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Based on Deuteronomy 11:18-21, 26-28

A word emerges from deep silence,
Unexpected, un-thought of, messenger of a pulsating heart asking: Don't forget me!

I planted a garden and gave it to you as a home.
I carried you by hand when you got lost.
I freed you from slavery when you were caught.
I guided you to another place, a land with streams and pools of water, with springs flowing in the valleys and
hills; a land with wheat and barley, vines and fig trees, pomegranates, mangos, papayas, berries of all kinds,
apples, pears, olive oil and honey; a land where bread was not scarce and you lacked nothing.

Don't forget me! "Put these words of mine in your heart and soul, bind them as sign in your hand, fix them as
an emblem on your forehead. Teach them to your children, talk about them when you are at home and when
you are away, when you lie down and when you rise. Write them on the doorposts of your house and on your
gates." Don't forget me! Don't follow other gods that you have not known!

The reading from Deuteronomy this morning is God's plea to the people of Israel to not forget God. Writing
the words down, putting them in the heart and soul, repeating them to the new generations, are ways to ensure
that God is not going to be forgotten, that the experience of faith of Israel is not going to vanish, that new
memories will develop.

In the Old Testament Israel was the elected people not because they were the best, but because they were
small and dispossessed. In the New Testament, all people were chosen. God's love and favor is not a matter of
nationality. There is no nation endowed to save. God alone is the author of salvation and redemption and only
God brings them about.

"You shall put these words of mine in your heart and soul." What words are "these"? The bible? None of the
books of the bible were written then. The Ten commandments? Yes, but not only. "These words of mine"
doesn't refer to a text, a book, an inscription on a stone. It refers to the whole experience of a liberating God, a
God who opposes slavery and oppression; it refers to every word unfolding into life, creating, shaping,
holding, evolving; it refers to every expression of love, every movement of mercy, every attitude of
compassion. "These words of mine" speak of God's presence, companionship and grace.

A more fundamentalist view will affirm that the Word of God corresponds to the Bible; that the Bible is the
only Word of God. Martin Luther considered neither the Bible nor the words of the Scripture in an absolute
way. When speaking about church he said: "the whole life and substance of the church is in the Word of God,
and I am not speaking about the written gospel, but rather about the spoken." He continues: "Gospel means
nothing else then a preaching and a crying out of the grace and the mercy of God, merited and conquered by
the Lord Christ by means of his death. And it is not what is found in books and what is written in letters;
rather it is a voice that resounds in all the world".1 So, to Martin Luther the Gospel, the Word of God, is more
then a written text. It is a living voice. And the main criterion by which to interpret the Bible is, What
preaches Christ or what teaches Christ. He asserts: "That which does not teach Christ is not apostolic even
though St. Peter or Paul might teach it; conversely, that which teaches Christ is apostolic, even if Judas, Pilate,
or Herod do it". According to Luther, the censor to judge whether a book or a text in the Bible is Word of God
or not, is: does it "promote Christ or not?"
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"These words of mine" don't refer to a book, but to whom God is.

God! The word that lives in the depths, inside us; the whisper resonating throughout the universe. God, the
name holding all other names, the word expressing what does not fit within any expression. God is the name
we use to speak about profoundest desire, hope and consolation. It is the silent word born in the depths of
ourselves when we tremble in joy or in sadness. Oh my God, how can we forget you?

Our mouth, our bodies, muscles, blood and bones become an altar when pronouncing your name. Your name
is carved in us. Your name is an undecipherable mystery, an endless emptiness like the sky. Your name is the
place of our desires. Even when we don't know what to say, it doesn't matter because your name contains
every meaning. Even when we are alone, we are not alone because your name accompanies us. Your name is
a song that makes life lighter and more beautiful.

How can we forget you?

If we forget you we will forget ourselves. We are not you, but we are part of whom you are, we are defined by
your inmost being.

We love your garden. We need your guiding hand. We ask for your protection. Provide food, love, health and
faith in your forgiveness and companionship. We will put these words of yours in our hearts and souls, we
will bind them as a sign on our hand and fix them as an emblem on our forehead. We will teach them to our
children and will talk about them in our homes and when we are away, when we lie down and when we rise.
We will write them on our doorposts and no, we will not follow other gods that we have not known.

A word emerges from deep silence,
Unexpected, un-thought of, messenger of a pulsating heart. It is a plea: God, do not forget us!
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