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“We may ignore, but we can nowhere evade the presence of God. The world is crowded with
him. He walks everywhere incognito.” ~C. S. Lewis

“Deep, solemn optimism, it seems to me, should spring from a firm belief in the presence of
God in the individual; not a remote, unapproachable governor of the universe, but a God
who is very near every one of us, who is present not only in earth, sea and sky, but also in
every pure and noble impulse of our hearts..” ~Helen Keller

Isaiah 58:1-12

Shout out, do not hold back! Lift up your voice like a trumpet!
Announce to my people their rebellion, to the house of Jacob their sins. 
Yet day after day they seek me and delight to know my ways,
as if they were a nation that practiced righteousness
   and did not forsake the ordinance of their God;
they ask of me righteous judgments, they delight to draw near to God. 
“Why do we fast, but you do not see?
   Why humble ourselves, but you do not notice?”
Look, you serve your own interest on your fast-day, and oppress all your workers. 
Look, you fast only to quarrel and to fight and to strike with a wicked fist.
Such fasting as you do today will not make your voice heard on high. 
Is such the fast that I choose, a day to humble oneself?
Is it to bow down the head like a bulrush, and to lie in sackcloth and ashes?
Will you call this a fast, a day acceptable to the Lord? 

Is not this the fast that I choose:
   to loose the bonds of injustice, to undo the thongs of the yoke,
to let the oppressed go free, and to break every yoke? 
Is it not to share your bread with the hungry, 
   and bring the homeless poor into your house;
when you see the naked, to cover them,



   and not to hide yourself from your own kin? 
Then your light shall break forth like the dawn,
   and your healing shall spring up quickly;
Then you shall call, and the Lord will answer; 
   you shall cry for help, and he will say, Here I am. 
If you remove the yoke from among you,
   the pointing of the finger, the speaking of evil, 
if you offer your food to the hungry and satisfy the needs of the afflicted,
then your light shall rise in the darkness and your gloom be like the noonday. 
The Lord will guide you continually, and satisfy your needs in parched places,
   and make your bones strong;
and you shall be like a watered garden,
   like a spring of water, whose waters never fail. 
Your ancient ruins shall be rebuilt;
   you shall raise up the foundations of many generations;
you shall be called the repairer of the breach, the restorer of streets to live in.
 
Prayer: 

Lord, are you in the unseen stars and in those sparkling bright? Are you here in the unceasing
breath we breathe? Were you with Abraham and Sarah, Ruth and Jonah? Were you in the
wilderness with your people? Are you in [our] visions and dreams...?

Lord, are you here when we laugh and cry, doubt and believe? Can we see you in paintings,
hear you in music and story? Can we see your face in suffering, in the rich and in the poor?
Can we know you in mercy that embraces all?

Hear our confession: We reap where we do not sow, claiming privileges undeserved. We are
afraid to live and afraid to die. We pray for ourselves as if there are no others needing healing
and forgiveness. We turn away from strangers, seeking the comfort of like-mindedness. Have
mercy on us, oh Lord, for we think more highly of ourselves than we ought, breaking
covenants you have written on our hearts.

Yet, you are a lamp unto our feet, enabling us to push back the darkness and we can put the
light of your wisdom on lampstands for all to see. We can rejoice in spite of the facts. We can
plant trees that will shade others; we can dream dreams we will not see; we can be stewards
of your creation, taking only what we need, leaving bountiful gifts for those yet born; we can
be bonded together, caring for strangers and for friends, in this place and wherever we labor
in your vineyard, glorifying your name, our Rock and our Redeemer.  Amen.

~Dr. Ed Christman (1929-2014)
Wake Forest University Chaplain
Founders’ Day Convocation Prayer, 1997


