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To sit and look at light-filled leaves
May let us see, or seem to see,
Far backward as through clearer eyes
To what unsighted hope believes:
The blessed conviviality
That sang Creation’s seventh sunrise,

Time when the Maker’s radiant sight
Made radiant everything He saw,
And everything He saw was filled
With perfect joy and life and light.
His perfect pleasure was sole law;
No pleasure had become self-willed.

For all His creatures were His pleasures
And their whole pleasure was to be
What He had made them; they sought no gain
Or growth beyond their proper measures,
Nor longed for change or novelty.
The only new thing could be pain

(North Point Press: San Francisco, 1987, p. 9)



Romans 8:18-27

I consider that the sufferings of this present time are not worth comparing with the
glory about to be revealed to us. For the creation waits with eager longing for the
revealing of the children of God; for the creation was subjected to futility, not of its
own will but by the will of the one who subjected it, in hope that the creation itself will
be set free from its bondage to decay and will obtain the freedom of the glory of the
children of God. We know that the whole creation has been groaning in labor pains
until now; and not only the creation, but we ourselves, who have the first fruits of the
Spirit, groan inwardly while we wait for adoption, the redemption of our bodies. For
in hope we were saved. Now hope that is seen is not hope. For who hopes for what is
seen? But if we hope for what we do not see, we wait for it with patience. 

 Likewise the Spirit helps us in our weakness; for we do not know how to pray as we
ought, but that very Spirit intercedes with sighs too deep for words. And God, who
searches the heart, knows what is the mind of the Spirit, because the Spirit intercedes
for the saints according to the will of God. 

Prayer: 
God of all life and of all hope, We confess that we come bringing with us handfuls of
fear and superstition.  We are afraid of the world around us and of the person inside
us.  We are looking for a good luck charm, a reward for ritual dutifully completed.

Strip away our masks, O Lord.  Collect the scenery that we so carefully construct to
fool our friends, our families, ourselves . . . and You.  Leave us not broken but whole,
not anxious but calm.  In this time may we catch a glimpse of who we really are, and
by Your grace, who we may become.  Amen. 

~Peggy Haymes


