Shout it out loud, says the prophet.
Not to shame us
but to wake us.

We give up chocolate
and keep our grudges.
We pour away the wine
and sharpen our words on a whetstone.
We fast from sugar
but we feast on gossip.

And then we wonder
why nothing changes.

Lent isn’t a performance.
It isn’t a diet.
It isn’t about looking serious enough
to pass for spiritual.

God isn’t impressed
with our empty stomachs
or our closed hearts.
“Is this the fast I choose?”
A day of bowed heads
while others are bowed down
by debt,
by injustice,
by loneliness?

No.

This is the fast.
Loosen what binds.
Share your bread.
Make space at your table
and notice who is missing.

Lent is taking stock.
Not of calories 
but of compassion.


Where have I turned away?
Where have I chosen comfort over courage?
Where have I kept quiet
when love needed a voice?

Repentance isn’t grovelling.
It’s returning.

Returning to the God who is justice.
Returning to the God who is mercy.
Returning to the God who is light
that breaks like the dawn.

So this Lent,
don’t just empty your cupboards.
Empty what hardens your heart.
And let the God who is compassion
lead you into a fast
that feeds the world.
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