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Dedication

For the ones who still feel God in the flicker, not the flood.
—L.V.

To Tiffany, whose love has always stopped me in my tracks.
—L.L.



Editor’s Note

This compilation of liturgies started with the Liturgy at the Point of Sale. I was standing at the
checkout of some store, and I marveled at the situation. Tapping this insignificant piece of plastic
somehow authorized me to take all these material goods out the door and to my car. It’s a
momentous event. It seemed like something I should thank God for. I mentioned this to Vorund and
of course, true to his name, he didn’t want to just stop at the Liturgy at the Point of Sale. He had all
kinds of liturgies, psalms and prayers in mind for us metamodern folk.

"Metamodern” does deserve some explanation. It's not really a well-known concept. In
philosophical circles, "Modern" refers to the age of reason. Everything is explainable, everything is
rational. It started with René Descartes at about the turn of the 17th century and ended with Kant
in the 19th century. This is the bedrock of science, we have a lot to be grateful for from this
worldview. Next is the post-modern era which began around mid 20th century. It’s a reaction
against the modern worldview. In this worldview, there is no over-arching narrative guiding us as
humans. Everything is deconstructed. One of my favorite philosophers of this worldview is Jean
Baudrillard who inspired the Matrix film trilogy and argued that many aspects of life are mere
shadows of the true realities.

Many believe that we are still chiefly in a post-modern context, but there is a third worldview that
is emerging called "Metamodernism." Metamodernism fluctuates between the metanarrative
grounding of modernism and the complete letting go of post-modernism. And that is what this book
does. We use ancient forms like liturgies and psalms to jokingly view very modern phenomena. But
we don’t do this for comedy, we do it to show everyday occurrences in a fresh light, even for people
who have been immersed in these modern rituals for decades.

So please - read these liturgies and embrace the humor that Vorund brings, but please be more
aware of God’s presence even in these extremely mundane events. I guarantee that he wants to
meet you in every swipe of the card, every time the camera turns on for a Zoom call.

Sincerely,
Lumere Larek, Editor-in-Chief, New Jerusalem Press



Volume 1: Prayers for the Life Between
Notifications

Liturgy at the Point-of-Sale

"Every good and perfect gift is from above."
- James 1:17

A moment of commerce, and consecration.

Leader:
We come not only to purchase, but to remember the cost.

All:
We are dust—and debt,
but we swipe in faith.

Leader:
At this terminal, we bring forth plastic and code,
trusting the invisible networks to approve our needs.

All:
Let not our hearts be overdrawn,
nor our minds overdrafted.

Leader (inserting card):

Into this altar of economy,

I insert the token of my labor.
Itisnot all I am,

but a piece of what I’ve done.

Machine (inevitably):
Please remove your card.

All (removing card reverently):
As you have taken from us,

may it be multiplied in goodness.
Let not this be in vain,

nor only for vanity.

Leader:

Bless this transaction,

that it may be more than consumption—
may it be communion,

a reminder that all things come from You.

All: Even this tap. Even this total.



Even the three-digit code we can’t remember.
Amen.

Reflection: The Point-of-Sale as Holy Ground

We don’t think of checkout lines as sacred spaces. They’re liminal, transitional, transactional. Places
where we fumble for cards, stare at total balances, and think about what’s next. But even here,
even among the beep of scanners and the tap of plastic, the Kingdom of God breaks in beneath the
fluorescent lights.

A point-of-sale is a moment of exchange, but also of exposure. What we choose to purchase reveals
our needs, our comforts, our fears, our indulgences. We may joke about retail therapy, but behind
the joke lies a truth: that we are all looking to fill something.

When we offer our card, we’re not just paying, we’re trusting. Trusting that there’s enough. That
our work has borne fruit. That the system will approve us. That the purchase is worth it.

But we forget: God is already present in the moment before the approval. He is not watching like a
suspicious auditor. He’s with us as Provider and Friend, interested not just in what we buy, but in
what we long for beneath the buying.

There’s a temptation to believe that our purchases define us—that we are only as good as what we
can afford, what we consume, or how responsibly we budget. But your worth was never printed on
a receipt. The Kingdom’s economy runs on grace, not credit.

So swipe. Tap. Insert. But remember, this too can be worship. This too can be prayer. A quiet
moment of trust in the checkout line: You provide for me, and I trust Your hand.

Breath Prayer: The Point-of-Sale as Remembrance

Inhale:
You provide for me,

Exhale:
and I trust Your hand.

The Blessing Before Logging Into Zoom

"Love one another."
- John 15:17

A rite of digital presence and divine patience.

Leader:

Before the ring of chimes and gallery of faces,
we still ourselves.

Not to perform, but to be present.

Not just to speak, but to listen.



All:

May this connection be stable,
even when we are not.

May our cameras show kindness,
and our mics remember to mute.

Leader:

We gather in pixels and packets,
but You, O God, dwell fully here.
In every time zone.

On every screen.

In every long silence.

All:

Let no one be lost in the waiting room of life.
Let no soul be glitched into loneliness.

Even here—especially here—You are with us.

Leader (clicks link):

We enter not just a meeting,
but a moment.

Sanctify it, Lord.

Make it more than agenda.

All:
Amen and “You’re still on mute.”

Reflection: The Sacred Square of Presence

It is no small thing to open a camera.

To say, Here I am, in a world where presence is optional, where attention is scattered, and where
the soul is pixelated into frame and lighting and “Can you hear me okay?”

Zoom—and all its cousins—has become the new tabernacle of gathering. For work, for worship, for
friendship and fatigue. It is miraculous and exhausting. It collapses distance, but sometimes
deepens disconnection. It gives us a way to see without truly being seen. And yet, it is what we
have.

This liturgy is not about glamorizing screens. It’s about sanctifying intention.

Logging into a meeting can feel like performance. It can summon anxieties: Will I say the right
thing? Will I look okay? Will I disappear in the grid? But blessing this moment reframes it. It
reminds us that before we “present,” we are present—and that presence is enough.

The liturgy teaches us that mics and faces and chat boxes are not beneath God’s attention. He meets
us in the awkward hellos, the screen freezes, the breakout room silences. He is not waiting for
better connection—He is the connection.

So before we log in, we breathe. We remember:



We are not machines.
We are not avatars.
We are not interruptions to the meeting.

We are beings of light, bearing witness in glass and glow.

And even if we say nothing at all, our presence is a gift.

Breath Prayer Before Clicking "Join Meeting"

Inhale:
You are here,

Exhale:
and I am Yours.

Psalm of the Left Swipe

"You did not choose me, but I chose you...'
- John 15:16

For the ache of desire and the scroll of a thousand faces.

I scroll, Lord,

though I do not know what I'm seeking.
A face, perhaps. A spark.

Someone who sees me.

Someone I might see.

You know each name,

though I do not pause long enough to ask them.
You know their stories—

their fears, their songs,

their three carefully chosen photos.

How strange this liturgy of glances—
this prayerbook of profiles,

this congregation of the almost-known.
I swipe with both hope and fear.

Will love meet me here?

Or only more mirrors?

Forgive me, Lord,

when I reduce image-bearers to pixels.
Forgive me

when I judge too quickly,

when I despair too easily,

when I treat romance like a menu.



Teach me to see rightly,

to honor each soul—even if I never match.
To love without possession.

To yearn without losing myself.

To swipe without becoming hollow.

You swiped right on the world

when it was still dark and unformed.
You called us good.

You saw us fully.

You stayed.

Stay with me, Lord,

in the loneliness between connections,
in the pauses between swipes.

Let me remember:

I am already chosen.

Already seen.

Already loved.

Selah.

Reflection: Searching in the scroll

No one teaches you how to long well.
We’re told to wait, or to swipe, or to work on ourselves.
But the truth is, longing is a sacred ache—and modern life rarely gives it room to breathe.

Dating apps are full of paradox. They offer connection through disconnection. Hope through
exhaustion. Intimacy at arm’s length. And yet, for many, they are one of the few places left where
we are allowed to say, I want love—and not be ridiculed for it.

This psalm doesn’t condemn the swipe. It sanctifies the ache beneath it.

Because even here—especially here—God sees us. Not just the us we polish for a profile. Not just
the wittiest line or best lighting. He sees the full story. The disappointments. The quiet griefs. The
hope that flares up again, even after the worst days.

We must remember:

These are not just faces.

These are image-bearers.

Children of God, scrolling and hoping, just like you.

When we swipe with reverence, we honor that truth. When we pause before we despair, we
reclaim our worth. When we remember that we are already loved, even before the match, we
swipe from fullness—not hunger.

The scroll does not need to end to find peace.
Sometimes peace comes mid-scroll,
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when we hear the voice that says:
“You are already known. Already chosen. Already held.”

Breath Prayer for the Scroll of Longing

Inhale:
You see me fully,

Exhale:
and still You stay.

The Examen of Scrolling

A prayerful reflection for the moments we lose, and the moments we might reclaim.

"Search me, God, and know my heart; test me and know my anxious
thoughts."
- Psalm 139:23

Begin with silence. Hold your phone in your hand, screen off. Breathe deeply. Let the scroll come to
mind. Without judgment, observe. Then pray:

1. Presence
When did I feel most alive today while scrolling?
When did I go numb?

Lord, remind me I am not a machine.

You made me for presence, not just content.
Help me notice when I vanish,

and teach me how to return.

2. Desire
What was I seeking in the scroll?
Was it beauty? Validation? Escape? Connection?

You are the source of my longing.

Not every scroll was wrong—

but some were hungry in ways I didn’t see.
Be with me in the ache beneath the flicker.

3. Attention
Who or what did I see but not truly notice?
How did I treat the image-bearers on my feed?

Forgive me for when I consumed faces instead of honoring them.
Bless the people I passed by.

Help me to see more than algorithms.

Let love shape my attention.

11



4. Formation

How did the scroll shape me today?
Did it stir gratitude or anxiety?

Did it draw me toward love or envy?

I become what I behold.

Shape me not in the image of the feed,
but in the image of Christ.

Gently remake me.

5. Rest
When did I stop scrolling today?
When should I have?

I am allowed to turn it off.

I am allowed to rest.

I am not behind.

You are here when the screen is dark.
And You are better than infinite scroll.

Amen.
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Volume 2: Honoring Ancient Technology still

Guiding Us Today

A Liturgy for the Candle

"The light shines in the darkness, and the darkness has not overcome it."

— John 1:5

For the flame that waited for electricity, and never resented it.

Leader:

Long before batteries,

before bulbs and screens and smart things,
there was this:

wick, wax, fire—

a small defiance of the dark.

All:

We give thanks for the candle,
faithful and simple.

It warmed our stories,

lit our prayers,

guarded our silence.

Leader:

When night fell early and stars blinked shyly,
when scrolls were unrolled or lullabies whispered,
when sorrow was borne in quiet corners—

the candle stood with us.

All:

It did not flicker in haste.

It did not envy the brighter lights.
It burned what it had.

And it gave what it could.

Leader (lighting a candle):

Bless this flame, Lord of Light,
and all flames that came before it.
For every soul who bent over it—
writing, weeping, watching—

we give thanks.

All:
Let our lives burn like this—
steadily, gently, without fear.
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Not to dazzle,
but to warm.
Not to consume,
but to comfort.

Leader:

And when we blow it out—
may we remember:

what once gave light

never fully disappears.

All (whispering):

Amen.

Reflection: A Flame Older Than Memory

The candle doesn’t ask to be noticed.
It was never made to impress. It was made to be present.

Before the world glowed with screens, it glowed with fire. From the hearth to the lantern to the
candle stub cupped in the hand of a pilgrim, fire has been humanity’s oldest companion. When we
honor the candle, we are not romanticizing the past—we are remembering that some things have
always been true.

The candle is a technology, though we rarely call it that. It is engineered light, handcrafted heat, a
timekeeping device and sacrament in one. It has lit the words of prophets and poets, saints and
scientists. It has burned in catacombs, classrooms, cathedrals, and campsites. It bears witness.

The candle doesn’t mind being replaced. It simply waits to be remembered.

In a world of instant illumination, the candle teaches us something sacred: that light can be slow. It
doesn’t flood the room; it whispers it into warmth. It flickers in rhythm with breath, reminding us
that even small things, if steady, can push back the dark.

To light a candle is to make a quiet vow:
I will not rush. I will not fear the dark. I will carry this glow.

And in that moment, however brief, the flame becomes a friend.
A silent one. An ancient one.
And one that, by God’s grace, we may one day resemble.

The Confession of the Unwritten Letter

"Before a word is on my tongue, you, Lord, know it completely.'
- Psalm 139:4

For the messages we never sent, and the truths we still carry.
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Leader:

We had something to say—
a truth,

a gratitude,

a wound,

a hope.

All:

But the words stayed within us.
Half-formed.

Half-feared.

And still so alive.

Leader:

There were letters we meant to write.
To a mother.

To a friend.

To the one who hurt us.

To the one we hurt.

All:

We held our silence,

sometimes wisely,

sometimes not.

We thought the moment would come.
It passed.

Leader:

We confess, not to shame ourselves-
but to bless what still waits.

Not all silence is sin.

Not all words must be spoken.

But some were.

All:

And so we name the ache,

the space where the letter should be.

We place it in Your hands, O Listener of Hearts.
You see every word that never left our lips.

Leader (holding a blank page):

Teach us when to speak,

when to write,

when to let go.

And bless the letters that will never be sent-
for even unsent, they are real.

All:
Amen.



Reflection: The Letters That Still Speak

There are things we meant to say.
But we didn’t.
Maybe the moment passed. Maybe it was never safe. Maybe we just didn’t know how.

And so the letter was left unwritten.

But even unwritten, it has weight. The unwritten letter takes up space—in the soul, in the memory,
in the silence between two people. It hums quietly in the background of our days, like a draft we
keep meaning to finish.

We are taught to value expression, to believe that speaking our truth will set us free. But
sometimes, it is the letter not sent that carries the most truth.

Sometimes, silence is a form of mercy.

Sometimes, it is fear.

Often, it is both.

This confession isn’t about guilt. It’s about naming.

Naming the ache.

Naming the pause.

Naming that we are people of language and longing, and not every longing gets a stamp.

Some letters were too late.

Some would have made things worse.

Some were too full of love.

Some were written in the heart, and God received them.

This liturgy offers a sacred place to hold them. A sanctuary for the unsent. A holy mailbox where
the soul can say: I tried. I loved. I didn’t know how. But I still care.

Because in the end, the heart of God is the truest post office.
No word is lost.

No cry is discarded.

No silence goes unnoticed.

Even unwritten, the letter still speaks.

The Blessing of the Spoon

"Taste and see that the Lord is good."
- Psalm 34:8

For the tool that cradles nourishment, and teaches us to receive.

Leader:

Before the fork,

before the knife,

before we sliced and speared-

16



we scooped.

All:

We give thanks for the spoon.
The humble curve.

The waiting bowl.

The simple grace of being filled.

Leader:

It fed us before we fed ourselves.
Held by our parents.

Held by our children.

Held by our own hands,
trembling or steady.

All:

We bless the spoon

for what it carried-

porridge, broth, medicine, mercy.

Leader (lifting a spoon):

Let this be a symbol, Lord,
of Your tenderness-

You who feed the hungry
not with force, but with care.
You who shape even metal
to match our need.

All:

May we learn its way:

To hold gently.

To carry without spilling.
To serve without boasting.

Leader:

When we eat in haste,

when we forget our hunger is holy-
remind us.

All:

Even this is sacred.
Even this is love,
shaped like a spoon.

Amen.

Reflection: Held by What Holds

The spoon is not a tool of conquest.



It doesn’t cut. It doesn’t pierce.
It cradles.

We overlook it because it is everywhere. It waits quietly in drawers, disappears under napkins, and
rarely makes a sound of its own. And yet, it is one of the oldest inventions still in use
today—unchanged in shape, because it was never about power. It was about care.

The spoon reminds us that nourishment is not always earned—it is offered. It teaches us how to
receive.

Before we knew how to feed ourselves, a spoon was lifted to our lips. Someone held it for us. We
learned the shape of provision by being given it—bit by bit, day after day.

The spoon does not ask for recognition. It does not envy the sharpness of the knife or the cleverness
of the fork. It knows its purpose: to carry something good and deliver it gently.

To use a spoon is to echo the hand of God:

The One who does not force-feed, but who invites.
Who scoops up mercy and brings it near.

Who holds what we cannot hold on our own.

So bless the spoon.

And bless the hearts that carry nourishment without spectacle.
For in a world obsessed with edges,

the curved kindness of a spoon may be the holiest shape of all.

A Prayer Over the Firepit
For warmth, memory, and the glow that gathers us.

Leader:

Here, where sparks rise like prayers,
we give thanks for the fire-

not the storming flame of judgment,
but the gentler kind:

the kind that gathers,

that warms,

that holds us together.

All:

We bless this fire,

for it reminds us of ancient things:
of nightfall,

of story,

of breath and smoke and bread.

Leader:
We remember those who sat around fires before us-
the ones who sang,
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who wept,
who told the truth

because it was dark enough to do so.

All:

Let this fire be safe.
Let it be shared.
Let it be slow.

Let no one sit alone
while it still glows.

Leader (gazing into flame):

As the flames flicker and dance,
we see our own hearts mirrored-
restless, beautiful, ungraspable.
But still burning.

All:

God of flame and silence,
sit with us here.

Speak not in thunder,
but in crackle.

Not in command,

but in comfort.

Leader:

And when the fire goes out,
let the warmth remain.

Not in our hands—

but in our lives.

All:
Amen.
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