
On the First Sunday of Lent something different happened during our worship.  Pastor

Joel fashioned a pot within the service, a sign of creation, brokenness, and then recreation. 

Sometimes we need to see with our eyes what cannot be described in words.  What follows is

Kate’s sermon based on Genesis 2:4-10 and Mark 1:9-15.  It is entitled “First, the River…” 

We welcome you to the season of Lent. 

I did something this week I rarely do.  I
chose a different lesson from the Hebrew
Scriptures, the Old Testament, than the one
offered in the lectionary.  I went for the second
creation story in Genesis, the one that usually gets
less attention than the first in which God creates
the universe in seven days.  In that story, God
speaks and all things are created.  In this one,
however, God does not say anything, but forms
the human being out of the dust of the ground,
then breathes into the body the breath of life. 
What a beautiful and intimate image, the breathing
and blowing God filling our lungs with God’s own
breath.   (Let’s take a deep breath and know that
God is still doing that….)

There is another powerful image in this
version of the story – the stream that rises from
the earth and the river flowing out of Eden
dividing into four branches.  Rivers, it seems, are
places of creation.  Moving, rushing waters stir the
earth, disrupting and feeding it in such a way that
life constantly happens and changes beneath the
flow and on the saturated banks.  

I have always loved rivers.  Standing by a
river, watching it surge and stream, the deep
questions of life tend to rise in me.  Questions of
source and direction, (where did I come from,
where am I going?), of the passage of time, of
space that changes yet remains the same. 
Questions of what is going on underneath it all. 
And then when I met the potter and learned that
much clay is harvested from river beds, and
observed that clay come alive before my eyes, I
cannot help but think of the creative properties of
rivers.  

In today’s gospel for the first Sunday of
Lent, Jesus is baptized by John in the river.  I
know this lection was likely included for what
follows, that immediately following baptism, the
Spirit drives Jesus out into the wilderness where
he is tested and tempted for forty days – thus the

forty days of Lent.  But, we should not overlook
the river, where Jesus’ ministry begins in the act
of baptism.  Here the river is the place of
revelation of the powerful love of God.  Standing
in the river, the child is claimed as beloved and
affirmed as good.

Many of us think that Lent begins in the
desert…but really it begins at the river…the river
of creation, the river of affirmation, the flowing
waters of divine love.  We begin at the river bank,
where the earthen clay comes alive with the
Spirit’s breath, taking on unique shape and form,
with the capacity to hold the water of life deep
inside.

This is who we are, dear people.  Made of
earth, fed by rivers of life, infused with the breath
of God, beloved and beautiful each one.  This is
every baby born.  This is every man, woman, and
child.  Earthen vessels quickened by the
inspiration, the breathing in of Spirit.

But, earthen beings that we are, we are
mortal.  Precious, beloved, but mortal.  We break. 
We hurt.  We die.  We suffer the death of our
friends.  We pour ourselves out and forget to fill
ourselves up.  We dry out in the desert sun. 
Cracks appear.  Hearts shatter.  We stray from the
source of our lives and wander far from the river
bank.  The more we keep going without returning
to our elemental origins, the more brittle and
broken we become.

Lent is about the journey back to the river,
back to the source of our lives, back to the waters
of creation.  There is great wisdom in this season. 
It begins on Ash Wednesday with an
acknowledgment of our mortality.  It guides us
into acknowledging our fragile natures, our broken
places, our dryness of spirit.  It asks us to stop
running from the reality of being human, flawed,
and breakable.



And why would we want to do this?  Why
sift through sharp and shattered pieces and dwell
on what we’ve suffered?  Well this is why: 
Lenten wisdom tells us that with these very pieces,
with these broken shards, God can fashion
something even stronger, even tougher, and ever
more beautiful.  God can create a deep and
compassionate heart…able to hold more love and
life than was even possible before.  But first, we
must own and offer God the pieces.  

For, it is God who is the master potter, 
the one waiting to reshape and revive us on the
banks of the river.  This season is about getting
there, back to the waters of creation and
affirmation, back to the stream of divine love. 
Back (and in some cases forth) to our Baptisms.

So no, this season is not about wallowing
in sin and suffering.  It is about owning
them…and offering them to the Potter.  And then
waiting…waiting to feel the rain fall, the river
flow, and the new shape beginning to take form. 
Amen. Lenten wisdom tells us 

that with these very pieces, 
with these broken shards, 

God can fashion something even stronger,
even tougher, and ever more beautiful.  

God can create a 
deep and compassionate heart…


