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Deliverables
Q u i n n  G .  C a l d w e l l

It’s interesting to think of oneself as a deliverable. “Deliver me, O God!” is a prayer for 
use in quicksand. It’s a sentence that smacks of desperation, a line for praying with 
sirens and alarms wailing in the background. It’s biblical, churchy.

Deliverables, on the other hand, are board-roomish, law-officey. There’s an air of 
orderliness and contractuality about them. Also a bit of a threat: if the delivera-
bles aren’t delivered—and on time—there will be consequences. And if God’s to be 
trusted, a deliverable is just what you are.

You and I have both begged God for deliverance from some muddle or another, more 
than once. In one sense, that’s what Ash Wednesday is all about: “God, I’ve really 
screwed up. Forgive me, and get me out of this mess.”

In a related sense, it’s about remembering that God’s made a number of contracts 
with humankind over the years to deliver us from all manner of things, from anni-
hilation to our own sins. There may not be much humanity can do to force God to 
honor those covenants, but she seems committed to doing it anyway.

So today when you go to church and get those ashes smeared on your forehead, 
receive them as a sign of your repentance, yes, and as a sign of your fragility in the 
face of quicksand and emergency and your own worst impulses. But also receive 
them as the seal of God’s enduring commitment to deliver the goods safely, in a 
timely manner and acceptable condition.

p r ay e r

Signed, sealed, delivered, I’m yours. Amen.

February 26, 2020
Lent 1, Ash Wednesday

Deliver me from blood-
shed, O God, O God of 
my salvation, and my 
tongue will sing aloud 
of your deliverance.

–�psalm 51:14 (nrsv)
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February 27, 2020
Lent 2

Blinkers
K a j i  D o u š a

I remember the first time I saw them. It was my premier trip to Central Park, and 
I must have been�. . .�elementary-school aged? I was awed by the majestic creatures 
dragging carriages behind them.

All of this was new to me.

What was especially curious to me, though, were the cups over the horses’ eyes. “How 
could they see?” I wondered.

Someone responded, “They see what their drivers need them to see.” Without 
distraction.

I’ve been told they’re called “blinkers.” The form of tack that are cups for horses’ eyes, 
focusing their attention on exactly what’s before them. Nothing to the left or to the 
right.

There might’ve been a time when I would have written a devotional about how help-
ful blinkers could be. How I wish I could stay focused on the path and not have cause 
to turn my head, lest I should stumble or wander off path.

But then, how would I know my transgressions? If I am only willing to look straight 
ahead, if I can only listen to the news source I most trust, if my faith relies on 
blinders�. . .

. . .�then how will I ever know the sins from which I need a cleanse?

p r ay e r

Wash away my iniquity, O Lord. For only in my  
awareness can I be delivered, by your mercy. Amen.

Have mercy on me, O God, 
according to your unfailing 
love; according to your 
great compassion blot 
out my transgressions. 
Wash away all my iniquity 
and cleanse me from 
my sin. For I know my 
transgressions, and my 
sin is always before me.

–�psalm 51:1-3 (niv)
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February 28, 2020
Lent 3

Feeling for Nineveh
M a r y  L u t i

God sends Jonah to preach “Repent or else!” to Nineveh, Israel’s mortal enemy. Jonah 
hates Nineveh with a purple passion, so he ducks the assignment and boards a ship to 
Far Away. When a storm comes up, the sailors, blaming Jonah’s disobedience, heave 
him over the side.

God sends a rescue fish to swallow him. Some rescue, Jonah thinks. Still, if God put 
him in, God can get him out. So he offers up a flowery, self-pitying prayer for deliver-
ance in which he actually refers to himself as God’s “obedient servant,” a fish story if 
there ever was one.

The fish, nauseated by the prayer, vomits him on shore. God sends him to Nineveh 
again. This time, Noah delivers the message. Nineveh immediately repents, God 
immediately relents, Jonah immediately goes ballistic with disappointment, and we 
learn the reason for his bile.

Turns out Jonah suspected from the start that God was never going to punish any-
body: God feels for Nineveh. What self-respecting prophet could be happy serving a 
Deity who refuses to obliterate the enemy and won’t put his own people first?

God confirms his suspicion: “Look, Jonah, those pathetic schmucks can’t tell left 
from right. Why shouldn’t I feel for them? And tell me, why don’t you?”

Jonah doesn’t answer the question. It’s hung in the air ever since.

p r ay e r

When will I stop hoping you’ll hate the people I hate? 
Will I ever feel for them the way you do?

Jonah said, “That is why 
I fled. I knew that you are 
a merciful God, ready to 
relent from punishing.” 
Then God said, “Should I 
not be concerned about 
Nineveh, in which there are 
more than a hundred and 
twenty thousand persons 
who do not know their 
right hand from their left?”

–� jonah 4:1-2 and 11 (nrsv)
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Life of the Party
M a r c h a é  G r a i r

I was on a flight recently and watched the movie Booksmart. The movie is about the 
last day of senior year for a high school valedictorian named Molly.

While Molly is using the restroom, she overhears students talking about her being 
uptight. When she exits the bathroom stall, she defends her rigidity by telling her 
peers that she didn’t loosen up because she was focused on getting into a good col-
lege. She assumes the students making fun of her couldn’t possibly be on paths to 
success because they partied. To Molly’s surprise, the students she assumed were 
blowing off school were both partying and studying. She is shocked to discover that 
everyone seemed to find a balance between schoolwork and a social life but her.

Molly spends the rest of the movie trying to fit four years of partying into one night, 
regretting her assumption that life has to be all work and no play.

Booksmart was a pleasant reminder that life doesn’t have to be so serious.

Sometimes, we can be like Molly. We find our calling and pursue it with clarity and 
intention. We can forget that our calling toward a better world is in service of creat-
ing a world where we all work less, not more. As Molly learns throughout the movie, 
finding joy within one’s life doesn’t demean our commitments to making the world 
better.

As we try to create a future world with more spaciousness, relaxation, and joy, we 
can’t forget to manifest those things in the present, as often as possible.

p r ay e r

If God is a DJ, we are the music. Help me embrace the  
silly among the sorrow without missing a beat. Amen.

Restore to me the joy 
of your salvation.

–�psalm 51:12a (nrsv)

February 29, 2020
Lent 4
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The LORD God commanded 
the man, “You may freely 
eat of every tree of the 
garden; but of the tree of 
the knowledge of good and 
evil you shall not eat.” 

–�genesis 2:16-17 (nrsv)

March 1, 2020
First Sunday in Lent

Restraint
R a c h e l  H a c k e n b e r g

When the new year dawned two months ago, my social media feed was filled with 
people saying goodbye: “I’m letting go of my burdens and picking up my freedom.” 
“I’m forgiving last year’s disappointments and welcoming the new year’s expecta-
tions.” “I’m muting unhealthy friendships.” 

There’s wisdom to these choices�. . .�and plenty of songs to accompany them, for those 
of us who lean on music to bolster our determination.

“Wave your little hand and whisper ‘So long dearie,’” is a personal favorite, à la Bette, 
Barbra, Pearl, and Carol, in Hello, Dolly!

“Let it go, let it go; turn away and slam the door,” via Idina Menzel in Frozen. (And 
I thank God that my children were too old to obsess over this movie when it was 
released.)

To say goodbye, in the healthiest sense, is to claim and proclaim a boundary. It’s to 
say, “I am here, you are there, and our paths are not identical.” It’s to identify our 
“yes” and our “no.” It’s to recognize that not everything is ours to have, not everyone 
is ours to hold, not every mystery is ours to know. 

God tells the human that the garden is full of sustenance for the mind, body, and 
spirit�. . .�but not every provision in the garden is meant to be consumed. Not all 
knowledge is meant to be known—not all knowledge can be known—by the human. 
To resist the fruit of the tree of the knowledge of good and evil is to accept this 
boundary.

p r ay e r

Deliver my spirit from craving, “Mine! Mine!” and  
soothe my heart with the good news of boundaries.
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March 2, 2019
Lent 5

Pinecones and Poop
L i l l i a n  D a n i e l

I know a woman who puts pinecones in her pockets when she walks her dog. She 
does this so that when the dog poops, she can reach into her pocket, pull out a biode-
gradable bag and pretend to scoop up the poop. Then she drops her own acorns onto 
the grass, next to the poop and picks up the clean acorns instead. The poop remains 
on the cold ground, steaming and unclaimed.

Then she makes a show of tying off the bag and even scrunches up her nose in the 
way that dog lovers do when they want to draw attention to the fact that they are 
being good doggie citizens. And because the acorns weigh about the same as poop, 
everyone at the dog park assumes that she has taken care of their shared environ-
ment that day.

“Why don’t you just pick up your own dog’s poop?” I asked. I was astounded at the 
forensic effort she put into the charade, every day at 6 am.

“I can’t!” she said. “I adore my rescue dog. I want him to exercise but picking up his 
poop makes me sick. Does that make me a terrible person? Am I just not fit to be a 
dog owner?” I will leave that for God to judge, gentle reader.

For perhaps you, like me, have a teeny tiny judgmental streak when it comes to other 
people’s bad environmental behavior. And perhaps you, like me, have teeny tiny bouts 
of amnesia when it comes to remembering your own sad lapses. So let us pray.

p r ay e r

For poop picker uppers, we give you thanks. For acorn droppers, 
we pray. For rescue dogs, with imperfect owners, we stand in awe 
of what you can do, with us and with our poop. Amen.

Purge me with hyssop, 
and I shall be clean.

–�psalm 51:7 (nrsv)
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