The Extraordinary in the Ordinary~Celtic Worship AUMC 2010

“The Extraordinary in the Ordinary!”



HOMILY ONE~

 POWERPOINT ONE:  Peregrinatio

The Father created the world by a miracle;
it is difficult to express its measure.
Letters cannot contain it, letters cannot
comprehend it.  9th century Welsh poem

We are gathered together today to taste in song and dance in poem and prose, in sign and symbol the Celtic way of Christianity.  At its heart is the celebration of the extraordinary in the ordinary in which all things, not just humans, but all creatures and the earth itself are a part of one web of being.  There is something here of the “breathing together of all things,” as Teilhard de Chardin put it.

I am discovering that the Celtic journey is not like any other.  At its heart is this word:
POWERPOINT TWO:  Pere-grin-a-tio.
It is almost untranslatable.  But its essence is caught in a 9th century story of three Irishmen drifting over the sea from Ireland for seven days, in coracles without oars, coming ashore in Cornwall and then being brought to King Alfred.  When he asked where they had come from and where they were going they answered that they “stole away because we wanted for the love of God to be on pilgrimage, we cared not where.”
Pere-grin-a-to unlike our usual understanding of pilgrimage in not undertaken with some outward goal—to reach some holy place or shrine, and not aimless wandering but rather is prompted by the inner life, a passionate desire to be obedient to where ever the Spirit  nudges.  Those who follow know themselves as hospitas mundi, “guests of the world” seeking the place of their own resurrection, the place where their truest selves bind with Christ, which is for all of us our true home.

Here in is this Spirit of fire and tenderness, perfectly crafted to each heart and soul that we celebrated last week in Pentecost.  God’s sheltering presence where we are most alive and most at peace---in the beautiful Celtic phrase, “the haven of our resurrection.” 
This sense of holy companioning and hallowing is captured here:

POWERPOINT THREE:
God be with thee in every pass,
Jesus be with thee on every hill,
Spirit be with thee on every stream,
	Headland and ridge and lawn;

Each sea and land, each moor and meadow,
Each lying down, each rising up,
In the trough of the waves, on the crest of the billows,
	Each step of the journey thou goest.


Michael Kelly, syndicated columnist in The Seattle Times this past week
described a conversation on a walk in the woods with his four year old.... went like this:
“It’s very muddy?  Why is muddy?  What makes mud?  It is very slippery right?  Why is mud slippery?  When sand gets wet it’s not slippery, right?  
Why isn’t sand slippery?  If it rains some more there will be more mud right?  Will there be a tornado?  If there is a tornado we will go down into the basement, right?  Because in a tornado you go down to the basement, right?  Why aren’t there tornados here?  There are some here, right?
Can I walk in the mud?  The mud is making my boots muddy?  It is good that we are wearing boots right?  All men wear boots right?  Some ladies wear boots too right?  If you were in a tornado you should wear boots, right?  Why do people pick up dog poop but not horse poop?  Why are horses bigger than dogs?  Why is there a fence there?  Why is there a tractor there?  Why is the tractor broken?  Why doesn’t somebody come and fix the tractor?  Probably someone will come and fix the tractor tomorrow, right?  Why don’t we have a tractor?  We used to have a tractor, right?”

The walk lasted another half hour and so did the questions!

To be four.  To be that awake; awake to the glorious mystery of all this, every day!
A four year old reflects so sweetly, so achingly on being guests in the world, on this haven of our resurrection. 

· We go to hymn:  “Come O Thou Traveler, Unknown….

HOMILY TWO~

POWERPOINT FOUR:  The Trinity.  

So mysterious and difficult for so many of us, yet such a thing at ease and simple in the Celtic way. Esther de Waal remembers as a child telling everyone that her favorite hymn was “Immortal, invisible, God only wise, in light inaccessible hid from our 
eyes.” She said it in part, to impress adults, but also because this was the God she met on Sunday and to whom she addressed daily prayers—remote, authoritarian, utterly indifferent.

Yet in the Celtic tradition this is utterly different.  Trinity, which we often stumble over so, is woven with simplicity into all aspects of daily life.  

POWEPOINT FIVE:
Three folds of clothe, yet only one napkin there,
Three joints of the finger, but still only one finger fair
Three leaves of the shamrock,
Yet no more than one shamrock to wear,
Frost, snow-flakes and ice, all in water their origin share
Three persons in God; to one God alone
We make prayer.  The Poem of the Book of Gael, 1912, Hull

This threeness is everywhere.  The Celts have what is called a birth-baptism by singing over a new born.  The song happens just after the birth and is usually sung by the new mother as she rocks her child the very first time while placing one drop of water upon the child’s forehead with the recitation of each verse:
The little drop of the Father
	On thy little forehead beloved one.
The little drop of the son
	On thy forehead, beloved one.
The little drop of the Spirit
	On they little forehead beloved one
….
The little drop of the three
To lave the with the graces.   ~from the Carmina Gadelica, III pg. 7

This holy three then is brought into daily life at seemingly every opportunity from the washing of one’s face in the morning, a three-fold prayer, to the invoking of the trinity in lighting the first peat fire of the day.

Trinity close at hand, not difficult or remote—the God in three, blessing, tending, companioning.  I found this one line which sings it perfectly:

POWERPOINT SIX:
Come thou and dwell with me,
Lord of the holy race,
Make here a resting place,
Hear me O Trinity. Poem Book,  Hull, pp. 157-8

· We go to Trinity Loca…

HOMILY THREE~

POWERPOINT SEVEN:  The Presence of God
At the heart then of the Celtic way of Christianity is this deep sense of the presence of God—here and now, close at hand, in the simplest tasks of every day.  
Here is a God who knows, who loves, who supports—who is actually present in people’s lives.  A complier of Celtic religious songs, Douglas Hyde says it this way: “The Celtics have a sense of life being embraced on all sides by God.” And surely one of the most powerful and beautiful expressions of this core value is found in what is called St. Patrick’s breastplate.  The breastplate or “lorica” form of prayer, is an ancient one, a protection prayer, a shield for the journey.  Many of you are familiar with this part it:

POWERPOINT EIGHT:  “The Deer’s Cry”
Christ beside me, Christ before me;
Christ behind me, Christ within me;
Christ beneath me, Christ above me;
Christ to the right of me, Christ to the left of me;
Christ in my lying, my sitting my rising;
Christ in the heart of all who know me,
Christ on the tongue of all who meet me,
Christ in eye of all who see me,
Christ in ear of all who hear me.   An Introduction to Celtic Christianity, Mackey, ed. pp.45-6

Originally Druid, it was taken over by early Christianity and tradition has it that in the year 433 St. Patrick kindled the pascal, Easter fire on the hill of Shane which looked directly across to Tara, the center of the country and the seat of the High-King Laeghaire.  The high-king was about to hold a festival in which all the lights and fires in the country were to be  extinguished, and then he would light his fire, to ritual-sign that only he and he alone would provide his people with light and fire.  
At the sight of St. Patrick’s fire which threatened his power and authority, the High-King ordered St. Patrick to appear before him.  So robed in white and with his companions he set out chanting Easter litanies and blessings.  The High-King had laid an ambush, but when St. Patrick and company came by all the High-King saw was a group of deer and a fawn crossing before them.  And this is why the breastplate prayer is called “The Deer’s Cry.”
The prayer celebrates that my space and your space is sacred space because it is the place where God dwells~encircle, enfold, encompass, uphold, surround.

Brennan Manning who teaches at a small college in California told of visiting a dying man who wanted to know some things about God.  He had gotten some books from his pastor but they talked about things in a too lofty and confusing way.  So Brennan suggested the he just talk to God in his own language.  “Imagine God sitting in this chair close to your bed,”  Manning suggested.
“But I have such fears and doubts,” the man confessed.
“That’s fine, Manning said, “Tell God about that too—your fears, your doubts.”
The man died a few days later and his daughter said that he appeared to have died peacefully.
“But there was something strange about it,” she said.  “when I walked into the room to check on him, he had already died, but he had laid his head on the chair next to his bed.” 

You know, I believe we are made to see through one another, this Holy God in three
and to see one another through.  To be by one another’s bed side, to slip our feet under one another’s table.  

To reclaim the fresh eyes of a four year old—a world lit, charmed, immersed, painted and scented by the Christ-like God.

The Celtic all is to see God everywhere in everything—the extraordinary in the very ordinary—encircling, enfolding, encompassing, upholding.

So let this be benison and final prayer:

POWERPOINT NINE:
Come Thou and dwell in us,
Lord of this holy race,
Make here you resting place,
Hear us, O Trinity.   

· Go to “Thanks to Thee”




























