A Liturgy for an Assembly

“Come let us go up to the mountain of the Lord.”

In a large gathering, seven people holding lit candles take up their positions in seven different points of the hall/room. In turn they advance towards the central point as the congregation sings Laudate omnes gentes, and a lector reads out the seven texts. The candles are placed around the focal point of the gathering.

In a small group, the candles may be placed in position in the centre, and people can move forward to light them one at a time.

ALL SING
Laudate omnes gentes, laudate Dominum.  (bis)

READER
I come from the icy regions, where night prevails almost all year round. Cold selfishness is my ruler and my hands are incapable of acts of kindness. I am frozen in immobility, unable to run to the help of others. My breath is icy and my words fall to the ground like glass. My heart is hard and cold, like a glacier stretching down to the sea. The long night of selfishness has invaded my house and made it a sad and silent place to live. And yet there remains within me a yearning for the sun, a longing for you the living God of heaven and earth whose presence brings warmth and life to all.

PAUSE

ALL
Laudate omnes gentes, laudate Dominum.  (bis)

READER
I come from the lands of doubt and unbelief and am unable to lift up my eyes to see the light of your stars, your flowers, your living waters. I remain shut up in my room, where things remain unchanged since the very first day. The pictures and the furniture are all still in their original positions. I have heard tell of a land where there are dawns and sunsets, where there are changes of seasons all different from one another. I have come to see if this is all true, if there is indeed a world different from the one I inhabit.

PAUSE

ALL
Laudate omnes gentes, laudate Dominum.  (bis)

READER
I come from the depths of the sea where the silence is intense, a silence which tightens the heart of the inhabitants of the abyss, who come and go without a sound like shadows. The song of the wind on the waves above does not penetrate here to bring music down into the deep. I have come thousand miles to hear your voice, O Lord, to hear the song of your Spirit that brings joy to your creatures and fills them with delightful music, which they re-echo through all the earth.

PAUSE

ALL
Laudate omnes gentes, laudate Dominum.  (bis)

READER
I have come here across the dry, burning desert sands, which are pursued unmercifully by the winds from morning until evening. My vines are withered. The grass is yellow, dried up and hardened like thorns sharp as needles. I have to dig to find water. My mouth is dry, my eyes are burnt by the sandstorms, my skin is burnt by the sun. I have travelled here because I know there is a place where the grass is green and the young shoots are tender, where a thousand cool springs feed the great river that gives life to the whole scene.

PAUSE

ALL
Laudate omnes gentes, laudate Dominum.  (bis)

READER
I have come from the great steppelands, colourless and sad, where everything is covered in a monotonous grey with no touch of love and no riot of colour in painted houses, golden sunsets, or clear blue skies where kites can fly. I too want to see the golden domes of the city of God. I want to see the palace of the King, the court of his faithful ones, who feast dressed in colourful robes adorned with gold and pearls.

PAUSE

ALL
Laudate omnes gentes, laudate Dominum.  (bis)

READER
My home is the land of pain, suffering and anguish. Every moment brings more care, every step is wearisome. Hope has long departed from my tent. Pain is never far away. But I have heard the call of the God who heals, and I have come to find peace and rest for my body and mind. To you, O Lord, I have come through pain and exhaustion. I know that you will give me hope and make me glad to be alive.

PAUSE

ALL
Laudate omnes gentes, laudate Dominum.  (bis)

READER
The land I come from is covered with dense thickets and forests in which dangerous animals live: the poisonous snake, the sharp-toothed leopard, the awkward, bad-tempered rhinoceros who attacks without reason, the scorpion lurking under the stone. There is no peace in my country. Doors are locked in fear. Every action arouses the hiss of suspicion. I have come a long way to reach this place of peace, of serenity and encouragement, to delight in the warmth of friendship and forgiveness, to rejoice with my brothers and sisters together in God’s family.

PAUSE

