom yourself to suffer in that manner and seek from him the strength to endure as much, and as long, as he shall judge necessary for you.

My Response 

Dear Jesus,

Thank you for your love and your Word.  Sometimes, though, it is rather confusing, and I have a difficult time seeing how some spiritual writers apply it or interpret its meaning.  When reading Brother Lawrence writing about pain and suffering being sent by God to perfect people, I find it hard to see you (the Trinity) choosing to send pain, suffering, or illness to an individual.  I can see you offering consolation and strength to endure these conditions.  I don’t think you need to afflict us – life does that enough.  You are there to love us and help us find a way through life and its trials to you.

While I have trouble with this image of you, I recall giving my little Ginny an overdose of Organidin several times when she was quite young because it would make her throw up.  The doctor said she couldn’t be harmed by an overdose because she would throw up.  Throwing up would compress her lungs and cause her to expel much of the mucus that was filling them.  So, on top of the asthmatic wheezing she was enduring, I made her get sick to her stomach and caused her to throw up.  This certainly was not pleasant for a three-year-old.  Then she could breathe better, and we could avoid the emergency room and the series of adrenaline shots she would get there.  I would hand her a small glass of the medicine, and she would look up at me with her big eyes and say, “You’re going to make me throw up, aren’t you daddy?”  I would respond, “Yes, honey, you know you will be able to breathe better after that.”  Then she would obediently drink a dose that was about four times the normal dose.

I was being a loving father when I did that to my precious daughter.  I had her best interests at heart.  I knew we had to get her lungs open and empty of much of the mucus.  So, Lord, if that is analogous to your role in our lives sometimes, then I welcome any affliction that comes from you.  I know that out of love it is sent to avoid a worse threat to my spiritual life.  I know you do not enjoy seeing us suffer, because it broke my heart to make my sweet baby throw up.  I would have done that for her if that would have spared her.  Now that I think of it, You did just that to spare me the punishment for my sins.  Thank you for loving me and suffering for and with me.  Help me find the strength in your love to cooperate with you even when it means enduring pain, suffering, disappointment, and illness.

The Poverty of God

My devotional meditation this morning was entitled “God’s Terribleness and Gentleness” from the writings of Joseph Parker.  He was examining the paradox of a God with such awesome power, which if unleashed in anger could be devastating, but due to the gentleness of God, serves as a kind of reassurance for us.  What follows was my morning journal entry after reading the devotional and the recommended scriptures (Psalm 107:33-34, Psalm 114:3-8, and Nahum 1:5-8).

Dear Lord,

How could I not be aware of your power and majesty, but a thought just came to me – one I’ve never had before.  I heard the phrase in my mind when I set out to write this reflection – “the poverty of the Lord.”  As I wrote the first sentence, I almost wrote the word “poverty” instead of “power.”  But, I think you’ve given me an idea to explore.

You love me so much that you desired me into being, knowing how much I would sin.  You gave me free will, and with it both the power to sin and the power to love because both must be free acts.  You, the Master of All, suspended your mighty, awesome power before your creations and allowed them to sin.  Figuratively, You allow us to spit in your face if we choose.  Through it all, though, You try to communicate to us how much and how passionately You love us.  Through every means imaginable, You try to show us glimpses of yourself to entice us to open ourselves to you freely.  


Jesus, You came among us and modeled love for us.  You showed us how to love one another and how to reverence and love the Father.  You allowed us to torture you and kill you, and you said, “Father, forgive them . . .”  Returning from the dead, you showed us that You had conquered death and brought us through with you if only we would believe and love – love one another and love God.  You showed us how great God’s love is.  


Now, You stand before us humans almost begging us to turn to You in love – not because you need our love, but because You want us to freely accept even greater gifts from You than we could ever imagine.  To do that, you ask us to let go of the thoughts, actions, possessions, and attachments that separate us from full union with you.  But, you modeled that for us too.  You showed us Divine Poverty and said, “Come, follow me.”


Oh, God, how awesome you are, and I do love you and do desire to be consumed by the fire of your Love.  Lord, burn away all my iniquities and carry me away with you.  You are my life.  You are my lover.  I surrender -- all that I have and am are yours.

A Reflection: after reading a section of Jesus: A Disciple’s Search by Murray Bodo

Jesus, you accepted your role in obedience

as you uncovered what that role was to be.

As you grew in stature, grace, and self-knowledge,

You set an example that I want to follow.

The decisions you made were

made out of your human nature, weren’t they?

You experienced hunger, pain, fear . . .

You were tempted by greed, envy, lust . . .

You knew disappointment, discouragement, betrayal . . .

So, when you tell me,

“I understand your struggles and pain,”

you really do. . . .

It’s not just some “Godly” comprehension

of the human condition.

You know from living the human condition.

Even as you began to comprehend who you are – 

that you and Abba are one reality – 

you had to deal with human emotions and human fears 

with only human resources, 

not with your God-power.

You can identify with me and my struggles,

and I can identify, in some small degree, with you.

And that is the basis for real communication, isn’t it?

I know I can have a real relationship with you 

even though you transcend my humanity.

Through you, Abba becomes more accessible, too.

When you take my hand,

and we approach our Abba,

we come as friends and bothers – 

as spiritual lovers who are intimately connected 

with an eternal love-bond.

Abba’s love radiates towards us both, 

and I realize that He’s really my Abba too.

The incomprehensible Divine LOVE – 

Abba, Spirit, and Brother –

Becomes approachable, 

and you gift me with a small glimpse of understanding.

God, the unfathomable Trinity,

created me in His image.  

Is that “image” or “likeness”

my natural urge to love?

You – the Trinity – are love beyond measure – 

Love that is driven to love.

But Love needs an object to love,

so You spoke the universe into existence.

You spoke humanity into being . . .

You spoke me into being,

creating me with free will – 

free to receive and return that love.

Love is a little bit like a seed, isn’t it?

It is cast forth as a pregnant potential –

Meaningless and of no consequence – 

wasted, unless it spouts and grows to fruition

and casts forth new seeds.

So with love, the object which receives

the love must freely return love for that love to have meaning 

and to continue the cycle.

The cycle of loving was begun

when You brought forth humans on the earth –

a cycle of loving which can envelope all creation.

As your children, brothers, sisters, brides 

open their hearts to receive and pour out your Love;

they bless You and all creation,

becoming co-creators in the cycle of Love.

When you gave me free will, though,

you gave me a two-edged sword.

I can, and so often do, direct

my love to things and to people as objects, 

rather than as beloved members of Your Body.

In relationship with you, Jesus, 

I am choosing to learn from you

how to obediently employ my free will 

in harmony with your divine will.

I am choosing to learn through you

my true nature as your bride 

and as an adopted son of God.

You had that free will, too,

didn't you, Jesus?

You had to learn relationship with Abba,

so that, eventually, you discovered

who you are and

freely accepted your role.

You were obedient, even when

You knew that obedience meant physical pain,

meant separation from your disciples, 

meant separation from your mother, and 

meant the loss of seeing sunrises and sunsets as a human.

You didn’t want to let go, did you, Jesus?

You were really scared, weren’t you?

The thought of crucifixion petrified you, didn’t it?

You didn’t want to die naked and disgraced 

on a Roman cross, did you?

So you poured out your human heart,

your human fears, your human despair to Abba.

You sweat drops of blood at the thought of dying,

concluding your prayer with, “Thy will be done.”

Could you also feel Abba’s pain

in expressing His will to You when You said “Yes”?

As they drove the nails through your flesh and joints,

you experienced excruciating pain.

But through the pain and sense of abandonment, 

could you feel Abba’s painful reaction to your suffering?

You were stretching your humanity to its limits

when you said, “Father forgive them . . .”

weren’t you?

You were teaching me the ultimate lesson

about forgiveness, weren’t you?

Jesus, help me open my heart to You – 

teach me how to let go and say “yes!” to Abba’s will.

Show me how to be “tuned-in” to the Spirit.

Help me learn and grow – 

and there’s so much for me to learn.

Jesus, have patience with me, 

for I’ll still call for you to hold me as I sleep.

Your presence – so close – 

has made it a blessed sleep 

and clamed my fearful heart.

Jesus, I’m really scared of the unknown,

and this relationship we’ve entered is full of unknowns.

Accepting you as my Lord, my brother, my lover,

I know I’ve committed myself to follow wherever you lead.

I trust you will be with me,

as an ever-faithful lover, to guide me,

to help me access the faith Abba gave me.

Jesus, help me grow until my every moment 

is one of living, “Thy will be done!”

Thoughts About the Cross

I was praying this morning, thinking of how I desire to be rid of sin in my life.  I was asking Jesus to help me see, name, and reject sins in my life, particularly ones which I may have become callous about or conveniently unaware of.  I was asking Him to take me to the cross to share in His crucifixion as my sinful tendencies are nailed there.  I really don’t know what I was asking Jesus, because the crucifixion has been an abstraction for much of my life.  I guess I was saying that I am willing to accept any and all the crosses I must bear as I daily choose to reject sin and leave it at the cross.  


I’m scared of crosses and pain, to be quite honest, but I meant it as I tearfully asked my lover to let me share in His suffering for the sins I have and will commit in my life. Then I read a medical report about the actual physical process of being scourged and crucified.  The description of the scourging and the crucifixion—and the pain—were enough to make me ill.  Still, though, I desire to stick with my morning prayer.

During my free time today, I began thinking about God and time.  Time is meaningless to God, at least the linear kind of time which is the only kind we know.  God exists in all time simultaneously, I think.  That would mean that Jesus is being crucified, is dying, is being buried, and is rising right now and every moment in what we call time.  So Jesus, in a way, is eternally crucified and risen simultaneously.  The crucifixion today in 2000 is just as real as it was at the moment it occurred almost 2000 years ago in linear, human time.

God doesn’t look back at the crucifixion and say, “Wow that was some terrible experience I had.”  God is experiencing it right now and every time I sin it is like pain radiating from the nails through His wrists.  In entering our time as a human, God knew that He would be accepting the eternal experience of dying for us, as well as rising for us.  He knew he would endure eternal suffering in order to try to reach generation after generation of finite human beings locked in the linear progression they call time.  God chooses incomprehensible suffering to show His love to His creatures who often choose to dismiss Him as irrelevant.

Why was a perfect person crucified in place of a sinner like me?  Jesus’ action set the rest of humanity free, if they but accept the redemption He offers.  Jesus said something like, “If you love me, you will take up your cross and follow me.”  I want to say to Jesus, daily, “I love you my Lord, and my lover.”  I want to be willing to take on the cross I am presented with every day, regardless of what it might entail.  Even as I try to be brave about this commitment, I know something else that is utterly mind-blowing.  When I accept my daily cross, Jesus, like Simon of Cyrene will be there to help me bear the load.  Jesus will be there willingly and lovingly, not drafted into service, but volunteering out of love for me.  How fantastic is that!  It is almost too good to believe, but it is true.  If anything on this earth is true, that is true—Jesus will help carry the burden.  On the other side of God’s time, it is also true that even though He suffers crucifixion eternally, He also celebrates eternally the resurrection and my commitment to love, praise, and thank Him.  That, too, is mind-blowing.

Joe’s Journal January 26, 2000

After reading my morning devotional, I opened my journal and these words came rushing into my head.

Yield to me my beloved; open your heart, mind, and soul to me.  Give me your wounds, those inflicted by others and those self-inflicted ones caused by your willful sins.  Yield them up to me, my dear one; I know they are there, you can’t hide them from me.  I love you in spite of them.  Jesus died for you, for them, to make it possible for me to show you that you are healed.  You have been covered in the blood of the Lamb, and I only see the perfection of my son and your brother, Jesus in you.  How do I explain to you that while I know you sin, I do not see them?  I see the perfection of Jesus, but I know when you close off part of yourself to me.  I respect and love you too much to force myself in where I am not welcomed – the reason for not welcoming me there is the presence of sin there, so I know when you sin.


For you, these wounds which pain you are sort of an illusion.  As long as you believe they are there, they plague you, and you are in torment.  Jesus has already paid the price, you are really healed – that is the reality you aren’t fully accepting yet.  As you open yourself and offer each of these phantoms or illusions to me, I can see it enough to embrace you and kiss away the wound with my healing love.  Through my healing love, I long to bring you to the full realization of your beauty, which is a reflection of my love.


I know the yielding up of your wounds, and the actions which caused them, is not easy – it is hard to admit your sin to yourself and to give it to God, who is perfection.  But remember, I am perfect in justice but also in compassion and love.  Jesus settled the account concerning justice.  All you need to do now is let me heal you with my compassion and love.  

What afflicts you is somewhat like phantom realities which affect your actions and cause you pain.  My love and compassion can banish each one as you let go long enough to yield it up to me.  The wounds you feel others have inflicted, I can also heal.  Here, you must open yourself to my grace because I can’t heal the wound until you let go.  You must let go of resentment and blaming and allow me to replace them with love and forgiveness. The less you clutch and hold these phantoms to yourself, the more you can clutch and hold me and feel the power of my love which can bring you to see yourself whole and healed.


 I love you, my beloved, and I am ready whenever you are.  Your journey home isn’t easy, I know, but I am there to help you as you allow me to help you.  We will make this journey one step at a time as you are able to open to me and let go.  Never forget, my dear one that I am Love and you are my precious one whom I loved into existence.  When I spoke the universe into existence, I was thinking of you.  When you were born, I celebrated.  With each step you take toward home, I celebrate again.  I say, “This is my child in whom I am pleased,” and Heaven rejoices.  



Vunerability

When we hug,


I am vulnerable,



And so are you.

Being vulnerable


Can be scary.



It is being open




Physically and emotionally





To rejection – to pain.

I am learning, though,


That vulnerability



Can be blessed.

Hearts can only 


Touch each other


Through mutual vulnerability.

Isn’t that the paradox

Jesus modeled

For me?

Thoughts of Father Holmes on Saturday, August 14, 1999 – 6:00 AM

O cloudy day,


Are you a sign



Of sorrow and separation?

Our brother, Bob Holmes


Lies dying as we pray



For a miracle to save him.

Yet, we know, Lord,


He is saved!

We know of his heart,


The loving instrument of your will.

We felt in his firm but gentle touch,


Your love pulsing



Through his body,




Enriching us through . . .




His smile . . .




His twinkling eyes




His firm, encompassing hugs




His openness in self-revelation




His attentive listening to our stories.

Truly, Father Bob Holmes


Enriched our lives.



As he lived the Society of Jesus,




The ripples of his/Your love 





Expanded throughout the world.

You seem to be calling him home now, Lord.


I cannot object, but only say



Thy will be done.

Thank you for his heart


Which broke for Love



Of You/us.

Stained Glass Vision – August 14, 1999

As I sat in the chapel in Monaghan Hall on Saturday morning, as I had so many times on many retreats at White House, the window next to me appeared as an analogy for the Body of Christ.  I was sitting there feeling so saved and redeemed, as well as feeling overwhelmed at the awareness of my life of sin.  The chapel has many narrow panels of stained glass which run from the floor to the ceiling.  The panels are separated by narrow limestone verticals, somewhat like columns.  

The panels aren’t like the stained glass of gothic-style churches.  There were no pictures of saints or Biblical stories.  Instead, each panel is a mosaic, an arrangement of irregular pieces of colored glass having no discernable pattern.  Each piece of glass is a rough, thick piece of chipped glass.  Each one has jagged places, as if it had been brutally shaped by being struck hard with a sharp object many times.

When I’ve been in the chapel at night, and there is no light except for the candle which indicates the presence of the Holy Eucharist, the panels are dark.  The individual parts just look like dark, rough, jagged pieces of dark glass.  But as I sit here now in the bright morning, the sun is shining through and transforming everything.  

Now I see each of us is somewhat like a piece of glass in that mosaic.  We are all different shapes, sizes, and colors; and we are all chipped and broken.  When the Son shines through us, though, the broken places become like the facets of fine jewels.  We glow with a beauty and brilliance that is amazing.

The whole panel now appears as an analogy for the Body of Christ.  The mortar between the individuals is the Church, the framework in which the individual members are held together to form a whole.  When the Son shines through the whole – through the Body – the beauty is awesome.  Each chipped, broken individual becomes a shining jewel in a Divine Mosaic.

Message – August 15,1999

My beloved, you are so loved, and there is much rejoicing in Heaven over your conversion and liberation.  Remain close to me in the Word and in prayer.  Remain open to me, and we will achieve wonderful victories which will bring much joy.  You vowed this morning to willingly accept the crosses that will come.  I will not give you crosses, but life will.  I will be there with you, helping you see the gateway to joy which comes through those crosses.  Do not manufacture crosses to be borne – you don’t need to.  That brings needless suffering.  Life will bring you enough crosses.

I love you, and you know that.  I will be with you always, don’t loose sight of that reality.  Stay close to me in the Word.  In me all things are possible.  As you live the paradox of suffering being a gateway to joy, turn to me – focus on me.  My love will sustain you and magnify the your joy..

Reflection on August 18, 1999

Lord, I have just finished preparing my reflection on the stained glass window and am struck by the connection between your message on Saturday and that reflection on Sunday.  The crosses we receive in life, Lord, they are the tools which chip, break, and wound us and create the facets through which you shine and we are transformed into works of divine art.  Lord, I want to reconfirm my openness to life and to you.  Lord, I give you all that I am and all that I have.  I ask only to be used by you, as you will.  All I desire, Lord, is your love – that is all that really matters for it transforms everything.

Journal Entry – August 15, 1999

Dear Jesus,


You have been so present here this weekend.  You have been here bathing the earth with your nourishing tears as Father Bob Holmes’ life slips away and he approaches your eternal, loving embrace.  You have cried for us for you know we will mourn his death, and you have nourished us with your tears and shown us that you sustain the life that goes on.


I love you Jesus even though I’ve never known the physical reality of you – only through the Spirit and through the Body of Christ.  I have felt your embrace when I have gone to sleep troubled – you’ve held me until I could sleep.  I have felt you when I’ve greeted brothers and sisters I love with hugs.  In reality, I am hugging you through and in them, and you are hugging me in return in and through them.


So I will carry the memory of hugging you and being hugged by you in and through my brother Bob Holmes.  I will remember his bushy gray beard, his twinkling eyes, and the smile which came so easily to his lips.  I will miss him, but I will always have him with me.  He was your wonderful gift of love to me and to so many others, and love is forever.  Thank you, Jesus, for your blessed gift of Father Bob Holmes.


Soon, he will see you face to face, won’t he?  He will be filled with the joy of your resurrection and share in your victory.  He will stand before you and intercede for us who await the time when we, too, will see you face to face.  For now, though, Jesus, help us with our sorrow and grief.  When I hear that his passage is complete, I will try to live the paradox of being joyful in a sorrowful time.  I will try to focus on being thankful for the love you have for Father Bob Holmes and for us all.

One of the things I remember best about Father Bob Holmes is the wonderful hug we shared each time after we talked.  Written on Sunday, August 15, 1999.

Hugging

I love hugging


And being hugged.



There is so much holiness




In a powerful hug.

I wrap my arms 


Around you and



Draw your heart




Close to mine.

Through the tension


In my arms and



The movement of my hands




On your back,





I channel the Love of Jesus.

As you embrace me,


I feel the strength 



Of your arms –   




The power of your hands





On my back.






The circuit







Is completed.

We have achieved,


For a moment,



A dynamic union




In which God is present,





And we are blessed.

Prayers written or arranged by Joe Naumann

Praise Yahweh Always 

Hallelu Yah!

Praise God in his sanctuary; 

praise him in his mighty heavens. 

Praise him for his acts of power; 

praise him for his surpassing greatness. 

Praise him with the sounding of the trumpet, 

praise him with the harp and lyre, 

praise him with tambourine and dancing, 

praise him with the strings and flute, 

praise him with the clash of cymbals, 

praise him with resounding cymbals. 

Let everything that has breath praise Yahweh! 

Hallelu Yah! (Psalm 150:1-6)

Father, my creator, my Lord, and my salvation you are worthy of more praise than I can offer; however, I humbly offer you praise from my heart, confident of your love and receptivity.  You are Lord of all and worthy of all praise.  Jesus, my lover, brother, friend, teacher, master, and God my thanks and praise seem insignificant compared to your sacrifice for me.  Holy Spirit, my sustainer and light, my praise pales when seen in the light of life you have enkindled in my heart.  To You, my Triune God, I offer my thanks and praise, insufficient though they are, for you are my only true hope for real life now, my only true hope for salvation, and my only true hope for eternal communion with You.  “To You, Yahweh, I lift up my soul, Oh, my God.”

Hallelu Yah!

I praise you for the life you gave me!

I praise you for the parents and grandparents you gave me who did the best with what they had to nurture me.

I praise you for the illnesses I have endured and will endure 

I praise you for the Eucharist.

I praise you for the hope you encourage in me.

I praise you for the peaceful moments in my life.

I praise you for the gift of intelligence you gave me.

I praise you for the work ethic which I leaned from my father.

I praise you when I am able to forgive and for the times when I struggle to forgive.

I praise you when I am beset by worries.

I praise you when I feel betrayed and injured.

I praise you when you seem close and comforting and when you seem distant and unreachable.

I praise you for every moment and every experience I have regardless of whether it seems to be a positive or a negative in my life for you can help me live through and learn from both.

I praise you with every breath I take.

Hallelu Yah!

Hallelu Yah!
“To You, Yahweh, I lift up my soul, Oh, my God.”

Praise the Lord, the Creator of All

I will praise you Yahweh. 

I will sing to you a new song. 

I will sing your praise in the assembly of the saints. 

I praise you because I am fearfully and wonderfully made; 

your works are wonderful, I know that full well.

Surely the righteous will praise your name 

and the upright will live before you. 

Let all who love the Lord praise his name with dancing 

and make music to him with tambourine and harp.

Let all creation praise the Lord.  

Praise the Lord from the heavens, 

praise him in the heights above.  

Praise him, all his angels, 

praise him, all his heavenly hosts. 

Praise him, sun and moon, 

praise him, all you shining stars.  

Praise him, you highest heavens and you waters above the skies. 

Let them praise the name of the Lord, 

for he commanded and they were created.

I will bow down toward your holy temple. 

I will praise your name for your love and your faithfulness, 

for you have exalted above all things your name and your word.

I will praise the Lord continually.  

How good it is to sing praises to our God, 

how pleasant and fitting to praise him! 
Praise be to the Lord my Rock, who trains my hands for war, 

my fingers for battle with the temptations of the deceiver. 

Set me free from my bondage, 

that I may praise your name. 

Then the righteous will gather about me 

because of your goodness to me. 

I will exalt you, my God the King; 

I will praise your name for ever and ever.  

Every day I will praise you and extol your name for ever and ever.  

Great is the LORD and most worthy of praise; 

his greatness no one can fathom.

Praise the God of Israel, from everlasting to everlasting. 

Let all the people say, "Amen!" 

Praise the LORD. 

A minor reworking by Joe Naumann of Psalms149:1; 139:14; 140:13; 149:3; 148:1-5; 138:2; 147:1; 144:1; 142:7; 145:1-3; 106:48

Praise the Lord

Hallelu Yah!
31
May the glory of the LORD endure forever;


may the LORD rejoice in his works—

32
who looks on the earth and it trembles,


who touches the mountains and they smoke.

33
I will sing to the LORD as long as I live;


I will sing praise to my God while I have being.

34
May my meditation be pleasing to him,


for I rejoice in the LORD.

35b Bless the LORD, O my soul.


Praise the LORD! (Psalm 104)

Hallelu Yah!

Lord, when I awaken and open my eyes and see, I marvel at your immense power.  Praise you, O Lord, your deeds are wonderful.

Lord when I move my body and realize its complexity, I am amazed by your 
immeasurable knowledge.

Praise you, O Lord, your deeds are wonderful.

Lord, when I eat breakfast and realize all that I eat is ultimately the product of your creativity, I marvel at the variety and the detail.

Praise you, O Lord, your deeds are wonderful.

When I contemplate the sun and the seasons and all that they affect, I am overwhelmed by your technical proficiently.

Praise you, O Lord, your deeds are wonderful.

When I look into the eyes of my true love, I am so thankful that you knew for whom I would be best suited.

Praise you, O Lord, your deeds are wonderful.

When I see the product of the love you nurtured, I am forever grateful for such a wonderful daughter.

Praise you, O Lord, your deeds are wonderful.

When I examine the course of my life, Lord, I see the evidence of your love everywhere.

Praise you, O Lord, your deeds are wonderful.

Hallelu Yah!

2   I will be glad and exult in you;


I will sing praise to your name, O Most High.

7
. . .  the LORD sits enthroned forever,


he has established his throne for judgment.

8
He judges the world with righteousness;


he judges the peoples with equity.

9
The LORD is a stronghold for the oppressed,


a stronghold in times of trouble.

10
And those who know your name put their trust in you,


for you, O LORD, have not forsaken those who seek you.

11
Sing praises to the LORD, who dwells in Zion.


Declare his deeds among the peoples. (Psalm 9)

22
I will tell of your name to my brothers and sisters;


in the midst of the congregation I will praise you: (Psalm 22)

13
Be exalted, O LORD, in your strength!


We will sing and praise your power. (Psalm 21)
Examination of Conscience

Father, I know that I have failed to live your will completely today and ask that you have mercy on me and forgive me those sins.  Help me recognize my failures that I may learn from them.  Lord help me grow in both my knowledge of your will and my obedience to it.  

Show me my failures to listen, Lord . . . For these, I am truly sorry, forgive me, Father.  

Show me my failures to love, Lord . . . For these, I am truly sorry, forgive me, Father.  

Show me my failures to be truthful, Lord . . . For these, I am truly sorry, forgive me, Father.  

Show me how I have focused on things, rather than on you, Lord . . . for these, I am truly sorry, forgive me, Father.  

Show me my failures to respond gently and lovingly . . . For these, I am truly sorry, forgive me, Father.  

Show me any other of my failures of this day, Lord . . . For these, I am truly sorry, forgive me, Father.  

Lord, you know my heart.  You know my successes, and you know my failures.  You are my merciful, compassionate, loving Father.  I am so thankful for your love.  Teach me to love as you would have me love.

Bedtime

Dearest Lord, Jesus, my brother and my friend, thank you for being at my side this day,  giving me the strength you gave me for the victories we won together this day.  Please forgive my sins of the day when I did not call upon you for the strength I needed to live out your will.  Help me turn to you more and more each day in matters small as well as matters large. I close this day confident that you have heard me and forgiven my offenses. As I close my eyes, Lord, I trust your hand will be upon me and your angels will be around me.  Help me sleep the blessed sleep that comes from being held in your saving arms.       

A Prayer of Praise and Appreciation for the Love of a Friend

(Written with Mary Jane Naumann, Ginny Naumann, Nancy Hulbert, Tom Miller, Rick Gwydir, and Bruce Burkard in mind but dedicated to all whom I may call friend.)

Dear Lord Jesus, my Master and Lover,

I thank You and praise you for the Love You have shown me.  You have rescued me from my sin and hopelessness and shown me Your Light.  Lord, I praise You and live to glorify Your most holy name.


My Master, you are the greatest of teachers, and I come to you seeking to learn more of Your Way, for You are the Way, the Truth, and the Life.  I thank You for the Love You have shown me through the friendship and Love of each friend, whom I treasure.  Thank You, Master, for the opportunity to make part of my journey to You with each of these blessed fellow pilgrims.  Thank You for the lessons I learn from You through each of them and the Love I receive from You through them.


Lord, help me be a friend to each one according to Your will.  Help me return to each friend the Love I have received enhanced by the bond You have created among us.  What a joy it is to know that whenever I am together with one of them, You are with us, deepening and strengthening the Love You have given us to share.


Thank you, Lord for teaching me through each friend.  Help me be open to You so that each of them may also be blessed by You through me.  Lord, You are the greatest lover and teacher the world has ever known.  Teach us, I pray, to Love each other, our brothers and sisters, and all of Your blessed creation more nearly as You Love.  Amen

Response (to the Song of Solomon 2:8-17)

Oh, my Love, You are so splendid, strong, and radiant.  When You are near, I am breathless.  When I feel Your presence, the world fades away, and all I want and cherish is You.  When I feel You gaze upon me with love, I feel like a blossom unfolding before the sun.  When I feel your breath upon me, I open myself to receive You; I become vulnerable.  Somehow, being vulnerable before you is comfortable and comforting.  I want to hold You in my heart, but Your infiniteness is beyond my capacity.  In Your embrace, I feel myself both penetrated by Your love and enfolded in Your love.  I long to be subsumed by You.  You are the center of my life, my reason for living and hoping, and my truest love.  To You, Yahweh, I open my heart, Oh, my God.

The Stations of the Cross

The first Station: Jesus is unjustly condemned to death.

By the time of the Last Supper, Jesus, the pieces were all falling into place, weren’t they?  The unfolding of your mission was almost complete.  In the Garden of Gethsemane you fully realized what the acceptance of the Father’s will would entail.  You knew that you’d be both betrayed and abandoned by those closest to you.  Even though you understood their human weaknesses, their actions hurt you, didn’t they?  

[image: image1.wmf]Then came the unjust accusations and the painful scourging those deep, brutal lacerations of your most precious body.  Jesus, how did you feel when you heard the words of condemnation?  Was your human nature indignant? Did you want to denounce this sentence and expose this injustice?  I would have been so full of anger at being unjustly accused and condemned to a death which I did not deserve. But you had the strength to silently accept it. That strength was rooted in your love of sinful humans and in the knowledge that his was Abba’s will, wasn’t it? Did you see the whole picture at this point?  Did you see that this was necessary to convince humanity of how much God loves it?  Were you stepping into the unknown based on your profound trust in Abba?  

I guess that I really don’t have to know all these answers, do I?  I know that you did accept this unjust punishment to demonstrate to humanity how great God’s love is.  I recall the point being made in a retreat conference that your death wasn’t necessary to satisfy God, but it was necessary to convince humanity that God’s love knows no bounds.  Thank you for your great sacrifice.  Thank you for loving me enough to endure a most horrible and unjust death to set me free.

I praise you, Brother Jesus, for your sacrificial gift which brought me into this family of Love.

The Second Station: The heavy, rough cross is placed on his shoulders, and Jesus carries it toward the place of execution.

You were forced to endure the indignity of carrying the instrument of your execution to the place of sacrifice.  Branded as a criminal, you had to carry on your mangled shoulders the beam to which you would be nailed.  It would hurt and embarrassed me so much to be seen that way—as a felon being led to my execution.  Did it bother you to have people gawking at you as you painfully struggled to both balance and carry that rough splintery beam?  Did you see faces of people who had come to cheer you as you entered Jerusalem a few days ago? How did you feel as you looked into their eyes?  Now, were some of them jeering, or were their faces filled with disappointment and [image: image2.png]


doubt?  Did they look like they had lost hope?  That would hurt more than seeing the jeering faces–I know it would for me.  Did you have some unfulfilled hope of seeing the faces of Peter, Andrew, and the others along the way? Did you7 have to struggle to keep from breaking down from your feeling of abandonment?

The cross was heavy, wasn’t it Lord?  Trying to maintain balance caused the beam to shift on your shoulders and tear open the clotted wounds from the scourging, didn’t it? Every shift of the beam, every faltering step, sent jolts of pain radiating through your arms, back, and legs, didn’t it? But you tried to maintain your composure in the face of the pain and the realization that each step and each jolt was bringing you closer to a most horrible and degrading death.

You had seen the face of death by crucifixion, hadn’t you, Jesus?  The Romans crucified many criminals and rebels during the years you spend among us.  So, you weren’t just imagining what lie ahead for you – you had seen the twisted faces and bodies and had heard the moans, groans, and screams of others who had faced this fate before you.  In spite of this, you kept moving toward the altar of Golgotha with as much dignity as you could.  

My life of sin made that cross heavier for you, and I am so very sorry for that.  In your love, I have found forgiveness and brotherhood.  Lord, teach me how to love as you do, focusing on others rather than on myself.

I praise you, Brother Jesus, for your sacrificial gift which brought me into this family of Love.

The Third Station: Jesus falls under the weight of the cross.
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O Jesus, I’m so sorry that you fell.  You were walking uphill on an uneven, cobblestone street.  You were carrying a difficult, heavy load with a high center of gravity, and you must have had sweat pouring down your forehead into your eyes.  Your eyes must have been stinging from the combination of sweat and blood that seeped into them.  Your vision was blurred, and it was difficult to keep your eyes open.  Any attempt to clear your eyes with your hand caused the load to shift and you to lurch painfully to try to maintain balance.  As you struggled, many in the crowd cursed and jeered you. Were the guards trying to make you go faster when you stumbled and fell?  The pain was blinding, wasn’t it, Jesus?  You banged and scraped your hands, arms, and knees; and the beam slipped and fell on your prostrate body reopening more wounds.  I could not have loved the soldiers and the jeering crowd at that time, but you did, didn’t you? 

Now the pain you endured was compounded as you struggled to your feet.  As you struggled to your feed and grappled with the beam made slippery with sweat and blood, did you look into the faces of the people in the crowd?  Were all of them jeering – did you see compassion in any of them?   Jesus, I can’t imagine how you were able to get up and keep going, but you did through the power of love.

I praise you, Brother Jesus, for your sacrificial gift which brought me into this family of Love.

The Fourth Station: Jesus meets Mary, his mother.

[image: image4.png]


O Jesus, your human nature must have been so conflicted, wasn’t it? When one is suffering, who can be more comforting than a mother?  Did you ache for Mary to comfort you?  But at the same time, Mary must have been the last person you wanted to be seen by in this state.  What pain and anguish you must have seen in her face.  She had nurtured and encouraged you. She had expected great things from you, and she believed in you and the good news you preached.  Had she repressed the memory of the prophecy of Simeon that her heart would be pierced? Now the memory has come crashing upon her and as she sees you, the reality pierces her heart more violently than any sword could. 

As she looked at you all bloodied, staggering to maintain balance and not fall, she really didn’t understand it all, did she?  You saw the hurt of a mother whose heart was not just broken, but one that was being torn apart.  I am sure you saw love in her eyes, but you saw pain, panic and dismay also.  You could see that she would have taken your place to spare you if she could have done that, but that was not possible.  She knew she was helpless to stop this from proceeding to its brutal end.  Did you speak to her?  Were you able to give her any comfort?  Is it possible to give anyone comfort in such a situation?  

I can’t imagine what it must have felt like in your human nature to struggle past Mary, to leave her feeling abandoned, as you continued your death march to the cross.  If I were there, would I have risked being associated with you and tried to comfort Mary? Would I have spoken out, condemning what was going on?  Would I have called for justice and damned Rome and the High Priest?  No Jesus, I would not have stood up for you.  I am a weak coward who is terribly afraid of pain and death.  At best, I would have run away and felt ashamed of myself.  I guess that’s how your disciples felt, wasn’t it?  Lord, I am sorry I am so weak.  I pray that through your love I can grow to be stronger, and more like you.

I praise you, Brother Jesus, for your sacrificial gift which brought me into this family of Love.

The Fifth Station: Jesus is helped by Simon of Cyrene.

Simon was pressed into service by the Roman guards to help you carry the cross.  I wonder what his reaction was?  He was there with his two young sons.  He didn’t want to leave his boys on their own in the strange, big city; but he dare not anger the Roman guards. He had to comply with the order to help you and must have been terribly worried about his sons.
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 When Simon saw whom he was helping, did he recognize you?  Did he comprehend any of the injustice of the situation? I imagine that he grasped that you really weren’t a criminal – you looked and acted nothing like the two felons who were also marching to their deaths with you.  Had he heard you preach about repentance, mercy, and love before your arrest? As the two of you carried the beam across your shoulders, Simon saw the two other men curse the guards and call for help from the crowd. He also observed you silently enduring insults and steadily struggling toward the place of sacrifice.  What a contrast!  As you labored together and his clothes were stained  with your sweat and blood, was a conversion beginning or moving to a hither level in him?  I prefer to imagine that Simon helped you more and more compassionately as you progressed toward Golgotha. 

I know you must have had mixed emotions, didn’t you?  Part of you welcomed the assistance for your battered body was being pushed beyond its limits.  The other part of you wanted to spare the man this suffering.  When they drafted him, did you see him reluctantly leave his two boys?  If you did, I’m sure you worried about what could happen to two young boys with no adult to protect them.  Did you try to reassure and comfort your worried helper?  I imagine that you did.  I’d like to believe that this experience left Simon a changed man who finished the final chapters of his life as a committed Christian.

I praise you, Brother Jesus, for your sacrificial gift which brought me into this family of Love.

The Sixth Station: Jesus is helped by Veronica who wipes his face.
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Simon had to be pressed into service, but Veronica chose to take a risk.  She risked reprisals from an angry mob when she reached out to comfort you, Jesus.  She had heard the news of your condemnation, and she had gathered fresh clothes and hurried to Jerusalem.  She wanted you to not have to go through this in bloody rags.  She arrived too late to provide the change of clothes for you, but not too late to see your degrading journey to Golgotha.  While being jostled by the unruly crowd, Veronica could see you staggering up the hill. 

She could see the sweat and blood pouring down your forehead into your eyes, couldn’t she, Jesus?  She could tell you were having trouble seeing. She could see you gasping for breath from the exertion, and she could see the look of exhaustion which must have been on your dirty, sweaty, bloody face.  She saw you squinting and blinking in order to see well enough to avoid tripping again.  When you were close enough, she reached out with what had been meant to be a clean loincloth for you and carefully wiped your face in an act of compassion.  She did her best not to disturb the crown of thorns which had been thrust down upon your head, not wanting to add to your pain.  I’m sure she would have liked to have taken it off and flung it away, but she couldn’t take that big of a risk.  Did her act of compassion bring you some relief, or did it cause you to worry about her safety? I imagine that her loving act did not diminish the fear you felt – at this point, I doubt that anything short of canceling the execution would have reduced the fear.  Was the fear increasing with every halting step?

Jesus, it is relatively easy now for me to say I love you and believe you–that I am a Christian.  I live in a country that respects religious beliefs and where most people claim to be Christians.  Veronica, by her actions, declared herself a believer in a condemned criminal with only a small following among the Jews—a person whose leaders brought the charges against him.  Lord, I pray that I may become more like Veronica—willing to take risks for my faith.

I praise you, Brother Jesus, for your sacrificial gift which brought me into this family of Love.

The Seventh Station: Jesus falls under the weight of the cross again.

Even with Simon’s help, your exhausted body had trouble bearing the weight, didn’t it?    Every muscle and joint of your body was screaming in pain.   You were beyond physical exhaustion, weren’t you, Jesus?  Two men carrying that heavy beam would have to act in a coordinated way to balance the load.  With two uncoordinated men, the actual burden was probably increased rather than reduced. In your condition, coordinated movement was beyond you, wasn’t it? The guards didn’t have sympathy or compassion for condemned criminals, so they treated you no differently from real felons.  Did their beatings reopen the wounds that were inflicted when you were scourged?  There hadn’t been enough time for the wounds from [image: image7.png]


being scourged to heal, had there?  Your sweat running into the reopened wounds introduced burning salt to them.  

With all this pain, you didn’t curse the guards or complain, did you, Jesus?  You struggled to your feet and continued on.  Were you concerned that Simon would be beaten and hurt for not being enough help for you?  I imagine that you were concerned for him, even though he may not have been a believer yet because your love and concern were and are still unconditional.  You were concerned for Simon, who would walk away a free man, while you were left to die in agony.  You were more concerned about his two boys than you were about yourself, weren’t you? Lord, help me develop a larger heart, one more like yours.

I praise you, Brother Jesus, for your sacrificial gift which brought me into this family of Love.

The Eighth Station: Jesus meets the women of Jerusalem.

[image: image8.png]


The women of Jerusalem were weeping at the sight of you and the knowledge of what this was leading to?  Your mother looked at you with her broken heart.  Veronica reached out to give you some small measure of comfort.  Mostly women willingly have dared to show their feelings for you.  We don’t hear about your disciples as you climb the hill to your death, except for the youngest one, John.  Were they lurking in the shadows afraid of being recognized and associated with you?  The women, the second-class citizens of that society, were the brave ones, not the big, supposedly strong men.  They were concerned about you, but you tried to comfort them, didn’t you, Jesus?

How much of the building of your kingdom, Lord, will be credited to the efforts of women when the final tallying is done?  Knowing of your mercy and love, I’m not sure that you will make that tally at the end of time.  I imagine that you will just open your arms wide to welcome your brothers and sisters into the Eternal Kingdom.  If a tally were made, though, I suspect that women have carried the larger part of the crosses which contributed to the building of the Kingdom.  Lord, thank you for Mary, the model of faith, and for women like my maternal grandmother who nurture the spark of faith in the young ones, particularly the young boys.

I praise you, Brother Jesus, for your sacrificial gift which brought me into this family of Love.

The Ninth Station: Jesus falls the third time.
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By now, Simon must have been exhausted too.  With less and less coordination in your movements, the two of you were staggering and lurching more than walking together with a load. By now, Jesus, your clothes must have been soaked with sweat and blood and stained with dirt from the street.  They must have been torn from your falls, and now the two of you have fallen again.  You and Simon feel the bite of the soldier’s whips as you try to stand up and heft the load again. You dug down deeply into yourself to find the determination to continue the journey, didn’t you?  You moved on determination, not on any kind of physical strength.  You would not deny us the demonstration of God’s love to which you agreed in the Garden of Gethsemane when you sweat blood at the thought of this.  With Simon’s help, and in spite of the guards cruel remarks and actions, you got up and moved forward.  

Did you trip over my sins, Jesus?  Lord, I am living the sins which caused your painful death march.  It was for love of sinful humans that you agreed to endure this wasn’t it, Lord? Jesus, I regret every sin I have committed and those I may yet commit.  I vow to do more to be open to your healing actions so that I may cease sinning.  Lord, you are the potter and I am the clay.  Shape me, Lord.  Jesus, all I want is to live your will until the day when I see you face to face and am consumed in your love.  

The Tenth Station: Jesus is stripped – one of the final humiliations.

Jesus, they removed the last shreds of dignity by exposing your battered body to the crowd.  The Romans did everything possible to hurt and humiliate those whom they crucified. I would have almost died of shame to be completely naked—to be so exposed to a jeering, gawking, mocking crowd.  How horrible to hear the crude comments the crowd might make concerning my nakedness in the presence of my mother.  I would so want her to be spared that—I’m sure you wished that you could have whisked Mary away from Golgotha and these indignities. You had infinite power, but you had agreed to be the victim – the lamb that was slain.  They took your clothes and gambled for your tunic, and scripture was fulfilled.  I’m surprised that after all you had been through there was a tunic worth gambling for.  
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Have I made you feel even worse than these brutal executioners and the crude, crass crowd, Jesus, when I have willfully sinned and willfully turned away from the help you have provided generously for me?  Until recently, I’ve had “keep out” signs posted for you in some areas of my heart.  You’ve honored my request to keep out too, but you were hurt by my unappreciative, unloving actions, weren’t you?  Jesus, I thank you for the conversions which have occurred in my heart, and I invite you now to come into all of my heart where you may see all of my “uglies.”  Lord, I know that only you can heal my brokenness and transform my “uglies.”  There is much to do to transform me into an image of you, Jesus, but you are the potter, and I am the clay.  Shape me according to your will.  My only desire is to be pleasing to you.

I praise you, Brother Jesus, for your sacrificial gift which brought me into this family of Love.

The Eleventh Station: Jesus is nailed to the cross.

[image: image11.png]


I can’t imagine the pain, Jesus.  I’ve read that they really drove the nails through your wrist joints to keep you on the cross and to keep the nails from ripping through the flesh of your hands.  Jesus, did you scream—did you cry out in pain?  I imagine you did—I don’t know how a person could stifle the screams that would be like reflex responses.  I can’t imagine any human, and you died as a human, would not scream.  I can’t imagine you not passing out from the pain.  When they lifted the beam up and you felt your full weight being borne by the nails, the agony must have been excruciating..  When the beam was slipped into the place where it would be attached to the upright, there must have been a wrenching and tearing in your joints as the beam’s movement came to a halt with a jolt.  

Jesus, how did you find the ability to say, “Father, forgive them for they know not what they do.”  I’m afraid that if I were in that position, I would have cursed those who had done that to me like the one thief beside you did.  Lord, by your standards, I’ve got a lot to learn about love.  Jesus, I want to learn how to live your love, no matter what the price.  I know that I can’t do that except that it be in and through you.  Be with me, Jesus—I can’t do it without you.

I praise you, Brother Jesus, for your sacrificial gift which brought me into this family of Love.

The Twelfth Station: Jesus dies
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Before you died, they taunted you and ridiculed you.  They said, “If you are the messiah, come down off that cross.”  They showed you no compassion, Lord.  Even the felons crucified with you taunted you, Jesus. Only Mary, the other women, and John dared to stand there with looks of compassion. How difficult it must have been for them to witness what was done to you. They and they alone were willing to risk being associated with you. 

Lord, how many times have I looked past pain and suffering in this world?  How hardened have I become?  The guards and the crowd were used to viewing executions—to some, this was a macabre form of entertainment.  They were used to viewing the agony of death.  Pain, suffering, blood, sweat, tears, torn flesh, broken bones—none of these had much effect on the executioners. They were so calloused that they couldn’t see the truth before them—they were unable to care or empathize with you.  

At Golgotha on that horrible day, Lord, you were the one who taught about compassion and forgiveness.  When the one thief, Dismas, verbally defended you and asked you to remember him, you forgave his earlier remarks and promised him Paradise. Finally, you forgave the Roman soldiers as you died--then the soldiers pierced your side with a lance to insure that you were dead.  Lord, I need to learn a lot about forgiveness, not just in big matters, but also in little ones.  I have a hard time letting go of things that bother me.  If I learn to love as you loved, I must also learn to forgive as you did.  Jesus, teach me about Love and forgiveness.

I praise you, Brother Jesus, for your sacrificial gift which brought me into this family of Love.

The Thirteenth Station: Jesus is taken down from the cross.

A few brave followers, asked for your body.  Joseph of Arimathea risked his position in the Jewish Sanhedrin by approaching Pontius Pilate for your body and then offering his own tomb for your burial.  They approached the cross and your limp, pale, lifeless body with sorrow and great respect.  Their confused concept of your Messiahship had been shaken to the core.  There was a tremendous void in their lives.  They felt that they had lost their dream, and they knew they had lost their dear friend and teacher.  One thing that united them was the conviction that they must provide a proper burial for the one they loved and followed.  I imagine that some were quiet and that some wept as they took your body down, cradling it gently in their arms.  
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They felt so abandoned and depressed, didn’t they, Jesus?  They didn’t remember your previous statements about dying and rising again in three days, did they?  They were bringing this chapter of their lives to a close by tenderly caring for your dead body.  There was a great sense of finality about their actions. Lord, when I enter the Dark Night of the Soul, if you so bless me, let me hold fast to the knowledge that you are there with me even though I don’t experience it.  Jesus, help my feeling of abandonment keep from being complete.  If you bless me with the growth experience of the Dark Night, help me never lose sight of your promise to be with me always.  Help me focus on the reality that in you all things are possible.  

I praise you, Brother Jesus, for your sacrificial gift which brought me into this family of Love.

The Fourteenth Station: Jesus is placed in the tomb
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Jesus, they laid your flayed, pierced, and mangled body in a the tomb hewed from solid rock.  They wrapped it in linen and left you there.  They didn’t have time to complete the preparations because of the Sabbath was about to begin.  They planned to come back after the Sabbath to complete the process.  They left you there and rolled the huge stone over the opening.  With heavy hearts, they walked away.  Did they go to the synagogue for the Sabbath the next day?  Did they go to a secret place to hide from the authorities?  Did they retreat into a numb kind of depression?  They really weren’t expecting you to rise from the dead, were they?

Even knowing of your love and salvation now, it is difficult for me to walk away from a grave without being somewhat depressed.  Lord, many special people in my life have died, and I have mourned their passing.  I’ve felt abandoned, depressed, and sometimes angry.  I know something about salvation that those who buried you would soon learn but did not know when they left the tomb.  I know about someday seeing you face to face.  I know that the Holy Spirit has come to comfort and strengthen me until you come again. I know of your saving love, but in spite of that knowledge, I also experience loss when someone close dies.  You had to wait three days to comfort your confused followers, didn’t you?  I imagine you wanted to give them immediate comfort, but you had to follow the will of Abba.  

I praise you, Brother Jesus, for your sacrificial gift which brought me into this family of Love.

Concluding Prayer:

Dearest Jesus,


How can I thank you for what you have done and are doing for me?  I really can’t do it adequately, but I will do my inadequate best!  Thank you for loving me passionately and being my divine lover.  Thank you for being my brother and my friend.  Thank you for suffering to save me.  I do believe that if I were the only sinner in the world, you would have died just to save me in spite of my unworthiness.  Thank you for all the blessings you have placed in my life.  Thank you, also, for all the crosses you’ve helped me carry.  Thank you for all the special people you’ve brought into my life.  Jesus, help me be open to your transforming and healing love.  I’m battered and wounded in many places, but I desire to be open to any and all of your loving, healing actions.  Master, you are the potter, and I am the clay.  Create in me a clean heart, dearest Lord, and transform me according to your will.  To you be given all honor, praise, and glory for ever and ever, amen.
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