
Virtual Worship – Prayer & Homily 
Sunday, June 28, 2020 

Catching the Threads of Sorrow 
 

Prayer 

Breathe deep the breath of life –  

remember how precious that is right now. 

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, yourself made of ancient earth and stars - 

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 its hard to know how much a heart can hold 

without taking on too much –  

without being weighed down by the immensity of grief in this world. 

And sometimes its astonishing, 

how the heart keeps on beating, the soul keeps on loving 

right through it all – 

through the uncertainty, through the immensity, 

finding a way to just take one beat at a time – nothing more, nothing less, 

than the love that can come in and flow out – 

steady, manageable,  

just enough. 

May our hearts stay steady, 

so that, together, 

we might create a mighty chorus of love 

beat by single beat – breath by single breath. 

 

We hold all those who suffer in mind, body, or spirit. 

 

 

 



Today we hold Robin Taylor and Joe Lobl, and their family, as Robin’s mother, Diana, who was a 

regular presence in our church, died last Sunday. 

She passed peacefully with her daughter, Robin, holding her hand and her other daughter, 

Penelope Taylor, watching virtually. A virtual celebration of her life will be held later this 

summer  

 

And today we grieve and are grateful for the life of Joyce Rundle – 

Joyce died on Tuesday morning, surrounded by love and with her husband, Dick, 

being cared for my her children, and having had almost the whole family with her 

just a couple days before she passed. 

 

We hold the whole family in love –  

Joyce shared with me just several days ago 

her love and gratitude for this church – how good the UU people were – 

sending cards, making calls – all of which she wanted to return with a thank you – 

in the rising of the sun, and in its going down, we will remember her. 

 

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 Sufi Mystic, Hafiz, 

 
How did the rose 
Ever open its heart 
And give to this world 
All its beauty? 
It felt the encouragement of light 
Against its being, 
Otherwise, 
We all remain 
Too frightened 
 

 

 

 

 



Sermon – Catching the Threads of Sorrow 

 

In the turn toward summer weather – 
in a summer where nothing feels quite right or normal, of course, 
I’ve been daydreaming from time to time 
of things that are off balance. 
 
There is certainly much there to be analyzed, 
about my own psyche – 
and all the other dreams I’ve had about things being under construction, 
and places being different than how I remembered – 
but I digress – we don’t have time for all of that. 
 
But there is something about the lack of balance in my soul, 
in our world, 
that has reminded me of summertime moments 
on teeter totters and paddleboats. 
 
I’m not really sure why,  
but I remember so many times 
when the balance between the two people – 
whether it was me, or watching others, 
was quite off. 
 
There was a struggle there,  
struggling together, 
to find how to hold the difference – 
a little extra effort by some,  
trying to sit or balance carefully by some – 
to get just the right feel,  
to attend to each other proportionally – 
so that nobody fell off the board or fell overboard. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Before you know what kindness really is 
writes Naomi Shihab Nye, 
 
you must lose things, 
feel the future dissolve in a moment 
like salt in a weakened broth. 
What you held in your hand, 
what you counted and carefully saved, 
all this must go so you know 
how desolate the landscape can be 
between the regions of kindness. 
 
You must lose something, she writes, 
and at the very least, 
and for some much more, 
we have lost our soul balance, I think, 
at least from time to time, 
during these days. 
 
Unsure of the balance of the scale, the balance of your soul, 
unsure of what is on the other side – 
of that teeter totter, 
If your sorrow is too great or too little, 
if someone else’s love is great enough to hold you up, 
or if you’re holding fear that you may just crash to the ground… 
 
You can feel stuck, much of the time, 
between the regions of kindness. 
 
The theme for the summer had been slated to be play  
in our theme resources – 
and then, when all hell broke loose around the globe – 
they switched it to compassion. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Perhaps, we need a little of both. 
Those simple, almost child-like reminders – 
paddleboats and teeter totters – 
those things that taught us early 
how to care for each other, 
or at least how we ought to care for each other – 
to avoid injury – 
of body, of mind, of soul –  
by struggling together. 
 
The root of compassion means to suffer together. 
to suffer with another. 
In some meanings its about the sorrow one feels 
due to the experience of others. 
 
There are a lot of nuances there. 
 
Some have said, during this pandemic, 
but also as a general truth about life and the world, 
that even if we’re in the same storm, 
we’re not in the same boat – 
 
that the differences we have 
in identity, in access, in privilege, in ability, in circumstance – 
make a whole lot of difference – 
the scales, the balance among us all – 
is not equal – nowhere near it. 
 
That we each are made of a fabric of different threads – 
and the work of compassion is to, as the poet writes, 
catch the threads of sorrow – our own and others – and to know the strands for their particular 
feel, color, their stretch and pull and strength. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



And so it seems to me, 
that compassion is not about pretending our suffering is the same, 
that we are all somehow equal in our sorrow – 
of course we know that isn’t true – 
 
but compassion is about attending to the differences among us, 
paying attention to the balance of what we’re carrying,  
and what another is carrying – 
not always understanding, because sometimes, as hard as we try, 
we can’t feel the heartbreak of another – 
but we can, like the rabbit in today’s story – just listen, just witness, 
just pay attention  
and let the pain and the sorrow of another be what it is – 
and to stay there, with them, in it – to accompany them, however we can – 
because compassion is what allows us 
to be changed by pain that is not our own – 
to let it break our heart open to more and more love. 
 
We can only carry so much on our own – 
of our own grief, the world’s grief, 
let alone that of a good friend or loved one – 
but the gravity of it, 
the weight it has on our own soul, our own heart and hope, 
can be lessened, even just a bit, 
can be held, even just a bit 
by acts of love and kindness – 
the kind that pays attention to the differences, 
that doesn’t try to fix or fade or compare sorrow – 
the kind that simply says – 
 
I love you – I’m sorry it hurts – 
I witness your struggle, and mine. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



To witness the struggle, the difference of hurt –  
that for some is about the weight of a world  
that their black or brown skin, their identity is subhuman – 
for some it is that their love for another person  
is not right because of what was in the old storybooks – 
or what was thought to be in the old scriptures – 
which it isn’t – 
 
for some it’s about  
their abilities being wrong, their ethnicity being other, 
their gender being less than and accordingly compensated, 
and the list goes on and on – 
these old stories, these old hatreds, 
or who is in and who is out, who is right and who is wrong, 
because we have failed, over and over as humanity, 
to truly live into the reality of our beauty, our difference, our sacredness. 
 
It is only kindness that makes sense anymore, writes the poet, 
only kindness that raises its head from the crowd of the world to say 
it is I you have been looking for, and then goes with you everywhere 
like a shadow or a friend. 
 
Compassion isn’t about knowing what to do – 
having the right words, the right action, 
having answers or phrases or even understanding what someone is holding, 
which is often impossible. 
 
Just this week – 
in a moment where imaginative play and compassion joined together – 
two young children were walking along a path 
where the sign by the tree said – weeping willow. 
 
And the children said – the tree is sad? It’s weeping? 
And carefully, gently, they gave the tree a hug. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Because it doesn’t take too much imagination 
to notice the weeping right in front of us - 
and compassion is the practice  
of not needing to know every detail, but to attend to, bear witness to, the pain – 
 
you don’t need to know why the willow is weeping 
to catch those weeping branches in your heart, 
to, as the poet says, catch the threads of sorrow, 
for your heart to be broken open enough to only know 
to stop what you’re doing, right in your tracks, 
turn to the soul laid bare in pain right in front of you – 
and maybe it’s your own, and say – 
 
I love you - I’m sorry it hurts – I witness your struggle, and mine. 
 
Sometimes in the face of every no, writes the poet, 
we must be the yes that holds the sorrow in the embrace of  
unconditional, unquestioning, uncertain – unwavering 
love. 
 


