
�1

Allen Pruitt

“Rend your hearts and not your clothing.”

This is what Jesus was talking about,
really,

when he warned us
about practicing our piety before others.

“Rend your hearts and not your clothing.”

This is what Jesus meant,
all those times that he broke the law

and then turned right back around
and said that he came

“not to abolish the law,
but to fulfill it.”

He said,
“What matters

is whether the law is written on your heart.
If it’s there,
if it’s in you,

then it’s alive.

But if the law is something you just trot out
every time you want to be right,

then you might as well be melting your earrings
into a golden calf.”
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“Rend your hearts and not your clothing.”

As hard a thing
as there is to do,

to take a deep look,
to wonder where you’ve gotten it wrong

and to actually see it
and sit with it
and love it
and let it break your heart.

It’s the hardest thing you’ll ever do.
Rend your heart. 
Tear your heart.
Break your heart.

We do everything we can
to keep our little hearts from breaking.

We surround ourselves with comfort,
in an attempt to block out the hardship

so near at hand.
We hover over our children,

not because it’s best for them,
but because it steers us clear of heartbreak.

Heartbreak is our biggest fear.
We avoid love,

not because love is so scary,
but because losing love is so,

so…heartbreaking.
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And heartbreak is what God is inviting us into,
heartbreak that leads to something more.

“Rend your hearts, not your clothing.”
Break your hearts,
offer me the pieces,
and see what might happen.

What will happen?
If our hearts are broken,
if we lose something,
if we give up something

that keeps getting in our way?

Every year we have this opportunity,
this chance

to start something new,
to let go of something old,
to be different than we were before.

Lent is all about self-examination, penitence, and prayer.
But do we get down to the heart of things?
Do we get to our broken hearts,
do we break our hearts of stone?
Or do we stay right on the surface,

do we rend our clothes,
tear up the surface,
make a show of it,
and then get on with business as usual?
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I have very little interest in having my heart broken.
If it’s already gotten that way,

then I’d prefer not to know about it,
and just pretend that it’s all ok.

Heartbreak is something that I tend to avoid at all costs.
Because it is costly.

Because it costs me who I am,
how I’ve been doing things;

offering up my heart,
hard as stone
or shattered to pieces,

it means my pride is at stake,
my pride that I can handle things,
that I can gradually keep improving

and that one day,
I’ll get it all figured out.

The fact that I’ll never get it all figured out,
well… it just breaks my heart.
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A few weeks ago I asked,
which part of me needs to die?
Which part of me needs to be resurrected?

I’ll ask it again.

Which part of your heart needs to break?
Which part of your heart is already broken?

Can you believe that God will come,
take the little broken pieces,

and give you something new,
a new heart,
a new way to be;

something that will cost you everything,
but will gain you your soul?

I’ve been rubbing ashes on people’s heads for nearly ten years.
And the power of it never diminishes.

The power of dirt and death
to remind me of what is really precious.

The power of God
to take something as ugly

and frustratingly dirty
as ash,

and transform that
into a reminder that life

is always being made new,
that death

is never the end,
that resurrection

is always on the move.
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It’s like sitting in your chair after paying the bills.

You glance up
and see the dust floating in a shaft of light.

Anywhere else,
it’s just dirt,

waiting to fall,
eventually to be cleaned.

But caught up in the light,
it’s something marvelous,

a reminder
of when things were miraculous;

a reminder
that everything miraculous

is already dust to begin with.

Even you.


