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a Christian community rooted in Durham

www.emmausway.net

Welcome to Emmaus Way! If you’ve gathered with us for the first time or are fairly new to Emmaus Way, we especially welcome you. To learn more 
about our community, join one of our listservs, request a meeting, or get contact information, check out the yellow cards on the table near the door. 
You’ll also find info and ways to get connected on our website @ www.emmausway.net.

Call to Gather 
Resist...it’s an active word. It takes practice, effort.  I 
heard the command over and over in my daughter’s 
ballet class. After a pirouette, the teacher would call 
out: “Pause... hold... RESIST.” After a delay, a hanging 
in the air, the dancers would place their heel gently on 
the floor and come to a rest. Every turn, every lunge, 
every grand plie was followed by that same instruction: 
“Pause... hold... RESIST.” Resist the pull of gravity for 
just a second. Resist the urge to land where you 
normally land. 

Resist...it’s a helpful word for the beginning of Lent. 
The season of Lent asks: What do you need to resist?  
Consumption? Taking on too much? Being too hard on 
yourself? Hopelessness? Apathy? Turning a blind eye 
to the violence of this world?

Resist.  It takes forty days, and then some.  

If our goal is to be different people come Easter 
Sunday than we must take time, step back, and 
evaluate our patterns.  It will take active effort, 
intentional practice, and a supportive community.

If you want to land somewhere different Pause… 
hold… RESIST. 


–Rev. Holly McKissick, The Salt Project


Greeting, Announcements, & 
Community Prayer 
A Prayer for Lent 
Howard Thurman

Listen to the long stillness:

New life is stirring 
New dreams are on the wing

New hopes are being readied: 
Humankind is fashioning a new heart

Humankind is forging a new mind

God is at work. 
This is the season of Promise.


Invitation to Lent &  
Passing of the Peace  
Readings of Preparation 
Witness and Permission: On Being Seen In 
Life and Art 
Joanna Penn Cooper


This winter has been a difficult season. I emerge from it 
wondering about the edges of my griefs and my joys, 
feeling around for my moorings, realizing in a new way 
the isolation of the single parent, the reality of mortality 
for aging and ill family members, the uneven texture of 
heartbreak, how it feels one day like a thing is done 
and the next like the wound is fresh. Women friends 
share with me that they’re moving through their own 
uncertain seasons, and we reach out over the weeks 
to steady each other, to lend support in the small and 
large ways we can, to right each other when possible. 
The image I’ve had these past months, though, is of 
several of us, mostly mothers, moving along dimly-lit 
halls or shuffling

through hanging panels of thin but opaque cloth, 
something like the Cecilia Vicuña exhibit I saw in New 
York with my friend Sara this summer. In the vision, we 
walk along with our hands out, feeling our way, 
sometimes bumping into each other to clutch at each 
other and laugh a little madly, sometimes reaching out 
to pat the other’s back as she cries, before moving 
along through the cloth on our own.

Recently when teaching an online lyric essay course, I 
realized I wanted to remind my students, mostly women 
somewhere in the middle of their lives, that it’s ok to 
follow their own interest and observations and threads of 
thought throughout the day, to witness the world and its 
textures, as well as the textures of their own minds, that 
this is the life of the artist, of the person striving to be 
awake in her life. A friend from graduate school, Ross 
Gay, recently published The Book of Delights, a project 
of paying attention to his everyday life, within and against 
the larger structures that would dehumanize us and 
separate us from our joy. I realize that this has been my 
project of the last several years—to claim one’s noticing 
and in this way work to be more human, and I wonder 
how this works for women, specifically. How we need to 
give ourselves and each other permission to notice and 
celebrate our delights and also to notice and pay 
homage to our griefs, both. How they are part of one 
larger cloth of our lives, of all women’s lives. And how 
does this work for mothers? For women approaching

menopause and possibly feeling the impending freedom 
and regret that comes from standing on the edge of the 
“matron” precipice, peering over at the crones, laughing 
and crying on the next shore?

I became a mother in my 40s, and so the joys and trials 
of early motherhood are blurring into the pre-crone days, 
that perimenopausal feeling of impending freedom, and 
also the grief and confusion of that. Part of what delights 
me now is celebrating and witnessing with other women 
the strangeness of being alive as a woman at this age. 
There is delight to this witnessing, but also a melancholy 
compassion, which is another way of knowing we’re 
alive. After my baby was born, I experienced a 
phenomenon which many postpartum mothers do, a 
visceral awareness of the world’s sorrow and pity, an 
almost overwhelming compassion for anyone suffering. 
Sometimes when my milk would let down as my 
newborn nursed, I would experience a wave of feeling I 
can only describe as “what a pity.” Pitiful and precious 
we are, all of us, in our vulnerability, our pain, our 
mortality. For most of us, the mother is our first witness, 
and that is why the connection can be so powerful, and 
also perhaps why we can’t bear to fully look at it in the 
post-industrial western world, the everyday sacrifice of 
mothers, except in overly romanticized ways, an impulse 
that further isolates. As British psychoanalyst D.W. 
Winnicott wrote in “The Mother’s Contribution to 
Society,” “Is not this contribution of the devoted mother 
unrecognized precisely because it is immense? If this 
contribution is accepted, it follows that every man or 
woman who is sane, every man or woman who has the 
feeling of being a person in the world, and for whom the 
world means something, every happy person, is in infinite 
debt to a woman.”

Women especially, though, seem to need permission to 
notice themselves in midlife. We make it through 
childhood, through young adulthood, and we lose the 
more constant witnessing (or at least adjacent kind 
regard) of our mothers and of the friends made in 
adolescence, the permission that such witnessing, if 
we’re lucky, gives us to follow that which delights us or 
fascinates us for reasons of our own. On a recent 
episode of the podcast On Being, the poet Sharon Olds 
shares that she had to grow into an appreciation of her 
own weirdness, her innate pagan delight in the world and 
in her own body, but also that friends are helpful in this 
way as one grows because true friends will delight in 
your weirdness. I thought, then, of moments from my 
fond friendships, as well as from my romances and near-
romances, of the satisfaction of finding those who delight 
in your weirdnesses. (Was it my mother or James 
Baldwin who said, “Everybody needs a witness”? Both, I 
think.)

http://www.emmausway.net


This season we’re grateful to be accompanied by Artist-in-Residence Joanna Penn Cooper (www.joannapenncooper.net/). For more about how  
Emmaus Way seeks to engage the arts and artists, check out our community arts philosophy on our website. 

Once when I was in high school, I was riding along a 
Chicago expressway in the backseat of my friend 
Jennifer’s parents’ Buick (“the boat,” we called it, as it 
was truly huge), Jennifer at the helm, Kari and Anna in 
their places. I found myself wondering about all the 
other humans floating along at such great speeds. 
“What if we could suddenly see everyone without their 
cars?” I piped up from my place in the backseat. 
“What if we were all just speeding along in a seated 
position, totally exposed?” The response to my 
weirdness was stronger than I had expected. “Oh, 
Joanna!” they all seemed to say, “You are our friend 
who would say that, and for that we are grateful.” To 
follow your own noticing, to have people along the way 
who will watch your watching—this is how a soul 
moves through time.

It seems that this is what we all need these days, all of 
us humans in this trauma-ridden time: permission to 
witness, to be witnessed. And isn’t this the work of the 
writer, of all artists, to celebrate this witnessing, this 
holding of space for the humanity of others? No 
wonder writers are a threat. In moments in which I 
question what I am doing being a poet, a role which 
isn’t really recognized in the capitalist system in which 
I function, I think of the words of my friend Simeon 
Berry, who reminded me in a recent conversation, 
“What we write could get us imprisoned in other 
countries. Our liberal lyricism is a finger in their 
eye!” (Simeon is my friend who says things like, 
“[W]hen I read stuff like yours, I am reminded that we 
need psychic sustenance in order to reconcile the 
weirdness of sublimity inside this meat sack.” Now 
that’s a pep talk.)

I would like to provide an assignment for the week 
here, or a moment of permission, adapted from an 
exercise I recently gave my lyric essay class: This 
week practice being interested in your own 
observations. Practice walking around with your eyes 
and ears open, practice being interested in the world 
around you, but also in the texture of your own mind— 
what do you notice and why? what delights you or 
piques your interest? what language does your mind 
begin to put to it? Take notes at the end of each day or 
even throughout the day. Look for the images that call 
to you, the snatches of language that echo in your 
mind, family memories that bubble up at unexpected 
times. Write these down in a numbered list. Pay 
attention to sounds, recurring threads, and pauses as 
you make your list, but also allow yourself to be loose 
and intuitive in compiling it.

The days are getting longer in my part of the world. 
Spring has finally come, even as the world’s brutality 
persists, unabating. Both of those things are true. 
Remember, though, what’s at stake in continuing to 
witness our human movement through this vale of 
tears, this three-ring circus. Psychic sustenance. 
Connection. Resistance. And, as my friend Simeon 
noted about the writing of poems, about our stubborn 
turns toward creativity in whatever forms they take, 
“More importantly, it makes us happy and fulfilled, and 
no one can take that away from us, unless we let 
them.”


What the Living Do 
Marie Howe


Johnny, the kitchen sink has been clogged for days, 
some utensil probably fell down there.

And the Drano won't work but smells dangerous, and 
the crusty dishes have piled up

waiting for the plumber I still haven't called. This is the 
everyday we spoke of.

It's winter again: the sky's a deep, headstrong blue, 
and the sunlight pours through


the open living-room windows because the heat's on too 
high in here and I can't turn it off.

For weeks now, driving, or dropping a bag of groceries in 
the street, the bag breaking,

I've been thinking: This is what the living do. And 
yesterday, hurrying along those

wobbly bricks in the Cambridge sidewalk, spilling my 
coffee down my wrist and sleeve,

I thought it again, and again later, when buying a 
hairbrush: This is it.

Parking. Slamming the car door shut in the cold. What 
you called that yearning.

What you finally gave up. We want the spring to come 
and the winter to pass. We want

whoever to call or not call, a letter, a kiss—we want more 
and more and then more of it.

But there are moments, walking, when I catch a glimpse 
of myself in the window glass,

say, the window of the corner video store, and I’m 
gripped by a cherishing so deep

for my own blowing hair, chapped face, and unbuttoned 
coat that I'm speechless:

I am living. I remember you.


Sunday Conversation —
Permission to Witness: Letters 
for an In-Between Season 
Galatians 1:1–2 
Paul an apostle—sent neither by human commission nor 
from human authorities, but through Jesus Christ and 
God the Father, who raised him from the dead—2and all 
the members of God’s family who are with me


Practice of Confession 
with Joanna Penn Cooper 
Using Marie Howe’s “What the Living Do" as a model, 
write a letter to someone you haven’t seen in a long time, 
living or dead, in which you explain yourself. Start with 
some everyday details from your week or your day. What 
is the texture of your life right now? What are the sensory 
details of that?

We will write for five minutes. I’ll tell you when we reach 
the one minute mark, and give you a final bit

of instruction.


Prayer of Absolution 
A Prayer for Lent 
Howard Thurman

Listen to the long stillness:

New life is stirring

New dreams are on the wing

New hopes are being readied:

Humankind is fashioning a new heart

Humankind is forging a new mind

God is at work.

This is the season of Promise.

Invitation to the Table  
We practice an Open Table, and all are welcome to come and share the

bread and the cup. Please go to the table, serve someone, and be

served by someone. If you prefer, you can serve yourself.


Eucharist 


