
Virtual Worship – Prayer & Homily 

Sunday, May 24, 2020 

Tick Tock (Old School) 

 

Prayer 

Breathe deep the breath of life – find your breath, center down, 

feel below you the earth and its ancient turning, 

feel above you the sky and its ancient stars, 

and you, here, held between them – alive, awake, and here - 

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, 

 

it is hard, sometimes, to not be swept away 

into the machines of war, of capitalism, of nationalism – 

those things that tell us it’s an “us vs. them” game,  

those things that protect the few at the expense of the many – 

those things that take away our humanity, our agency, 

that take away life, in its deepest sense – 

our shared wellbeing, our shared flourishing, our shared wholeness. 

Helps us live in ways to be instruments of peace – 

and may we be reminded that peace is the place 

where war ceases, where food is plentiful, where the earth can breathe, 

where we care for each other enough to move beyond our selves alone, 

and we live for 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, 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 come from the poem Memorial Day by Thomas Smith: 
 

In memory of the commons, before the greed.  
In memory of the sky, before the flags. 
In memory of the earth, before the walls. 

In memory of the ocean, before the plastic.  
In memory of the page, before the screens. 

In memory of those alive, before the wars.  
In memory of our hands, before the blood. 

 
May all be instruments of peace, justice, healing, and love. 
Amen. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Homily – Tick Tock (Old School) 

 

I have this watch that sits on my shelf - 
it is a mickey mouse watch where mickey points to the hours and minutes. 
 
It’s basically a replica of my grandfather’s watch, 
the navy pilot mechanic, 
who, among his tattooed arms from world war II, 
sat mickey mouse  
marking the hours of his coffee break - always short, 
but always enough time to spend a little of it with his family. 
 
It’s a replica because the original belongs to my oldest brother 
(of course it does, he’s the eldest) 
but I have one similar to it,  
and it marks the time and holds the memory just the same – 
battery run out, mickey mouse hold in his hands 3:30 –  
because even a stopped clock is right twice a day, they say. 
 
Grandpa, as I shared before, died this winter, 
and we were to have his memorial in early May – 
a threshold on hold, as so many are – or re-created or missed in some way. 
 
There’s something about love, though, that just keeps on ticking – 
a little different than the tik-tok app, that snaps a moment in time – 
the tick-tock of that little watch is old school, like love – eternal. 
 
These little things – 
a watch, a bowl, a song, a poem – whatever it is 
that is a memory – a memorial – 
to some loved one, 
are like little gateways, little windows of hello and goodbye - 
connecting us to that which in other ways we are separated. 
 
 
Literally, right now, we are having to find connection through our separation – 
through windows, through masks, 
through screens, through electronics, 
 
through time and space wanting to wonder and ask 



how did they do it, in 1918, or other times – 
or on smaller scales, 
how did people connect to love and beauty and hope 
when they were forced to stay separate? 
 
It’s interesting to note that there wasn’t much of anything 
to mark the days and hours and signs of the times during the flu pandemic 
from our own church, at least – as Sue Wheeler presented recently. 
 
Why?  Probably because the church really shut down - 
of course, they didn’t have online services, or zoom coffee hour – 
they didn’t just change platforms on a dime  
and keep on keeping on – they shut down.  And maybe that’s good. 
 
Like a watch on the shelf whose little mickey hands don’t turn anymore – 
sometimes, the best that can happen, 
is to just shut down for a bit –  
hold the hours where they are,  
or have the hours hold us where we are, 
settle into that memory, those stories – 
settle into something eternal, something like love, just sitting on a shelf. 
 
And in these wild, turning days, 
how are we marking the hours, the seasons – 
how are we taking our broken wings and learning to fly 
into the light of this dark, black night? 
 
How are we holding the hours? 
 
There was that one hour, writes the poet – 
when I woke in the night and  
couldn't get back to sleep thinking 
about how nothing I thought was going 
to happen happened the way I expected,  
and things I never expected to happen did 
 
Sound familiar? 
Nothing I thought was going to happen happened the way I expected – 
and things I never expected to happen, did. 
 
 
 



What were you expecting that now, you have to grieve? 
What didn’t you expect, that has happened, and perhaps, if you’re lucky –  
something that has grown your soul?   
To more understanding, more compassion, more love? 
 
How long does it take – 
how do we mark the hours, keep time, 
when the speed of the world and the speed of our own soul 
seem so out of sync, 
 
how long does it take to feel at peace, or find hope again, or laughter – 
how long does it take 
 
until we realize our quick successes in finding connectivity amidst all of this 
and our ability to keep producing, keep creating, keep moving on 
as if we can keep doing it all – 
 
how long does it take 
for time to slow down, for the little clock to stop, right there at 3:30 – 
who knows if its morning or afternoon anymore - 
to remind us 
this is now how we want to live, 
and this must be temporary – 
that while some of the ways we have changed will be long lasting, 
we cannot let go, entirely, of that which we’ve lost, 
because we know our being together 
is too precious, too sacred, too important 
to be replaced. 
 
That while looking through the window – 
the physical one at the care facility, 
the spiritual one in our soul 
connecting us to those we love and have lost, 
in memory and in story – 
 
that while looking through those windows 
provides us a glimpse, a moment, a piece of what we miss – 
the best of it, of us, of all, 
is longing to re-connect. 
 
 
 



Sometimes, it’s as if the life we’re living and the life we long for 
is all the way on the other side of the airport – 
and we’ve got more luggage than we can really carry 
and the clock and the world are spinning out of control – 
and that’s when we remember – 
 
loves timeline is not the same as the world’s – 
 
because love transcends the limits of day and hour – 
it stretches across generations, through story and memory, 
it lives within things – 
like a watch, a lamp, a picture – 
the old chest in the corner, the familiar god of home – the poet writes, 
those little reminders we carry with us 
that are infused with a type of love that is limitless, timeless, eternal. 
 
Maybe that’s the peace we’re longing for – 
something that isn’t shut down, and something that doesn’t open up too quick – 
that settles into a different sense of time, of peace, 
that lays down the swords and shields of productivity and constant demands, 
 
lay down your sword and shield, lay down your burden, 
right there at the riverside of your soul, your heart – 
 
that’s where love lives – 
it is, in Gus’s words, a love strong enough to hold us in the wild thresholds of life. 
 
Daylights, sunsets, midnights, cups of coffee – 
inches, miles, laughter, strife – 
 
may these tender days be measured, 
may we mark the hours among the familiar gods 
of what is right around us – 
the things on the shelf that hold the story, 
that remind us of our heritage, 
that call us to care for our future – 
 
may we be held, here on the thresholds of the of unknown, which is all the time – 
 
 
 
 



with courage enough to not know the answers or the right way to go, 
with grace enough to remember we are each carrying more than we know how, 
with love enough that has the ability to simply be there, 
waiting, without rush and without delay – 
 
simply keeping the time like a watch, tired and stopped, 
holding the hours through seasons of love. 
 
 


