Be Still, My Soul

Words by Katharina von Schlegel (1752)
Translated by Jane Borthwick (1855); altered 1990, modernized

Be still, my soul: the Lord is on your side.

Bear patiently the cross of grief or pain.

Leave to your God to order and provide;

In every change, He faithful will remain.

Be still, my soul: your best, your heav’nly Friend
Through thorny ways leads to a joyful end.

Be still, my soul: your God will undertake

To guide the future, as He has the past.

Your hope, your confidence let nothing shake;
All now mysterious shall be bright at last.

Be still, my soul: the waves and winds still know
His voice who ruled them while He dwelt below.

Be still, my soul: when dearest friends depart,
And all is darkened in the vale of tears,

Then shall you better know His love, His heart,
Who comes to soothe your sorrow and your fears.
Be still, my soul: your Jesus can repay

From His own fullness all He takes away.

Be still, my soul: the hour is hast’ning on

When we shall be forever with the Lord.

When disappointment, grief, and fear are gone,
Sorrow forgot, love’s purest joys restored.

Be still, my soul: when change and tears are past
All safe and blesseéd we shall meet at last.

We celebrate the Lord’s Supper weekly—and in a circle, at the end of
worship. A word of direction is given, and with this everyone stands and
moves to the walls. The cup is passed in two forms: in a chalice and
then in small individual cups. You are free to choose.

And as this is the Supper of the Lord Christ, please listen to the instruc-
tions we give as to what qualifies a visitor to participate. But whether
you intend to take communion or not, please join us in the circle.
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I want to know Christ and
the power of his resurrection and
the fellowship of his sufferings,
becoming like him in his death, and so,
somehow, to attain to
the resurrection from the dead.

—Tﬁi[ippians 3:10-11



Celebrating the Immortal Jesus as the
Resurrection Community of Suffering and Persecution

Raised from a corruptible body to an indestructible life,
Jesus Christ now invites his followers
To share not only in his resurrection power
But also in his crucifixion weakness.
O great privilege—
To suffer in solidarity with the Suffering Servant,
Even on this side of the empty tomb!

Afflicted but not crushed,
Perplexed but not despairing
Persecuted but not broken,
Struck down but not destroyed.
We carry within us the dying of Jesus,
That his exquisite life may be seen
To animate our broken bodies till he comes again!

Dying, we live;
Suffering, together, we triumph.
Alleluia!

,

Today's Scripture
Gospel Pearl String:
Matthew 5:10-12; Matthew 10:24-26; Mark 8:34-38
Epistle Pearl String:

Romans 8:16-17; 2 Corinthians 1:3-7; Colossians 1:24;
Hebrews 2:10, 18; 1 Peter 2:18-21

Today's Sermon

“The Two ‘Adams’ and the Crisis of Our Identity” (Part II)
Romans 5:12-21

Ron Lutjens, pastor, preaching

The Resurrection and Fear

Facing a firing squad is a pretty good test, I guess of your theology of
death. I didn’t exactly pass the test with flying colors. Perhaps it all just hap-
pened too quickly, without any warning. There had been a revolt of the prison-
ers at Camp 5 in Norilsk, and when troops were called in to put down the re-
volt they divided the prisoners up into small groups and marched them off. I
was rounded up in a group of thirty, one of the first groups herded out of the
camp and led down to a sandpit about a mile away. We had no idea what disci-
plinary measures would be taken against us, but we never for a moment
thought we would see the soldiers line up five yards in front of us with rifles
ready, waiting only for the command to shoot. The command was given, the
rifles raised, cocked on another command, and leveled at our heads. For a mo-
ment, as if in a dream, none of us really understood what was happening. Then
the realization that we were actually looking into gun barrels awaiting only the
command to fire came crashing into my consciousness with a force that
stopped everything. My stomach turned once and went numb; my head
stopped; I’m sure I forgot to breathe; I couldn’t move a muscle in my body; my
mind went blank....

I have no idea how long that one moment lasted. Suddenly there was a
shot in the distance, shouts, and a group of officers dashed out to stop our exe-
cution. All I know is that when the moment passed, my heart was pounding,
every nerve and muscle shaking, my knees weak and trembling, my mind once
again able to follow the sequence of events in a coherent way....

The thought of death itself does not terrify me, had not terrified me all
through the war, or prison, or the prison camps....If the good news of Christi-
anity is anything, it is this: that death has no hidden terror, has no mystery; is
not something we must fear. It is not the end of life, of the soul, of the person.
Christ’s death on Calvary was not in itself the central act of salvation, but his
death and resurrection; it was the resurrection that completed his victory over
sin and death, the heritage of humankind’s original sin that made a Redeemer
and redemption necessary. This was the “good news” of salvation, meant to
remove our last doubts, last fears, about the nature of death....

From the fall of Adam, God had promised a Redeemer. From the day
death came into the world, God has promised a conqueror of death. And the
good news to be preached throughout the world was that the Redeemer had
come, death had been conquered! This is the joy of Easter, this is the peace it
brings. “O foolish and slow of heart to believe,” he said to the two disciples
on their way to Emmaus, “ought not the Christ to have suffered these
things, and so entered into his glory?” The victory of God’s “anointed one,”
the Messiah, was to be over the “kingdom” of death and of sin, but how could
he triumph unless he first suffered death and then broke its chains? Easter was
the victory, Easter was the “good news.” The peace of Easter is the peace that
comes from knowing that the thing men had feared most—the end of life, anni-
hilation, death—really holds no fear at all.

—Walter Cizsek (1904-1984)



