
Repent, for the kingdom of God is at hand. 
 

I tried to. 
I said I was sorry. 

I resolved to do better. 
It wouldn’t happen again. 

And so, until it did 
I was happy. 

 
Unless you repent, you too will perish. 

 
But nobody ever told me what repentance was 

There was no space between sin and forgiveness 
There was no more space for guilt or shame 

Because God wanted us to be happy. 
 

Didn’t he? 
 

O Jerusalem, wash your heart from evil, that you may be saved. 
 

There’s a sort of defiant beauty in joy 
Facing the sorrows and trouble of the world 

I let myself play an existential hero 
Shouting into a stormy void: 

“I choose to be happy” 
 

Return, O Israel, to the Lord your God, 
    for you have stumbled because of your iniquity. 

 
But there’s also a sort of ugly cowardice. 
I told a homeless woman I had no cash 
So I could buy an extra slice of pizza 

“I choose to be happy” 
 

Very brave. 
 

My sacrifice, O God, is a broken spirit; 
    a broken and contrite heart you will not despise. 

 
I used to struggle a lot with porn. 

“Don’t worry, it’s perfectly natural.” 
“Plenty of people struggle with it.” 

“Don’t let it get you down.” 

 



So I chose to be happy. 
 

And nothing changed. 
 

But at least I felt good about myself. 
 

It is a dreadful thing to fall into the hands of the living God. 
 

Most of my friends don’t know Jesus 
I know my grandpa doesn’t. 
We don’t really talk about it. 

 
I’m scared of confrontation, and 

I like to tell myself it’s some kind of virtue 
to focus on the superficial things 

we already agree on. 
 

This way, you never need to have a hard conversation. 
You never need to think about hell. 

You can choose to be happy. 
  

“Yet even now,” declares the Lord, “return to me with all your heart, 
with fasting, with weeping, and with mourning; 
    and rend your hearts and not your garments.” 

 
Jesus spoke of a man who went to hell for ignoring a homeless neighbor 

James said religion that did not feed the hungry was worthless 
The prophets preached radical social change 

And extreme standards of holiness 
To give up everything for God 

Or face judgment 
We could, too. 

 
We could talk about justice inside our churches. 
We could talk about the rights of immigrants. 

We could talk about police brutality. 
We could talk about climate change. 

We could talk about colonialism. 
We could talk about abortion. 
We could talk about sexism. 
We could talk about hunger. 

 
And we could look frankly at ourselves. 

 



 
How we’ve excluded people who look or think differently. 

How we’ve spent money and time on ourselves instead of others. 
How we’ve put our materialistic and physical desires ahead of loving God. 

How we’ve let our brothers and sisters starve so we could attend movies and concerts. 
How we’ve mixed worshipping the God of the universe with our self-promotion and ambition. 

How we’ve put the warm feelings of “devotion” above sacrificially serving the Lord and our neighbors. 
How we’ve sought to seem like “a good sort of person” rather than do the hard work of being one. 

How we’ve used Jesus to make ourselves feel better without taking up our cross. 
How we’ve kept the saving knowledge of a holy God to ourselves. 

How we’ve failed to stand up for what we believe in. 
 

And we could weep. 
 

But that’s scary  
and it’s hard and it’s dangerous 

So we choose to be happy. 
 

No matter how many people have to die. 
 

Or worse. 
 

Return to the Lord your God, for he is gracious and merciful, 
slow to anger, and abounding in steadfast love; 

    and he relents over disaster. 
 

It’s better to do good out of love 
From the goodness in our hearts 

Than because we’re feeling guilty. 
 

But sometimes I get that all twisted up. 
Sometimes the feelings aren’t there. 

Sometimes I’m grouchy. 
Sometimes I’m selfish. 
Sometimes I’m just sad. 

 
Sometimes love isn’t going to make me repent. 

 
But guilt might. 

 
And I worry that sometimes we’re so afraid of being Puritans that we don’t do anything at all. 

 
 

 



 See what this godly sorrow has produced in you:  
what earnestness, what eagerness to clear yourselves, 

 what indignation, what alarm, what longing, what concern, 
 what readiness to see justice done.  

 
This isn’t a very happy reflection. 

And sometimes I worry that  
if you make Christianity look sad 

Nobody will want to join. 
 

But I’m honestly more scared of the reverse 
What if we aren’t taking things seriously enough? 

 
If we tell people everything’s okay 

And it’s not 
 

If our message is all about peace 
And there is no peace 

 
If we say we love God 

But our neighbors are starving 
While we buy books we’re not going to read 

 
If we tell ourselves we’re following God 

And we say we’ll give up everything 
And we think we’ve repented 
And we think we have faith 

But we haven’t 
And we don’t 

 
What then? 

 
Not everyone who says to me, 'Lord, Lord,' will enter the kingdom of heaven, 

 but only the one who does the will of my Father who is in heaven. 
 

I’m sorry this reflection is such a downer. 
And I hope that as you walk with God 

You find hope 
And love 
And joy 

And peace. 
  

 



 
But I also hope that,  
Just for a moment 

We can take some time together this Lent 
And take some time to mourn 
And take some time to weep 
And take some time to repent 

And take some time to think long and hard 
And we’ll cry 
And we’ll fast 
And we’ll hurt 

And we’ll feel guilty 
And regretful 
And convicted 

And sad 
 

And when we’ve truly felt the burden of sins 
When we’ve wept at the depth of our sacrilege 

When we’ve been fully crushed by the weight of our iniquities 
 

Easter will come. 
 

And perhaps we’ll see Christ with fresh eyes 
Perhaps we’ll experience forgiveness 

With a newfound love 
Tenderness 
Intimacy 
Purpose 
Hope. 

 
And we can choose to be happy. 

 
In the arms of our Savior. 

 
 He is risen indeed. 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 

 


