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[This is the electronic version of The Christian Century article I reference. It’s been adjusted and renamed but is similar:
https://www.christiancentury.org/article/first-person/5-times-day-wecroak-app-reminds-me-i-m-going-die]

Mercy and peace, God’s steadfast love, to you this holy day. Amen.
I am not a big one for apps on my phone, but I confess to having added one as a sort of experiment.
It all started with a cover story I had seen in The Christian Century.
It arrived in late October, a year ago, round-about All Saints Day.
The cover had a picture of a smart phone and in big bold letters the screen read:
Don’t forget, you’re going to die.
It was fitting, I mused, as we were thinking of the saints, our beloveds who have died.
The cover had piqued by curiosity, but I never quite got around to reading that issue.
It would pop up from time to time as I shuffled through piles of magazines: Don’t forget, you’re going to die.
Finally, some weeks before Lent, I shuffled past it, again.
It turns out the actual article is called Shaping My Mind to Die, and the subtitle reads: the beauty and danger
of the WeCroak app.
The app has Buddhist roots, and is based on a Bhutanese aphorism about finding happiness by
contemplating death five times daily.
So began a new spiritual practice:
Five times a day, randomly, while one is in the middle of life, the app alerts the user simply:
Don’t forget, you’re going to die.
If one chooses, you could indulge in some good quotes, but I tended to just notice the reminder:
Don’t forget, you’re going to die.
I used it for months: standing in the grocery line, Don’t forget, you’re going to die.
Picking up a child from school, Don’t forget, you’re going to die.
At my desk or on the phone, or doing a million other big or little things, Don’t forget, you’re going to die.
The app, for me, is a sort of reality check, a reminder of the truth of these ashes that we will place on our
foreheads.
Friends in Christ, today we will confess our sin and the sin of our world.
Today we will mark on our bodies the cross of ash, following the outline of the watery baptismal cross.
Today we’ll hear the freeing truth, again: Remember that you are dust, and to dust you shall return.

Today we’ll come open handed to the table, finding sustenance for the days ahead.
Indeed, it is good to remember that we’re going to die, for by facing death—ours and Jesus’—we
learn how to live.
In our Gospel, as the Sermon on the Mount continues, Jesus warns: don’t be like the hypocrites.
That word, Hypocrite, originally meant an “actor” or a “stage player”.
Actors in ancient Greece wore large masks to embody their characters.
They did their acting from under their mask.
Don’t be like the hypocrites, Jesus says, don’t live hidden by a mask,
seeking the praise of others,
hiding from God and from community,
covering your real self.
Rather, renew your relationships with God and with one another, live in the honesty
that we are fallible, never fully in control,
that we are not God, but human creatures, capable of immense beauty and yet prone to stray,
that we are wholly dependent on the grace of God,
that we will one day die.
Seek justice, act, love, give, pray, fast, forgive, be forgiven, rest, simply be,
practice your piety not wearing a mask, not acting, but living authentically in the sight and love of God.
Reflecting on the surgery and recovery for a recent joint replacement, one of you commented, “It’s so
hard to be fallible.”
It is hard: our bodies wear out and breakdown.
We try our best but our hearts break, or we break the hearts of others.
We sin knowingly and unknowingly, by what we have done and what we left undone.
Temptations lure.
We participate in systems rife with injustice.
We are fallible.
Our theme this Lenten season is Dust and Beauty.
Through the season we’ll explore how it is that God mends our broken, fallible selves to create beauty.
God works through our dusty-ness, through our mistakes, through our challenges and pain.
God rich in mercy, God steadfast in love, God full of grace, in Jesus Christ makes life where we see only
death.

Remember that you are dust and to dust you shall return.
That is the truth of this day, dear ones, the truth of this life.
Sometimes we hear this with relief, for we don’t have to try to be God.
Others times it’s is scarier for perhaps we were forgetting, and in these dusty words we are reminded again
of our frailty, our fallibility.
Either way, there is a power and a humility, and then a freedom, in acknowledging this truth.
So that app, the Don’t-forget-you’re-going-to-die app…
I kept it on my phone for a season or two, and then shut it off.
I believed it, don’t get me wrong, but the intensity was too much, and I’d learned to ignore it.
Last night I installed it again, for this season of dust and beauty is the time to remember our mortality.
In these days of Lent, I invite you into a season of truth-telling, of confession, of reconciliation, of practice.
Let us pray: God, be our vision in these dusty days. You know the way, and you know our sin, our need,
our fear, our fallibility. Show us how to die, and, in dying, show us how to live.
In Jesus name. Amen.

