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welcome 

We can probably agree that meeting via an online video platform would not be 

our first choice, but in these strange and difficult times, it is a way for us to be 

together, and that’s a good thing. Like any other Sunday night, tonight we will 

share some music and some words and hopefully, a little bit of peace.  

Before we get started, you’re welcome to bring a candle and some matches for 

a brief candle lighting time. Place the candle near you so we’ll see it on the 

screen.  

If you’d like to stay online after the readings and music, we can check in with one 

another. If you’d rather leave the meeting, that’s fine, too. Do what feels right.  

 
a centering prayer 

 

We struggle, we grow weary, we grow tired. We are exhausted,  

we are distressed, we despair. We give up, we fall down, we let go.  

We cry, we are empty, we grown calm. We are ready. We wait quietly. 

A small shy truth arrives. Arrives from without and within. Arrives and  

is born. Simple, steady, clear. Like a mirror, like a bell, like a flame.  

Like rain in summer. A precious truth arrives and is born within us. Within  

our emptiness. We accept it, we observe it, we absorb it. We surrender  

to our bare truth. We are nourished, we are changed. We are blessed.  

We rise up. For this we give thanks. amen 

Prayer from 

When I Talk to 

You, a 

Cartoonist 

Talks to God 

by Michael 

Leunig 



interlude 

 

The News 

by Rosemerry Wahtola Trommer 

Just as I had settled into doom, 

I heard the wild call of the first geese of spring 

come screeching through the window. 

I leapt up like a woman desperate 

for good news—leapt up and ran to the window 

in time to see a pair land on the pond, 

splashing against the water. They quieted 

immediately after alighting. And then, 

there was only the sound  of me watching them. 

How graceful they were in the pond, 

the water wrinkled behind them, as if their arrival 

were the only news, the only news worth telling. 

 

interlude 

 

 

Rosemerry Wahtola 

Trommer is a published 

Colorado poet.  Since 

2006, she’s written a poem 

a day.  Trommer’s favorite 

one-word mantra: Adjust. 

Visit her at 

www.wordwoman.com 

 



Quarantine 

by Rosemerry Wahtola Trommer 

 

This morning, my teenage boy and I 

sit quiet on the couch. He does not move 

to pick up his phone. I do not rise to work   

or rush to make a meal. We sit, leaning 

the trunks of our bodies into each other. 

We do not say much. I close my eyes 

and cherish his sapling weight. 

There are so few people I dare now hug— 

our hands, our bodies dangerous— 

but here in this house so still I can almost 

hear him growing, here in these minutes 

that fell off the clock, here I remember 

how surely we baptize each other with touch. 

Such simple blessing. Silence. The metronome 

of breath. The leaning in. Infectious love. 

 

interlude  

Canl 

 

 

candle lighting – while Krista plays, let’s take a moment to light your candle 

 



Pandemic 
by Lynn Ungar 

 

What if you thought of it 

as the Jews consider the Sabbath— 

the most sacred of times? 

Cease from travel. 

Cease from buying and selling. 

Give up, just for now, 

on trying to make the world 

different than it is. 

Sing. Pray. Touch only those 

to whom you commit your life. 

Center down. 

And when your body has become still, 

reach out with your heart. 

Know that we are connected 

in ways that are terrifying and beautiful. 

(You could hardly deny it now.) 

Know that our lives 

are in one another’s hands. 

(Surely, that has come clear.) 

Do not reach out your hands. 

Reach out your heart. 

Reach out your words. 

Reach out all the tendrils 

of compassion that move, invisibly, 

where we cannot touch.  

Promise this world your love— 

for better or for worse, 

in sickness and in health, 

so long as we all shall live. 

The Rev. Dr. Lynn Ungar 

is minister for lifespan 

learning and editor of 

Quest for the Unitarian 

Universalist Church of 

the Larger Fellowship, 

an online congregation 

for isolated religious 

liberals. Her book, Bread 

and Other Miracles, is 

available at 

lynnungar.com. 

http://www.lynnungar.com/


reflection 

 

closing prayer  

O God,  

we come to you in prayer this night: For all who have a song they  

cannot sing, For all who have a burden they cannot bear, for all  

who live in chains they cannot break, For all who wander  

homeless and cannot return, for those who are sick, and for  

those who tend them, for those who wait for loved ones, and  

wait in vain, for those who live in hunger, And for those who will  

not share their bread, for those who are misunderstood, And for  

those who misunderstand, for those whose words of love are 

 locked within their hearts And for those who yearn to hear  

those words. Show us the Way, O God, for we your people  

walk in darkness. amen 

 

 

invitation 

 

Please stay online if you’d like to say hello to others and/or to bring up something 

from the readings or the reflection that moved you or prompted a question. 

 

 

Thanks to Krista Seddon for her music.  

Thanks to Matt Lincoln for his dogged determination in bringing us together and his 

reflection.  

 

Thank you to all the poets and musicians in the world who reflect life back to us in the 

most beautiful ways. Thank you. 

 

 

Prayer by Jan 

Richardson. 

© Jan Richardson. 

janrichardson.com 
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