Here we are…the second night of this year’s adventure in Lent. This is not our first and hopefully not our last walk in the desert, but each year I find it just as perplexing. Have you given much thought to your journey this year?  Many years ago I abandoned the thought of giving something up… I tried instead to take something on. Add a new discipline to my life.  The challenge of both of those approaches was the inevitable opportunity for failure. Old habits die ever so slowly. Without being consciously aware of it, this year my silent vow was to give up sugar. For sure this year I was determined to give up that horribly addictive food group. It was less than an hour after receiving ashes that I was savoring a hot cross bun. As for adding new disciplines, well…that verdict is still out. I managed to read the Lenten Booklet these first two days. And it is quite good I might add, check it out if you haven’t yet done so. What that approach of remove or add really drove home to me was the crux of this whole ashes to ashes dust to dust thing, without Jesus, we are nothing and we are saved through the love of God. Yet the question remains, how does one go through Lent?
The other day as I prepared to take my dog Seffy for a walk, I heard the delightful song of a bird. It surprised me because of course the windows were not open and the song was so loud and joyful. My eyes searched and right out the window over the kitchen sink a sweet little house wren sat on the railing trilling with all its might. After it flew away Seffy and I left for our walk. Immediately I was aware of something different. For one, it was the first time in weeks that I was not wearing a hat.  The entire landscape of our yard, the street, the neighborhood, it was all different. I could hear the stream, no longer frozen but gurgling and I could see it! The dark, almost black look of the cold water was no longer covered in snow and ice but it was flowing.  The large unknown white mounds were beginning to show that they were the rock walls so prevalent in the neighborhood. And the snow…it was no longer a frozen, blinding white, it was a breathing white. It was snow flakes continuing on their journey … from moisture to snow and back to water. There is no doubt spring is making its intent known. It will come. Just as every year in late August there will be a cool gust of wind foretelling that summer will end. The cycle of seasons, the flow of life, it is all good. It is known to us. 
I think God is the same way. Known to us. For much of my life, I took the Bible literally, I waited to hear my name called. So many of the stories sounded definitive to me, as though thousands of years ago those people had more of a direct line to the Divine than what we have today. I thought by fasting and doing things, that I would know with no uncertainty that God would speak clearly to me and I would be able to humbly accept whatever was asked.  Youth. Naiveté. Middle age. Hope.
The bird singing the other day and the walk with Seffy, while not something as audible as hearing my name called, God had a message for me all the same.  All of life is a journey…from birth to death and to eternal life. The moisture in the air that becomes snow will eventually nourish to trees. On those trees, we will soon see leaf buds on branches. This time of Lent, commemorating the walk Jesus made through the desert, is our time to look closely at our own spiritual journeys. For me, I am seeing it’s not so much a journey where I try to get things right or wrong, pass or fail, concepts I had over the course of my lifetime. It seems more like this is an inner faith journey, being open to God. It’s a time of letting our inner snow melt, of letting the streams within us flow. I see the journey as more interior and ever so much connected to of all of life. It is the changing of the seasons, of the birds at the feeder, the earth upon which we dwell, the interconnectedness of all our humanness. Lent is about a journey, yes, but it is also about change. We cannot grow without change. As humans we like things to stay the same, to be dependable and steady, but that is not how life works. That is not how journeys work, without movement, nothing happens. This time of lent is a time to make our hearts, minds, and bodies more receptive and open to grow. Try new approaches, stimulations, listening to our hearts. This is a time to open ourselves to letting the Spirit lead us.  The time Jesus spent in the desert prepared him for what was ahead. May each of you this Lenten season be open and draw nearer to that which will help you most, to grow, to know your own preciousness to God, to yourselves.
