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There are a number of ways to utilize poetry in your ministry. You might print and distribute these prayers to members in your 
community, or read them aloud to open and close study sessions. In worship, you could offer a poem as an opening reflection, a 
meditation during the sermon, a moment of reflection after the sermon, or as a written prayer printed in the bulletin. However you 
utilize these poems, please include credit as follows: Prayer by Rev. Sarah Are  |  A Sanctified Art LLC  |  sanctifiedart.org

p o e t r y
Written by Rev. Sarah Are

I like to imagine that each year, 
God invites me to a party. 
God drops me a note that says, 
“No gifts, casual dress. Come just as you are.” 

I like to imagine that I am brave enough to go. 
I like to imagine that I decide that I am worth it.
This was no pity invite, 
There is no obligatory postage. 
God wants me there.

So I get myself together,  
Smudged glasses, sensitive ego, wrinkled shirt, and all. 
I ring the doorbell a few minutes late on account of 

the fact that
I lost my keys twice trying to get out the door,
And I almost turn back to hide in my car, 
Afraid that I might embarrass myself over 

appetizers or small talk. 
But then God answers the door, 
And God says, “You’re here!” 
And I smile, because I am. 

And with every step past that threshold, 
I know that God is cheering me on. 
It’s the pride of a parent watching their child take 

their first step. 
If I freeze, God is not disappointed. 
If I fall, God is not mad. 
But if I trust the invitation, 
If I move closer, 
I know, God celebrates. 

Friends, you’ve got mail. 
It’s an invitation to dust off your shoes, 
To go deeper, 
To trust that you’re worth it, 
To lose your keys and your faith,
And then to find them both, along with your worth. 
You are invited. 
We are invited. 
Again and again and again. 
This invitation is for you. 

SAMPLE



t h e  f i r s t  s u n d a y  i n  l e n t 

a g a i n  &  a g a i n ,  g o d  m e e t s  u s

God never begins letters with the words,
“I hope this finds you well,” 
For those words imply distance.

Instead, God begins God’s letters to you with the words, 
“Remember when?” 

Beloved child, 
Remember when we dipped our toes into the water?
Remember when we dove right in? 
Remember when the ice cream dripped down our hands
And the cicadas sang their song,
And the seasons changed,
And the days were long?
Remember when we fell in love and the world was new?
Remember when our heart was broken?
Remember the tears?
Remember the long nights?
Remember when we laughed again and the sound surprised us?
Remember when we marched in the street? 
Remember when we cast our vote?
Remember when we believed in hope?
Remember when?
I do. 

That’s what God’s letters say. 
So on this day, and every day to come, 
Remember: God is meeting you.
If you look back, you might remember when. 

R E M E M B E R  W H E N ?
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