OUR MARTYRS – DOM SEBASTIAN MOORE

Today is my name-day.  I am known as Sebastian, but who am I?  I know, beyond all real doubting, that there is a reason why there is anything at all, so there is a reason why there is me.  A lifetime of praying makes this reason for my existence identical with the desire that gets me up in the morning and moves me about my day.  The reason for existing, and the reason for living in my existence, adhere to each other in the heart of the believer, and there’s no pulling them apart.  So desire for God is going to be my real name. 

But desire has to have a model to get going.  But what of the desire that gets me up and keeps me going?  Is there a model for that desire?  As a Christian, I have to say yes: my motive for living is Jesus.  For me, to live is Christ, as Paul says.  But how can there be a model for the desire behind all living, the desire that leads some to holiness and some to crime, generic desire in the heart of man, deceitful above all things, and desperately wicked. How might someone hearing Jesus feel ‘I’m what he¹s talking about’? 

So how does Jesus work as this model for desire that came into existence on the planet when the animal became men and women?  I wrote a book called ‘Jesus the Liberator of Desire’.  But that’s a huge over-simplification.  For this model educates my desire to be for God and nothing else because God is why we are.   How does he do this?

We all know how he did it.  He called a few people and woke in them the desire for life beyond our limits, which he called the Kingdom of God.  And they followed this desire, into the nightmare of denial and desertion and the horror of a death on Skull Hill, and the even more devastating challenge of his return to them and empowering with the Spirit to ‘make disciples among all nations’.  They were dragged, often under protest, into the new humanity, the Body of Christ, to be its martyrs.
To become a disciple of Jesus is to enter on that way for desire, to take up the cross as it comes my way, to undergo the process that begins with me here and now and ends with me as part of his body spreading in the world.  Prayer moves from ‘Jesus, God’ to ‘the Body of Christ’, but what of this transition? ‘Jesus, God’ is prayer¹s mantra. There’s the Jesus Prayer.  But ‘the Body of Christ’?  That sounds like dogma. But it cannot first be dogma; it’s what Paul found himself murmuring or muttering as he went on his dangerous journeys, passionately willing this Body that he was seeing into the world, Jewish and pagan.  To persevere in prayer as a Christian is forever to move on and out into being the Body of Christ in the world.  So we must say that Jesus does not just liberate desire (wrong, Sebastian!): he re-creates it, with and without the hyphen.  Remember that Nietzsche complained that Christians don’t look recreated!

So how do I pray the Body of Christ?  Perhaps Fr Illtyd was onto this when he said, just once, that the liturgy must be contemplative.  The performers of his ritual are not perfunctionaries, as by the huge force of Christian inertia they become.  This is certainly the way to pray for those who ‘persecute’ us, who are giving us grief, as Jesus tells us we must do: pray for him in the Body of Christ.  Pray him at Mass, as someone else who like me wakes up in the morning and wonders what lies ahead.

As Christians who believe, let us pray!

