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Explorers Sunday school 
Trinity United Methodist Church 

Beaumont, Texas 
 

March 14, 2021 
Fourth Sunday of Lent 

 

Scouting Sunday / UMCOR Sunday / Daylight Savings Starts 
 

 
Blue Angel, Marc Chagall 

 
During Snowmageddon, the angels guarding our backyard did the best they could. 
Some of my plants fared better than others. Here’s a freeze-burned azalea, fat with 
buds. How grateful I am for the color! 
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On a laser-run to a plant nursery this week, 
something unexpected caught my eye:   

 

 
 

Angelonia, “Archangel Blue” 
 

How could I resist those faces,  
not to mention two angels in one name? 

 
 

 
 

* * * 
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It’s been a year since our Explorers class met in person.  It seems both a long 
painful inching along, and the blink of an eye.  I hope our weekly Explorers lessons 
have been of some help to you during the past twelve months.  Perhaps a spark of 
color? Some grounding? A little food for thought?  
 
They’re archived on our church’s website, as are a number of HAMACO class’s 
lessons, at https://trinityumcbeaumont.org/family-resources . 
 
The hymn we sang in worship last Sunday was #359, Isaac Watts’ “Alas! And Did 
My Savior Bleed”, as beautiful and moving and perfect for Lent as it was when he 
wrote it in 1707.  #359 fills most of two facing pages. Tucked at the bottom of the 
right page, a prayer by Rubem Alves. I’ve chosen this prayer as our focus-text for 
today. 
 

                           Freedom in Christ, #360 
 
Gracious God,  
  make me sensitive to all the evidences of your goodness;  
  and may I, trusting in you,  
  free myself of the terror of death,  
  and feel free to live intensely and happily  
  the life you have given me. Amen. 

 
Interestingly, this prayer is in the Repentance section of our hymnal. The placement 
makes sense when we consider that to repent means to change one’s mind and 
choose a different way. Here we have a person who knows he hasn’t been as 
aligned with God’s point of view as he could be. A person whose fear has distorted 
the abundant life he knows God wants him to have. A person who takes a deep 
breath, and asks for a new kind of life! 
 
Okay, so who is this Rubem Alves? You may well ask.  
 
Rubem Alves was a Brazilian Protestant pastor, ministering to the poor, who in the 
late 1960’s helped found Liberation Theology, a “new” way of talking about God 
which thrilled some and enraged others. The ringing rebellious voice of his 
doctoral dissertation having brought trouble his way from both church and 
government, he moved to the U.S., where he became a scholar and teacher of 
renown at Princeton’s Union Seminary in New York.  
 
His writing reached the heights of literature, theology, and intellectualism. His 
teaching was intense and creative. 
 
Over the years his pilgrim-soul evolved. Gradually Alves moved from writing what 
he termed “flat” theology [words about God] toward writing what had always been 
welling up in him: exuberant “theopoetics” [God-poetry].  
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In 2010 he wrote,  
 
“Mine was an academic education. However, there came a time when I 
ceased to find enjoyment in writing for my peers. I began to write for children 
and ordinary people, playing with humor and poetry. That’s what the 
following short texts are all about. They are like snapshots, rather than 
reasoning … 
 
I don’t want to prove anything. I just want to portray. There is a thread that 
assembles them as pearls in a necklace. Yet each text is a complete unit. 
Through them I try to say what I have come to feel about the sacred. I don’t 
ask the readers to agree with me. I only ask that they permit themselves to 
promenade through unknown woods … What really matters is not what I 
write, but what you will think when provoked by what I write.” 

 
Another time he wrote,  
 

“It’s been a number of years since I lost my academic respectability. No one 
took it from me, but one day, for reasons unknown to me, something 
happened to me. I don’t know what happened, but suddenly I found myself 
absolutely incapable of thinking, speaking, and writing analytically. I was 
possessed and remain possessed by the poetic form whenever I write.  
 
I don’t like it because it creates a lot of problems in scientific and academic 
circles; those people do not believe that poetry is something serious; I believe, 
however, that it is the most serious of things: I believe God is poetry. If I could 
offer a new translation of John’s text: “And the Word became flesh”, I would 
say, “And a Poem became flesh.” [Italics are mine.] 

 
For Rubem Alves, God is “nothing about knowing, and all about beauty.” 
 
One of his disciples wrote, “Rubem led us to deserts and invited us to be gardeners 
and planters of hope.[1”   
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I invite you to read aloud Rubem’s take on the Lord’s Prayer: 
 
 

Father… Mother… of tender eyes, 

I know that you are invisible in all things. 

May your name be sweet to me, the joy of my world. 

Bring us the good things that give you pleasure: 

a garden, fountains, 

children, 

bread and wine, 

tender gestures, hands without weapons, 

bodies hugging each other… 

I know you want to meet my deepest wish, 

the one whose name I forgot… but you never forget. 

Bring about your wish that I may laugh. 

May your wish be enacted in our world, 

as it throbs inside you. 

Grant us contentment in today’s joys: 

bread, water, sleep… 

May we be free from anxiety. 

May our eyes be as tender to others 

as yours to us. 

Because, 

if we are vicious, 

we will not receive your kindness. 

And help us 

that we may not be deceived by evil wishes. 

And deliver us 

From the ones who carry death inside their eyes. 

Amen.  
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“The joy of my world”! This week a little picture came my way: 
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Closing Prayer: 
 
May God make us sensitive this week to nature dancing, and to all evidences of 
God’s goodness.  
 
May God give us patience and forbearance with “difficult” others, just as God is 
patient and forbearing with us. 
 
May God make us sensitive this week to hurt, and ways to help.   
 
For those who’ve lost loved ones, whose grief is immediate and devastating, we 
pray to the Lord.  Give us the right words, or, better, the silence to sit beside them 
on the mourning bench. 
 
 

Phoebe 

 


