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Mind the Gap 
 

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, 

 

There are no words to hold the grief of the week,  

a grief piled up on griefs of years, decades, centuries – 

such old patterns of excessive police force  

and the dehumanization of black and brown bodies. 

 

There are no words when the ability to speak and breath are taken away – 

there are no words when the grief knocks the air right out of you – 

there are no words to fix it, no words to mend it – 

only to sit with the grief, and to rise to the occasion,  

of what justice calls of us now – solidarity, compassion, attention – 

grief and rage and action – to take the breath we still have  

and to use it whatever way we know how. 

 

We hold in our hearts this day our Office Administrator, Erika Fetterman, and her family – her 

son, Logan, died unexpectedly Monday night.  We are heartbroken them, and are holding them 

deep in love. 

 

 

 



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 come Rev. Yolanda Pierce – a litany for those not ready for healing – 
a litany need far too often.  She writes, 
 
Let us not rush to the language of healing,  
before understanding the fullness of the injury and the depth of the wound. 
 
Let us not rush to offer a band-aid, when the gaping wound  
requires surgery and complete reconstruction. 
 
Let us not speak of reconciliation without speaking of reparations and restoration. 
Let us not rush past the loss of this mother’s child, this father’s child… 
someone’s beloved son. 
 
Let us not value property over people;  
let us not protect material objects while human lives hang in the balance. 
Let us not value a false peace over a righteous justice. 
Let us not be afraid to sit with the ugliness, the messiness,  
and the pain that is life in community together. 
 
Let us mourn black and brown men and women,  
those killed extrajudicially every 28 hours. 
 
Let us weep at a criminal justice system,  
Let us be silent when we don’t know what to say. 
Let us be humble and listen to the pain, rage, and grief  
pouring from the lips of our neighbors and friends. 
 
Let us listen to the shattering glass and let us smell the purifying fires,  
for it is the language of the unheard. 
 
May all be instruments of peace, justice, and love.  Amen. 
 

 

 



 

Sermon – Mind the Gap 

 

The road was full of switchbacks along a cliff, 
the little car, only going 20 miles an hour or so, 
but still felt risky. 
 
It was a long way, and of course, beautiful along the ocean waters 
on this seaside road. 
 
A little motion sick, sure, but worth it. 
 
And then we got to what was supposed to be the long, easy, straight road back, 
which, of course, was closed – under construction. 
 
So, we had to turn around, try to find enough equilibrium to return 
the many, many miles back along  
the beautiful, dangerous, gut-churning path home. 
 
The beautiful, dangerous, gut-churning path. 
It often seems to be that’s the only way it goes in this world – 
we travel paths filled with all those things, 
intertwined, tangled together, 
piled right on top of each other like the tightest switchbacks you’ve ever seen, 
one moment one direction, 
the next, another direction, 
unsure of where we are, 
trying to take in the beauty we can find, 
trying to stay alive, 
trying, just trying, 
to keep to the path 
and hope, and trust, it’s leading us where we need to be. 
 
We never know if the turn 
is into the home stretch, 
 
writes the poet. 
 
We call it that—a stretch of place and time—  
 



We acknowledge each turn with cheers  
though we don’t know how many laps remain.  
 
But we can hope the course leads on far and clear  
 
Some may find the year smooth,  
others stumble at obstacles along the way.   
 
We never know  
if the finish line will be reached  
after faltering, slowing,  
or in mid-stride, leaping forward. 
 
I remember back in school, 
in the presidential fitness test, 
which I never understood why the President was so interested in my fitness, 
and how it always made me feel quite inadequate – 
 
having to run the mile – 
which, to me, seemed like a mighty long way. 
 
Just going around and around that little track – 
either eight times, or four times, depending on the field we were in. 
 
The paths I hated the most growing up 
were the ones that just kept going around the same way, 
never changing, being timed. 
 
While I know there are those among us that love that type of running, 
and I also confess there is something I love  
about familiarity and stability and consistency – that can still be true – 
I just preferred that in church more than on the track… 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



It is true that the paths I loved the best 
were the winding ones, or the hikes on trails, 
or at least the ones that were free of timeframes and stopwatches 
even though they were more risky, 
a little more uncertain, 
the ground uneven the path a bit unknown – 
but trusting the way, 
caring for those around you. 
 
To Mind the Gap – as the phrase in England for the space between the subway train and the 
platform, 
is to pay attention to the path right here and now,  
to avoid injury to ourselves or others – 
to attend the path with care. 
 
But let’s be clear – 
the paths in this world, this life, 
are not just laps around a certain track, 
not clear and bright and open 
as they should be. 
 
We’ve got a lot of gaps on our paths toward justice and love, 
places where people get hurt, where we don’t attend to what need to, 
where we focus too far ahead, where we rush to fix things 
that just can’t be fixed that easily. 
 
We’ve got barriers and roadblocks all over the place – 
and it seems the more we try to remove them 
the more they are being put back up, 
more overtly, more resistant, more cruel, 
 
as if the powers and principalities, as the old scripture says, 
the ways of empire and patriarchy and capitalism 
and militarism and power-hungry excessive force 
of those who are called to protect and serve – 
protect and serve who?   
 
 
 
 
 
 



There seems to be some misunderstanding there – 
 
these ways of racism and subjugation of humanity  
and the valuing of property over people, 
 
just keeps building up more and more resistance 
to the social medicine of justice – 
 
the virus, the disease, 
of the pandemic – 
medical and social – 
coronavirus and violent racism 
have some similar qualities – they are cruel, unrelenting, and powerful. 
They block the paths 
of health and well-being. 
They can be deadly. 
 
As one colleague wrote, 
 
Just thinking about my experience of this virus these last three months  
and how it’s everywhere out there,  
and maybe it will let me pass by unharmed,  
or maybe it will [mess] me up a little or a lot,  
or maybe it will [mess] me up a little but cause lasting damage  
to my heart or lungs, or maybe it will kill me.  
 
And I have no idea which it will be  
and so I have to be constantly on guard and it’s exhausting and terrifying.  
And no matter what the virus visits on my body it has already terrorized me,  
stolen my economic stability, and impacted my mental health  
and that of my children.  
 
Wait, did I say virus, toward me, for three months?  
I meant whiteness, toward black folk, for over three hundred years. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



It is not a surprise, why would it be, 
that Minneapolis is in turmoil, 
that old patterns of people rising up is shut down  
by unrelenting and unrepenting power – 
and yet here we are, 
not sure where the path leads next, 
not sure how the arc can keep bending toward justice  
when it feels like the arc keeps breaking. 
 
Of course, nobody wants a city to be turned into what feels like a warzone, 
and yet, here we are – 
and we can be dismayed, and scared, 
and still understand 
the point and the place where rage comes from,  
and how it struggles to find ways to be expressed and paid attention to. 
As one activist posted, 
you cannot commodify every aspect of living 
and then not understand looting as a legitimate form of protest. 
Looting is the ultimate strike against a system 
that deems mass-produced objects 
to be far more precious than life itself. 
It is humanity demanding to be recognized. 
 
Or, as the Rev. Dr. King said, a riot is the language of the unheard. 
 
Are we listening, are we paying attention? 
And how are we using the breath we still have 
to act, to vote, to sing,  
to find the beauty that is worth fighting for, working for, 
on this tangled path of a world, 
this tangled mess of a soul, 
filled with back and forth, a switch-backed soul 
between beauty and brokenness, 
between gratitude and grief 
each day, each moment, each breath. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Heaven knows where we are going – 
heaven knows how we will get there, 
but when you’re on the path you’re on, 
there’s really nothing left to do than to keep going. 
 
To learn from your stumbles, to care for those around you, 
to pay attention to not only where you are going, but where you have been. 
 
At the start there was doubt, writes the poet, 
we lit a torch, no one 
believed we would make it.  
It's too soon to say we were lucky,  
it's too soon to say anything 
until the cloud is pulled back 
from the sky, until the ringing is 
pulled back from the bells. 
 
Let us see new ways, sang Jane today - 
if there is to be justice, we must be part of its making, proclaimed Paul today – 
 
the bells keep ringing, 
the path keeps unfolding before us – 
this beautiful, dangerous, soul-wrenching road of justice and love - 
 
how will we travel it, 
what songs will be carry in our hearts 
to give us the strength we need, 
to keep going,  
to let others lead when we need a respite, 
 
how will we care for our soul, and for each other, 
so that we can take the gift of breath we still have, 
and breathe out love, 
breathe out love, 
breathe out love. 
 
Amen. 
 
 


