
Virtual Worship – Prayer & Homily 
Sunday, June 7, 2020 

Screen of Blooms 
 

Prayer 

Breathe deep the breath of life –  
how precious that is right now – how heart-wrenching it is when its taken away. 
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, 
 
We join in the prayer of Warsan Shire, who wrote, 
 
I’ve been praying, 
and these are what my prayers look like; 
dear god 
i come from two countries 
one is thirsty 
the other is on fire 
both need water. 
later that night 
i held an atlas in my lap 
ran my fingers across the whole world 
and whispered 
where does it hurt? 
it answered 
everywhere 
everywhere 
everywhere. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



With the world on fire, many sheltering in place for too many reasons, 
the hurt is real; the pain is real; 
need for reparations and restoration are real, 
and we’ve got work to do. 
 
Spirit of Life, which lives and breathes in the ways we hold each other, 
in the ways we care for each other,  
in the ways we call out, in rage and grief, for things to change, 
in the ways we use our resources – 
our voices, our money, our words, our deeds – 
help us to remember the call of this liberal faith – 
to name each life as sacred, 
but especially those who the world has over and over cast aside – 
to proclaim that black lives matter, 
and George Floyd’s life mattered, 
and we are all, now, in the clutches of systems of oppression, 
needing to find how we can breathe free. 
 
May we help give life the shape of justice, 
may we be held by roots and witness of ancestors  
who have made a way out of no way, 
may we take the breath we have 
and the voice and the place we have 
to listen hard to the voices of the oppressed – 
people of color, indigenous people, and black people – 
to bring to the streets of Minneapolis and beyond 
our tears, our humility, our solidarity, our commitment 
to a better world where all can breathe free. 
 
We hold all those who suffer in mind, body, or spirit. 
These flowers, in addition to our communal flowers today, 
are shared in love for Erika Fetterman and family, in memory of her beloved son, Logan. 
 
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 Ellen Bass, 
 
The thing is to love life,  
to love it even 
when you have no stomach for it 
and everything you’ve held dear 
crumbles like burnt paper in your hands, 
your throat filled with the silt of it. 
 
When grief sits with you, its tropical heat thickening the air,  
heavy as water 
more fit for gills than lungs; 
when grief weights you down like your own flesh 
you think, How can a body withstand this? 
 
Then you hold life like a face between your palms,  
a plain face, 
no charming smile, no violet eyes, 
and you say, yes, I will take you 
I will love you, again. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Sermon – Screen of Blooms 

 

There are Irises in our yard now. 
The odd thing is - we didn’t know that. 
 
We had never seen them before,  
and this year, for the first time, 
we found these tall grasses springing up that we didn’t remember, 
and couldn’t quite identify until just this past week or so - 
and apparently, they have been there for quite some time. 
 
The thing is, and you gardeners know this,  
and my daughters are quickly surpassing my knowledge of the natural world  
with all this time in the yard, 
 
that the reason it had not bloomed, or showed up, for the last three years, 
is that it was overtaken, smothered, by a knot-weed – 
an invasive, hearty, strong, persistent weed – 
that had taken over quite a lot of things we didn’t know were there before. 
 
So, we figured out the knotweed at the end of last year – 
this long-established part of our yard that had a bit of beauty, it seemed, 
but took up so much space that there was no room for others to take root, 
to blossom, to grow, to breathe. 
 
How was the creativity kept alive, asks Alice Walker, 
year to year, century to century – these black women with gifts stifled within them, 
imagine, if you can bear to imagine it, their voices muzzled for life. 
 
Just up the road from here has been an epicenter, an uprising,  
a city on fire and communities in grief,  
as the world reeled in continued reminders that the beauty of black lives  
was again, as always, but so publicly under attack, it’s life cut down. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



It is not a new story, of course – 
it’s over 400 years of consistent and persistent systems, patterns of oppression – 
by those with power, with force – 
who are protected by a culture that likes to paint the actions of some as  
not the norm or uncommon –  
 
but history tells a different story – 
 
of a systemic violent culture of policing that can sway even the best of officers, unknowingly, in 
how departments police black and brown neighborhoods. 
We know this through writing, documentation, and mostly – through story - 
of black people and communities, and people of color and indigenous people, 
have endured for generations. 
 
This week has been a ridiculous and reckless display of empire – 
of a President standing in front of a church he does not frequent, 
holding a book he does not understand, 
after tear-gasing the priests and peaceful protesters off the steps of their church, 
calling for violence and force across this nation 
in a display of violent empire – called out by the bishop of that church - 
it is nothing short of evil. 
 
It has been a week of reports and video  
of escalation by both police and white nationalists infiltrating protests – 
and then a response like a totalitarian police state – 
complicated, yes,  
but clearly not rooted in de-escalation and peacekeeping – 
the response and rhetoric has been rooted in a show of dominant force. 
 
One of our national leaders for justice work in our tradition, Rev. Ashley Horan, 
reminds us not to water this faith down to a wishy-washy Universalism 
that pretends all perspectives are equal – 
our values call us to lift up the voices of the oppressed, the marginalized, 
whose very identities are under threat – 
and while non-violence is our hope, 
justice has to be at its core. 
 
Like a long-established invasive weed, 
white supremacy and police brutality and systemic racism 
have overtaken so much of the beauty that is possible in this country – 
the world has been on fire for a long time, and there’s no easy way to quelch it. 
 



And yet this week, we have also witnessed beauty  
breaking through in the most unlikely places – 
from every little street corner, little lamps of love,  
bringing light in those dark nights, 
 
like the screen of blooms even in the midst of hardship, as Alice Walker writes, 
there have been flowers laid, like an altar of remembrance, 
on the street in Minneapolis – 
surrounding death, with beauty – in this picture by Carlos Montenegro. 
 
These flowers – writes Lisa Doege, 
are hearty, wild, raw – have weathered rain and heat – 
flowers showing up, in grief and in power, 
to adorn the broken street, right there in the middle of the pavement. 
 
While focus of authorities had turned to property protection  
and forcing out unrest with a militarized Minneapolis,  
communities have turned to each other,  
keeping watch overnight to keep each other and their homes safe –  
providing safety and shelter. 
 
For the first time in a long, long time, 
there is actual conversation from the city council in Minneapolis, 
as the police department is about to undergo a serious civil rights investigation, 
about dismantling a department  
that has long wreaked havoc on black communities – 
 
they have begun to imagine what community-led and community-based 
policing and safety might look like – this could be an uprising for transformation – 
building blocks for what Rev. Dr King called the beloved community - 
but only with the will and support of all of us,  
especially those with privilege and power. 
While the destruction has been severe, 
the breaking open that is happening has felt necessary. 
 
Because I believe there is beauty in the midst of it – there always has been – 
beauty and brokenness are not an either/or game – 
they are intertwined, always. 
 
 
 
 



And the work, like the knotweed in our yard, 
is to attend to the systems which choke out life 
with intention, with commitment,  
it takes constant vigilance - cutting away at it over and over,  
every day, little by little, year after year, 
cutting it back, cutting it down, 
with how we use resources, 
with what narratives we push – 
whether we unintentionally perpetuate protections of those with power and force 
or we uplift communities of color and black leadership - 
so that the other long-established beauty is not smothered,  
 
because out of ashes, people rise, 
and circled ‘round despair and grief, 
beauty shows up to line the streets 
with solidarity, with action, with resources. 
 
There are no easy answers, 
but there is also no level playing field. 
Ours is a faith that sides with love and justice, 
and justice is always on the side of the oppressed, the marginalized,  
and calls us to disrupt the status quo, our own comfort,  
and our own, intentional or even unconscious to us, complicity. 
 
What to do? There are many things – 
educate yourself, we’ll provide reading resources over the summer – 
to learn about the history of policing and liberation. 
 
Listen to black leadership calling for change,  
put your resources where your values are, 
like in today’s offering for black visions collective - 
question yourself when you lean toward order and peace  
instead of justice and a re-constructed society. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



The work is hard, it is messy to imagine,  
it’s unclear exactly what to do – 
but that is what this tradition always calls of us – 
to enter the messiness, to pour our heart and our hopes 
into wisdom from many sources, including right in the midst of the weeds,  
right there in the middle of the pavement, 
and it is holy – heart-wrenching and heart-healing work - 
and I know and have seen hearts transformed, souls lifted up, grateful to do the hard work of 
reparations and restoration for a more just world. 
 
I believe, and have seen, 
irises rise up through the weeds  
when there is care among those tending the garden - 
flowers and beauty rise up in the midst of oppression, 
with strength and resilience – 
and if we do the work, 
of dismantling white supremacy and privilege in our own institutions  
and communities, and our own hearts – 
little by little, day after day, figuring it out  
and holding ourselves and each other in forgiveness, and grace, and courage, 
we help to cut back the invasive weeds of oppression, 
and give enough space, enough air, for beauty to bloom and breathe. 
 
Let’s use our breathe, here, so first, sing with me – 
 
Circle ‘round for freedom, circle ‘round for peace, 
for all of us imprisoned, circle for release. 
Circle for the planet, circle for each soul, 
for the children of our children, keep the circle whole. 
 


