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Catching the Threads of Sorrow 
 

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, 

 

Sometimes, the echoes of beauty seem distant – 

in a world where there is so much uncertainty, so much grief, 

it is hard to find a song in our heart, when we can’t sing the in shared space. 

May we hold fast to the beauty we can still find – 

the echoes, through memory in our heart and bones, 

of music and art and beauty that has touched us, changed us, saved us. 

Help us to find the harmonies of hope and love 

so that the song of love in our heart is endless. 

 

We hold 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 of meditation come from May Sarton 

 

Help us to bring darkness into the light, 

To lift out the pain, the anger, 

Where it can be seen for what it is — 

The balance-wheel for our vulnerable, aching love. 

 

Put the wild hunger where it belongs, 

Within the act of creation, 

Crude power that forges a balance 

Between hate and love. 

 

Help us to be the always hopeful 

Gardeners of the spirit 

Who know that without darkness 

Nothing comes to birth 

 

As without light 

Nothing flowers. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Sermon – Sighs Too Deep for Words 

 

I have been lucky, over the years, 
to always have access to a church and its instruments. 
 
As a teenager, I was the weekend janitor in my home church,  
Bethlehem Lutheran in Mankato, 
locking and unlocking the building for services, weddings, funerals, 
running the sound system, putting away chairs – 
a very helpful prerequisite to a life in ministry. 
 
And then in college, to a chapel that was almost always open, 
and then in seminary and then in ministry – 
able to enter a silent Sanctuary,  
with nothing but me and whatever my belief of the divine was that day, 
but most importantly – 
the instruments. 
 
The piano, and the organ, and the few songs and notes I knew how to play. 
 
It became a solace – a place to go when the world seemed to be upending, 
a place to go when a loved one was lost – 
and try to play a song I knew they loved or knew they would love - 
and to lose myself in the notes and the harmonies  
as the notes echoed off the quiet stone, or brick, or wood walls. 
 
When there were no words – 
no particular phrases or prayers or poems that could hold the moment – 
the notes seemed to hold it – 
their echo, and the echoes of music that filled that space,  
that had filled those spaces in times of joy and grief,  
it was not as lonely as it might seem, held by the music of generations – 
there is something about those spaces that hold things, 
deep down things, writes a poet, 
of generations of love and support and tears and song. 
 
 
 
 
 



Little did I know that would become a months-long  
and who knows how long 
norm – 
of playing to an empty house, as Annie Dillard wrote – 
speaking of our need to bear witness and pay attention to our surroundings, 
and to each other – 
and here we are – 
a liturgy played, in segments, to an empty Sanctuary – 
notes and words bouncing off the walls 
only being able to be held together by – well, a movie-making software, 
but mostly by the potential  
that the notes, the words, might land somewhere,  
for someone clicking a link, lighting a candle, 
and entering this space not in body, but in spirit – 
knowing that the words and music 
that have infused this space for generations, 
connects us across time and space – 
 
it is only the echoes that hold us together. 
 
And maybe that’s what has always held us together – 
echoes of what we have been and are yet to become – 
life is composed, held together, 
by the notes on the page, 
our ways of trying to make a score of meaning in this world, 
put down on paper, reaching toward order – 
but we all know, 
the music just isn’t music, 
until it flys off the page and land in our hearts – 
moves our soul,  
creates in us, in the experience of it, 
courage and grief and hope – 
touches the chords of our own spirit 
and we are filled with beauty. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



It must be somewhere, writes the poet, 
the original harmony – 
the heartsong – immortality – 
that infuses the human soul with song. 
 
You wonder, sometimes, 
what happens to the songs when they are done – 
when the music stops – 
where does it go? 
 
Like Trish sharing today, the longing to be singing together again, 
which may be a while until that’s safe again, 
so how are we holding onto the music we’ve already made, 
those moments those songs – 
how do they still live after the sound fades? 
 
30 years playing songs and hymns – 
holding together grief and courage and uncertainty and hope – 
Connie’s steady beat – of tempo and heart – 
has marked the time for us, held the time for us, 
and you know what – 
it doesn’t end – in flows on in endless song. 
 
Not just because she’s now Musician Emerita and has to keep playing sometimes, 
but because that’s the thing with beauty – with story – with life – 
it flies off the page, our stories, our identities, move beyond just description - 
they live and breathe in the soul, in our bones – 
the experience of it doesn’t just end,  
we are changed by it. 
 
Music and harmony and song mark not just the tempo on a page, 
but it marks the time of generations – 
of movements singing for their lives, 
on capitol steps and in city streets, 
in concert halls and high schools stages, 
that even when they fall silent – for a summer or a pandemic, 
the echoes of how beauty has changed us keeps ringing. 
Even, and especially when,  
the world is turned upside down and nothing would normal seem – 
beauty continues on – because it reminds us what we are living and fighting for. 
 
 



This will be our response to violence, wrote Leonard Bernstein – 
to make music more beautifully, more intensely, more devotedly 
than ever before. 
 
Bernstein wrote this after the assassination of President Kennedy in 1963, 
in what would be turbulent years in our country, 
transformative, trying, traumatic – 
a time being referenced now,  
as our country seems in a place of potential – 
of both unrest, and revolution, 
of possibility for transformation, 
but also trying and traumatic. 
 
There are songs being sung, masked and distanced, 
through the streets of Minneapolis and Atlanta – and Rochester – 
songs of Kendrick Lamar We’re gonna be alright, 
and civil rights songs which made a way for this time, 
 
calls and responses for justice and hope and revolution 
new songs with familiar words of resistance and possibility. 
 
One artist wrote recently that Minneapolis, after the fires burned out, 
moved from being the City of Lakes to the City of Murals – 
similar to what Trish shared today, 
boarded up stores holding images and words of art 
offering signs of justice and the possibility of a world transformed – 
 
altars of flowers gathered, not only in memory on the street, 
but between neighbors and at storefronts  
and anywhere there was a need for beauty – which is everywhere. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Let it be said, writes the poet, 
while in the midst of horror 
we fed on beauty— 
and that, my love,  
is what sustained us. 
 
Beauty is what sustains us, it’s what reminds us  
of the world we are working to create, to protect, 
to inscribe into law, yes, and sometimes the courts get it right – 
and then the harder work of inscribing love and justice in our hearts. 
 
Like the art that survived the holocaust and the war, 
they were gone for awhile – 
like the songs in our collective voices right now – 
gone for awhile – 
not because we don’t need them right now, 
but because they are so precious to us, 
we must keep them safe,  
caretake these songs we long to sing again 
until it is safe, 
 
hide them away from our shared space, 
and let the echoes of generations hold them, 
let the echoes in our hearts hold them, 
let the screens hold them from a distance, 
and let the walls of this Sanctuary hold them. 
 
In these days, I’ve been holding an old scripture phrase – 
we do not know how to pray, 
but the spirit intercedes, 
with sighs too deep for words. 
 
Sighs too deep for words. 
 
Has that been your song some of these days? 
Not sure what words could possibly hold the day, hold your heart, hold the moment, hold the 
uncertainty? 
Sighs too deep for words. 
 
 
 
 



Maybe that’s what music, what art, what beauty, what love – 
has always been. 
 
The sighs, the breath, the harmony, the music, 
that are too deep for words alone, 
or live under even the most beautiful words shared – 
 
and that’s where the soul resides – 
in the echoes that are held in those quiet spaces, 
those unknown futures, those uncertain worlds – 
 
Can you hear the real, though far-off hymn 
that hails a new creation? 
That is ringing through all the tumult and the strife? 
 
It sounds an echo in your soul – 
that’s where it’s always really lived. 
And the song, there, is endless. 
 


