FEBRUARY
Questions for Reflection


Remember a time when you were grieving and yet also struggled with feelings of anger.  What was the outcome?  Were you able to honor both feelings, or did you give in totally to one over the other?


Our faith journey passes through many stages as we grow older.  Often we look back fondly on how simple it was to believe when we were children.  What aspects of your faith and practice have you “forgotten” and would like to recover?


What spiritual practices have you become lazy about – in effect “buying machines” to do it for you?


What practices has the Church forgotten that need to be recovered?





Psalm 137 could be called a “Holy Saturday” psalm, because it is full of grief and anger and dismay.  The Hebrew people are in exile in Babylon, following the “Good Friday” destruction of Jerusalem, their holy city.  They are struggling to continue to believe in God’s promises of kingdom and future through the lineage of King David.  They are fighting the temptation to give up on God’s covenant of blessing.  Their “Easter Sunday” of release and return is unforeseen on the horizon, so they sing this song of lament and, yes, of violence.





This psalm has much to teach us about prayer, about ourselves, and about God. One lesson is that, in extreme situations, grief and anger are both inevit-able and inseparable.  The worst possible response to monstrous evil is to feel nothing.  To forget is to submit to evil, to wither and die; to remember is to resist, to be faithful, and to live again.





After Psalm 137 	by Anne Porter


We're still in Babylon but�We do not weep�Why should we weep?�We have forgotten�How to weep��We've sold our harps�And bought ourselves machines�That do our singing for us�And who remembers now�The songs we sang in Zion?��We have got used to exile�We hardly notice�Our captivity�For some of us�There are such comforts here�Such luxuries��Even a guard�To keep the beggars�From annoying us��Jerusalem�We have forgotten you. 








Psalm 137


1 By the rivers of Babylon--


   there we sat down and there we wept


   when we remembered Zion.


2 On the willows there


   we hung up our harps.


3 For there our captors


   asked us for songs,


and our tormentors asked for mirth, saying,


   “Sing us one of the songs of Zion!”


4 How could we sing the LORD’s song


   in a foreign land?


5 If I forget you, O Jerusalem,


   let my right hand wither!


6 Let my tongue cling to the roof of my mouth,


   if I do not remember you,


if I do not set Jerusalem


   above my highest joy.


7 Remember, O LORD, against the Edomites


   the day of Jerusalem’s fall,


how they said, “Tear it down! Tear it down!


   Down to its foundations!”


8 O daughter Babylon, you devastator!


   Happy shall they be who pay you back


   what you have done to us!


9 Happy shall they be who take your little ones


   and dash them against the rock!
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