
Virtual Worship – Prayer, Readings & Homily 

Sunday, March 22, 2020 

Prayer 
 
Breathe deep the breath of life. 
Breathe deeply, connected to this community of love and justice, hope and grace – 
know that here you are named and you are known as beloved. 
Join me in this time of meditation and prayer, first by sharing silence together. 
 
Spirit of Life, Source of Love, 
God of a thousand names and beyond all naming, 
we are living in times that are not what we’ve known as normal – 
schedules and routines and the common, mundane things of each day 
flipped – the world has seemed to turn, quicker than we now how to turn. 
May our overwhelm invite us to slow down – 
to take whatever moments we can to catch our breath, 
to take whatever time we can to change our expectations – 
of what was going, or ought, to be – everything has changed. 
May we, in time, be changed for the better – 
remembering our interconnection, 
remembering who we are, and can be, to each other. 
 
We hold in our hearts this day all those who suffer in mind, body, or spirit. 
I invite you to bring the names you are holding in your heart this day – 
in joy or in sorrow, in celebration or in grief, 
and silently or aloud now in this sacred hour,  
to speak their names… 
 
For all those names, and many others, may we all be held in love and grace. 
 
 
 



These words of meditation come from Rev. Victoria Safford, who had been 
scheduled to be our guest preacher today.  A prayer she wrote this week, 
 
May there be space today, tonight, 
in this moment or the next one, 
with this breath, or the next, 
to still your frantic mind 
to slow your racing heart 
to center your scattered spirit 
to remember what steadies you 
and anchor on something you love. 
Bird song in the morning? 
Coffee in the cup? 
 
This loved one far from home, but right there on your screen, 
laughing, waving, reassuring you that yes, they are okay? 
The dog at your side who has not learned, and never will, the word “pandemic,” 
but only “treat,” and “leash,” and “nap” and “walk” and ”Good dog. 
You are such a good dog, now and always?” 
Anchor on that which you love, and rest there, just a moment. 
Finding stillness, just a moment. 
Slowing down, for just a moment. 
Centering your worried soul. 
Anchoring on stars and moon, the sun that keeps on rising. 
May there be space, 
may you make holy space, 
some breathing room, 
where all day long you’ve felt there was room for nothing but fear - 
may there be space, 
today and tonight and beyond, 
for what you love. 
 
 



Reading 

Lockdown by Richard Hendrick 
 
Yes there is fear. 
Yes there is isolation. 
Yes there is panic buying. 
Yes there is sickness. 
Yes there is even death. 
 
But, 
 
They say that in Wuhan after so many years of noise 
You can hear the birds again. 
 
They say that after just a few weeks of quiet 
The sky is no longer thick with fumes 
But blue and grey and clear. 
 
They say that in the streets of Assisi 
People are singing to each other 
across the empty squares, 
keeping their windows open 
so that those who are alone 
may hear the sounds of family around them. 
 
They say that a hotel in the West of Ireland 
Is offering free meals and delivery to the housebound. 
 
Today a young woman I know 
is busy spreading fliers with her number 
through the neighbourhood 
So that the elders may have someone to call on. 
 
Today Churches, Synagogues, Mosques and Temples 
are preparing to welcome 
and shelter the homeless, the sick, the weary 
 



All over the world people are slowing down and reflecting 
All over the world people are looking at their neighbours in a new way 
All over the world people are waking up to a new reality 
 
To how big we really are. 
To how little control we really have. 
To what really matters. 
To Love. 
 
So we pray and we remember that 
Yes there is fear. 
But there does not have to be hate. 
 
Yes there is isolation. 
But there does not have to be loneliness. 
Yes there is panic buying. 
But there does not have to be meanness. 
Yes there is sickness. 
But there does not have to be disease of the soul 
Yes there is even death. 
But there can always be a rebirth of love. 
 
Wake to the choices you make as to how to live now. 
Today, breathe. 
 
Listen, behind the factory noises of your panic 
 
The birds are singing again 
The sky is clearing, 
Spring is coming, 
And we are always encompassed by Love. 
Open the windows of your soul 
 
And though you may not be able 
to touch across the empty square, 
 
Sing. 



Homily 
 
I’ve spent a lot of time with my children this week. 
I’d like to report I still love them deeply. 
 
For some time, well before this wild new world, 
whenever I would vacuum around the house and get near them, 
they would hold on to each other, screaming, in a type of frightened delight – 
like being on an amusement park ride. 
 
I didn’t think much of it, until this week – 
it seemed like an instant metaphor, 
as I grabbed the vacuum, something that felt sturdy and ordinary and mundane, 
something that could help me feel like I was accomplishing something, 
with clear results, 
something that I could hold in my hands that felt like loud normalcy – 
vacuuming –  
trying to obscure the sounds of the news,  
and the immense and growing silence of the city. 
 
But to the kids, it was still the loud floor-cleaning monster – 
something they weren’t sure of, something that was uncertain, 
and they screamed, and held each other,  
hunkered into each other and waited it out, sheltering in place, 
before the sounds and ways of the house would return  
to whatever normal is, again. 
 
Whatever normal is – whenever that is. 
 
Earlier in the week, explaining why church and school 
and everything my children love, 
were cancelled –  
 



I know, distance learning, and distance church,  
which helps some, but is not a replacement, not even close, 
but in all reality for them – cancelled – 
my oldest said – I don’t like this new sickness. 
 
I don’t either. 
I don’t think any of us do. 
And I’m going to assume I’m getting some Universalist Amens  
huddled around the little screens scatted across this desolate-feeling prairie. 

They say that in Wuhan after so many years of noise 
You can hear the birds again. 
 
writes the poet, this week – 
a week flooded with poetry,  
because we know, throughout history, 
when our humanity is being threatened, 
art tends to materialize in a way that keeps up with pandemic speed. 
 
He writes, 
They say that after just a few weeks of quiet 
The sky is no longer thick with fumes 
But blue and grey and clear. 
 
They say that in the streets of Assisi 
People are singing to each other 
across the empty squares… 
 
Across the empty squares, the empty miles, 
we are singing for our lives. 
 

We are being forced to build new ways –  
to be creative, adaptive, caring, resilient. 
 
 
 



Some of it is frightening and stressful, some of it humorous; like this post: 
 
“introverts – look up from your books, your extroverted friends are not okay.” 
which, of course is a little funny, but is also of course a simplification – 
this all affects us in so many different ways, often in multiple ways in one day,  
even moment to moment, of feeling “okay” and feeling totally not okay. 
 
Some of it feels okay – like sabbath -   
some of it much more eerie and just “off” – 
like a post recently –  
 
Rebecca Solnit writes this, in her article how to survive a disaster, speaking of the 
words emergency and catastrophe, she says: 
 
The word emergency comes from emerge,  
to rise out of – 
An emergency is a separation from the familiar,  
a sudden emergence into a new atmosphere,  
one that often demands we ourselves rise to the occasion.  
Catastrophe comes from the Greek kata, or down, and streiphen, or turning over: 
it means an upset of what is expected.  
 
To emerge into the unexpected is not always terrible,  
The word disaster comes from the Latin compound of dis-, without,  
and astro, star, literally without a star.  
 
In some of the disasters of the 20th century, she writes, 
the loss of electrical power meant  
that the light pollution blotting out the night sky - vanished.  
 
People suddenly found themselves under the canopy of stars  
On [a warm night] 2003, the Milky Way could be seen in New York City,  
a heavenly realm long lost to view until the blackout. 
 
 
 
 



She writes, 
You can think of the current social order as something that fails in disaster.  
In its place appears a reversion to improvised, collaborative,  
cooperative and local society.  
However beautiful the stars of a suddenly visible night sky,  
the constellations of solidarity, altruism and improvisation  
are within most of us and reappear at these times.  
People know what to do in a disaster.  
The loss of power, the disaster in the modern sense, is an affliction,  
but the reappearance of these old heavens is its opposite.  
This is the paradise entered through hell. 
 
I wonder, right now, what is reappearing in our humanity – 
what are we noticing, experiencing, understanding, 
in entirely different ways, at warp speed, 
about who we are, and ought to be, 
and how we will live not only after, but through this. 
How we are being, and will be, changed. 
 
So, what to do in the meantime? 
Here are some final thoughts – 
what to do in a pandemic: 
 
During a pandemic, it’s okay 
to feel what you feel – 
grief, loss, confusion, 
laughing one moment, bursting into unknown tears the next – 
 
it’s okay to shift your expectations – 
to let go of expecting yourself, or those around you, 
to keep on as if things were normal – because they are not. 
 
 



We can’t replicate what was going to be before this changed us –  
we won’t find equivalences for everything – 
for the power and poignancy of sharing space, sharing embraces – 
perhaps, at its core, this pandemic reminds us of the power in being together 
and how precious that is. 
 
During a pandemic, 
it’s okay 
to take it easy from time to time – 
take a break from the news, 
read a favorite book, binge a favorite show, cook a favorite meal, 
it’s okay to try new things – 
meditation, prayer, rituals of candles or songs or movement – 
 
During a pandemic, 
it’s okay 
to hate some things about this and to love some things about this – 
and to find ways to help, each day. 
 
So, dear friends, many of whose faces I see here in this Sanctuary  - 
this is my hope for you, for us – 
that each day, you do two things: 
something to care for yourself, 
something to care for someone else. 
 
Care for yourself  
by breathing, be creating, by slowing down, by finding something, someone, some 
moment of beauty, and dwelling there a bit. 
 
And care for someone else – 
by making a phone call, sending a card, writing an email, saying a prayer  
donating or volunteering to help in these times, in whatever way you can  
because we know, when you show care for others, you also care for yourself. 



There is an old quaker phrase – holding each other in the light. 
 
We need to hold each other in the light, in these dark-feeling days. 
And friends – there is light enough 
in your own soul – 
keep those lamps trimmed, and burning – 
you are a mighty light – 
and we need every single one 
to shine paradise right in the face of hell. 
 
This Little Light of Mine… 
 
Amen. 
 
 

 

 

 

 


