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Sunday, April 26, 2020 
Trinity United Church, Beamsville 

Third Sunday in Easter 
 

Celebrating God’s Creation: 
Our Sky-Clad Sanctuary 

 


 
“I have heard the beautiful stone ruins blanketing the Irish landscape sometimes 
called ‘sky-clad’ churches because the roofs are mostly gone and they invite us 

into a unity of sky and earth at the heart of our prayer.   
Rather than think of these churches as ruins, we might consider the invitation  

rising up from these spaces to remember Earth  
as our original place of worship and encounter with the Divine.” 

(Christine Valters Paintner, ‘Earth, Our Original Monastery:   
Cultivating Wonder and Gratitude through Intimacy with Nature’; April 22, 2020) 





 
Gathering Music                                    Andrew Poaps 
 
Welcome                Rev. Heather Weaver-Orosz 
 
Hello there, and welcome to worship with Trinity United Church, Beamsville.  For 
those of you I haven’t met yet, my name is Rev. Heather Weaver-Orosz, and I 
serve this community along with our Student Minister Kassandra Matthews, and 
our Music Director Andrew Poaps.  For this recording, we’re also joined by 
Melanie Hugill, who brings our hymns to fullness of life.  I’m grateful for them all, 
and I’m grateful for all of you, joining with us, wherever you are. 
 
I have to tell you that every week as we approach the time to record the next 
Sunday’s service, I start to get this strange feeling inside… which is appropriate 
for this strange space of time in which we find ourselves.  Part of what puts me 
off kilter when it comes to recording is knowing that, by the time this service 
actually goes to air, so many things in our community and world may have 
shifted.  I guess there is blessing in not being able to predict or anticipate 
tragedy, but this time-warp means that we may seem out of touch with the news 
of the day.  Last Sunday was a prime example of that, when early Sunday 
morning reports were starting to share the devastating shootings and trauma 
experienced by so many in Nova Scotia, with ripple effects of sorrow far beyond, 
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touching those in our own community as well.  The previous Wednesday, we 
wouldn’t have conceived such horror.  Even four days later, it is so difficult to get 
our heads and hearts around such pain.  In the words of our Moderator, the 
sphere of grief continues to grow, and so we do not know what will be, even by 
tomorrow.   
 
I know that doesn’t make for the cheeriest of welcomes today, but I guess it’s an 
attempt to say that life changes so quickly, and it’s often hard to keep up, in the 
best of times.  It’s hard to know how long to listen to the news, how to balance 
our intake of sadness and suffering, and how to prepare ourselves for the next 
wave of reality.   
 
So here’s my hope for this time of worship:  It is my hope and prayer that we 
will face whatever is before us in this new day, trusting and believing that God is 
present with us, bringing us strength and courage in the Good News of the 
Gospel.  As we actually record this offering on Earth Day, and come to celebrate 
with all of you for this year’s Earth Sunday, may we honour each day as an 
opportunity to find sanctuary in God’s still-beautiful world.  May we give 
ourselves permission and peace to rest in God’s peace.  May we give ourselves 
times and ways to listen most carefully for God’s speaking, God’s joy, and God’s 
healing.   
 
Let us prepare our hearts and minds for worship… 
 
Lighting the Christ Candle “Touch the Earth Lightly” (Voices United 307) 
 
Call to Worship                Kassandra Matthews, Student Minister 
 
God of the cosmos, God of the commonplace,  
God of the mundane, God of mystery,  
God of the mountains, God of the minnow, 
God in our midst, God in the margins,  
God with us – God with all,  

As we gather, united in heart and spirit,  
let us sing a song of praise to our Maker. 
 
Hymn  “It’s a Song of Praise to the Maker” (More Voices 30) 
 
Opening Prayer                  (Kass) 
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(Adapted from “To This Truth We Turn” by Christine Jerrett, blog 
‘Reflections on being the church in God’s new creation’; March 22/20.) 

 

God, you are our refuge and our strength; 
you are a very present help in trouble. 
This is the truth your people have trusted through the ages 
when the world seems to be falling apart, 
spinning towards the cliff-edge. 
To this truth we turn, in these days 
when fear and anxiety grow hour by hour 
when the unknown looms large and threatening, 

when faith is pushed beyond its usual horizons. 
We lean into this truth today. 
We lean toward you, whose faithfulness and mercy and grace 
have chased after us all the days of our lives. 
Open our eyes, our minds, our hearts, our spirits   
to your healing, redeeming presence, 
to your crazy, holy grace. 
We ask in Jesus’ name 
who promises to send 
your Holy Spirit, 
the Comforter, 
your own self, who taught us to pray: 
  
The Prayer of Jesus (A Paraphrase by Jim Cotter, Voices United 916)  
 
Growing Together “What’s with the strange tree?”   (Heather)  
 
Hello there, and welcome back to one of my favourite parts of our worship time 
together.  This ‘Growing Together’ really is about growing together, as I get to 
learn and grow with you, in our faith together. 
 
Today really is a time of growing together, as I’m surrounded by some of the 
plants I have here in my office.  I’m sure you’ve heard of people who have green 
thumbs, which is a way of saying they are people who really like plants, and 
seem to be able to make them grow big and strong.  I think that’s probably me, 
but I also have a bit of an odd green thumb, or a sympathetic green thumb? By 
that I mean, I tend to take in or keep plants that lots of folks might give up on.  
I have a soft spot for wanting to see plants and people survive and thrive.  
Maybe that means I have a softie thumb. 
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Let me tell you a story about a time I just couldn’t give up on a plant.  It’s this 
one right here… and kind of like an old television show where the children were 
invited to look up (look WAY up), you’re going to have to look way up high to 
see the top of this plant.  Because it looks a little bit like a tree, more than once 
people have walked in to my office and said something like, “What’s with the 
strange tree?”   
 
Well, this strange tree is actually a dracaena plant; and this dracaena plant has 
been travelling around with me since March 20, 2003.  I know that precisely 
because it came in a dish garden of plants, a little basket full of beautiful, much 
smaller plants, sent to Michael and me by his company when Abbey was born.  It 
arrived at the hospital the day after we welcomed her, and it came home with 
her, and it has stayed with me ever since.  It’s so big now that I can’t get it out 
of my office without help, because it needs to be tipped on its side to get 
through the door.   
 
When it was still small enough to move around easily, this dracaena used to go 
outside in the summers.  It was getting almost bushy and looked really great… 
until one summer day when it was on our back patio, a wind storm came along 
and blew it all around and knocked the top right off.  It was just left as this 
funny looking stick, with absolutely no leaves on it.  I was so shocked when I 
found it, with such a clean break, and then I blamed Eric and his friend for 
chopping it off, thinking one of their drones had a collision with it.  I had to 
apologize for that blaming though, because we eventually found the top of the 
plant, and figured out what really happened – and then I had a decision to 
make.  What would I do with this stick in the ground now?  It looked ridiculous 
to me and I thought maybe it was time to put it out to compost.   
 
Fortunately, I took so long to decide what to do with that broken dracaena, that 
it had time to show it wasn’t done yet.  After a while, I started to see a little nub 
of growth coming out of the side where the top had snapped off; and before 
long that little nub became a strong stem and then part of the trunk, and then 
new leaves started to grow, and then before long it looked like a dracaena again 

(or sort of).  It didn’t look like what it had before, and it will always have this 
bump in the trunk where it had to begin again, but it was still growing and 
strong, and beautiful, with its own special story.   
 
So here’s what this strange tree teaches me, every time I look at it.  This strange 
tree, this wonderful plant, teaches me more and more about how God sees me 
and knows me.  This plant reminds me of all that God has put inside me, to keep 
growing, wherever I am, and whatever comes my way.  There are going to be 
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lots of strong winds that blow me around and maybe even change how I can 
grow for a while, but God never stops giving me what I need to grow where I 
am planted.  I know the same is true for you, and all that God has put inside of 
you.   
 
I am so grateful for God’s beautiful Creation, which teaches me every day.   
I am so grateful for you, and your love and joy, and your wise ways that teach 
me more about God every day.   
 
I love you and miss you, and can’t wait to see you again soon. 
 
Until next time, let’s pray together.  This is a repeat after me prayer… 
 
Hymn   “God of the Sparrow” (Voices United 229) 
 
Scripture  Luke 24: 13-35 (New Revised Standard Version) (Heather) 
 
13 Now on that same day two of them were going to a village called Emmaus, 

about seven miles from Jerusalem, 14 and talking with each other about all these 

things that had happened. 15 While they were talking and discussing, Jesus 

himself came near and went with them, 16 but their eyes were kept from 

recognizing him. 17 And he said to them, “What are you discussing with each 

other while you walk along?” They stood still, looking sad. 18 Then one of them, 

whose name was Cleopas, answered him, “Are you the only stranger in 

Jerusalem who does not know the things that have taken place there in these 

days?” 19 He asked them, “What things?” They replied, “The things about Jesus 

of Nazareth, who was a prophet mighty in deed and word before God and all the 

people, 20 and how our chief priests and leaders handed him over to be 

condemned to death and crucified him. 21 But we had hoped that he was the one 

to redeem Israel. Yes, and besides all this, it is now the third day since these 

things took place. 22 Moreover, some women of our group astounded us. They 

were at the tomb early this morning, 23 and when they did not find his body 

there, they came back and told us that they had indeed seen a vision of angels 

who said that he was alive. 24 Some of those who were with us went to the tomb 

and found it just as the women had said; but they did not see him.” 25 Then he 

said to them, “Oh, how foolish you are, and how slow of heart to believe all that 

the prophets have declared! 26 Was it not necessary that the Messiah should 

suffer these things and then enter into his glory?” 27 Then beginning with Moses 
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and all the prophets, he interpreted to them the things about himself in all the 

scriptures. 
28 As they came near the village to which they were going, he walked ahead as if 

he were going on. 29 But they urged him strongly, saying, “Stay with us, because 

it is almost evening and the day is now nearly over.” So he went in to stay with 

them. 30 When he was at the table with them, he took bread, blessed and broke 

it, and gave it to them. 31 Then their eyes were opened, and they recognized 

him; and he vanished from their sight. 32 They said to each other, “Were not our 

hearts burning within us while he was talking to us on the road, while he was 

opening the scriptures to us?” 33 That same hour they got up and returned to 

Jerusalem; and they found the eleven and their companions gathered 

together. 34 They were saying, “The Lord has risen indeed, and he has appeared 

to Simon!” 35 Then they told what had happened on the road, and how he had 

been made known to them in the breaking of the bread. 

 

Thanks be to God, for this Word of Good News.  Amen.   
 
Message    “In Praise of the Heavenly Hellebore”   (Heather) 
 

Before I dive in to the message for today, I would like to offer two 
invitations.  The first is to hear this message for Earth Sunday, for this year, as 
less about our ability to listen for the earth, and more about what might happen 
when we listen to the earth, as a means of God’s speaking to us.   

Second, I invite you to hear a poem that has been before me this last 
while.  It’s written by Christine Valters Paintner, in her collection called ‘Dreaming 
of Stones’.  I’ve been immersed in her various writings as I’m in Week Two of an 
online course led by Christine, along with several hundred others from around 
the world.  We are working through her book called ‘The Soul of a Pilgrim’ 
(which you will hear much more about next week).  Along the way of the 
readings, I’ve been struck by this text that I’m about to share.  These are the 

first three stanzas of a poem called ‘Listen’, and in it I hear God’s invitation to 
listen, in and through the world around us.  The poem begins like this: 

 
I wake to a rising of robin voices, 
their tiny chests puffed like ripe persimmons. 
Acres of clouds strum across the day-blue sky, 
wind breathes its endless score over heathered hills 
and the sea beyond my window churns. 
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Somewhere a hazelnut drops rustling to the ground. 
Peony peels herself open in a slow yawn 
to reveal a multitude of pleasures. 
Fox darts between hedgerows, breaking her silent reverie, 
orange fur brushing against golden gorse profusion. 
 
Beneath sirens and the perpetual groan of cars, 
the march of trains and planes propelled by timetables, 
beneath the endless clatter of your own mind, you can, 
for a moment, hear the asparagus heaving headlong into spring. 
My labor is to love this secret symphony. 
 
Let us pray: 
Creator and creating God, may this be our labour of love today:  to hear your 
symphony in all of creation; to hear your voice speaking to our beloved selves; 
to hear you calling us into our best next steps.  This I pray in the name of Jesus.  
Amen.   
 

I’ve been serving with you long enough now that I can’t rely on memory 
anymore to say for sure which stories I’ve shared with you before; and/or which 
ones I’ve bored you with, several times over.  I don’t think (emphasis on think) 
that I’ve told you how Michael and I met?  If I have, just pretend you’re 
interested… or fast forward through to the next clip. 
 So, once upon a time, not that long ago, in the summer of 1992, Michael 
and I were university students who had not met yet, until we both applied for 
the same summer job.  Both of us thought we were applying for only one 
position, so much to our pleasant surprise, they were looking to hire a team of 
two, and we were the successful candidates.  There’s a whole other story about 
how he was interviewed immediately before me, and how that left me feeling 
there was no way I’d get the job – but I did.  We both did; and it turns out that 
hiring team knew what they were doing when they thought we would work well 
together.  Four years later we married, and now there’s no imagining life without 

each other.   
 The group that hired us was a community-based, not-for-profit called 
‘Canadians for a Clean Environment’.  We long ago lost touch with the founders, 
and we have to presume the group doesn’t exist anymore, but in the early 
1990s, they were a well-established and sometimes very vocal group in Niagara 
Falls.  They had formed in the mid-1980s, in direct response to contaminants 
such as PCBs, dioxins, and furans, found in the Niagara River tributaries.  It was 
specifically the very dangerous health impacts to those who once swam and 
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fished in the Chippawa River that prompted this grass-roots organization to form.  
They had watched their children’s skin bubble, after swimming in the waters they 
once thought were safe.  The river told them otherwise, and now these 
Canadians for a Clean Environment were concerned for their own families, and 
for all the families and generations still to come. 
 In retrospect, Canadians for a Clean Environment was a pacifist group of 
environmental activists, but they did their job, and well.  Their job, as they saw 
it, was to open the eyes of the community and the various layers of government, 
to see the truth of what was happening to the earth, and the people in turn.  
They lobbied and presented, and by the time Michael and I came to work for 
them, they had opened their Environmental Resource Centre.  That was our job:  
to be their educators in the community.  Their job, our shared job as a whole 
community, was to learn and grow into better stewards of the earth.   
 If you know Niagara Falls at all, and if I say to you that the Environmental 
Resource Centre was located on Jepson Street, that may or may not ring a bell.  
It’s not exactly a thoroughfare.  The Centre had a little sign, inviting any and all 
to come in and get fully equipped for awareness and change, but I could 
probably count on one hand the number of folks who came to the door that 
summer.  The greatest foot traffic we saw on the little sidewalk were people who 
meant to go to the hair salon next door.  One of our greatest learnings was that, 
in order to be a presence in the community, we needed to go to the community.  
We needed to be a living, breathing sign in the midst of the community, rather 
than waiting for the community to come to us.   
 Our role that summer, as messengers for the Centre and the province’s 
‘Environmental Youth Corps’ (that was a real thing, believe it or not), was to find 
everyday places, with everyday people, and bring a message that linked with 
their everyday lives.  No scare tactics, no doom and gloom, no strange before 
and after pictures… just everyday language with everyday realities, in the 
present and future tense.   
 When Jesus appeared to the two disciples on their way to Emmaus, 
present tense was very much on their minds, and his.  It was, according to Luke, 
the same day that the tomb had been discovered empty.  It was still that same, 
first Easter Sunday, when Jesus’ first followers were struggling to understand 

what any or all of it meant for them, present and future tense.   
 According to Luke (and we should note, it’s only Luke who shares this 
story of the Emmaus Road; Mark gives barely a mention to Jesus’ post-
resurrection appearance to two disciples “as they were walking into the country” 
(Mark 16: 12-13)… but according to Luke, this is Jesus’ first appearance to the 
first disciples.  For those of us reading all these centuries later, the meeting 
doesn’t seem to go that well.  The disciples come across as rather dense.  Not 
once, or twice, or even three times, but repeatedly, these two followers - one 
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named Cleopas and another who remains unnamed – are oblivious to the One 
who joins them on their journey.  Some scholars suggest their inability to see 
Jesus, to recognize their fellow traveler, is a byproduct of their sadness, their 
anxiety, and their despair, at the tragic death of their leader.  Some scholars like 
to write about their eyes being too blinded by tears to properly see what was 
happening.  Others suggest that their fear had turned their vision so inward that 
they weren’t seeing the risen truth before them. 
 Whatever the reason, the text makes a point of their repeated failures to 
take Jesus’ clues.  They travel with him, they offer what is described as the first 
Christian creed (from Luke 24.19-20), and they spend long enough with him to 
feel comfortable enough to invite him to stay with them.  Then, as Luke 
describes it, it is only then, in the act of breaking bread together, that their eyes 
of their hearts are opened fully to who is before them.  The moment of 
recognition comes in the act of blessing, and it comes from the One who was 
blessing them all along, without their knowing.   
 While Luke doesn’t get in to these details, it seems hard to read this 
passage without feeling the disciples’ deep longing to have some confirmation of 
God’s presence.  In the midst of profound sorrow and heartbreaking loss, these 
two disciples in particular are making their way along a dusty road to an obscure 
little town, presumably kicking up stones with their barely lifted sandals.  They 
seem nothing short of forlorn, lost, and despairing.  They are geographically 
almost in the middle of nowhere, and their hearts are in the same kind of space.   
 Jesus’ appearance to the disciples on this road to Emmaus is often taught 
as a means to name what the disciples could not see.  I’ve offered a message or 
two with that same sort of angle.  Now, I’m not sure that’s all that fair.  Today, 
right now, I’m much more interested in what feels to be a compassionate and 
wise awareness, by God in Jesus – to recognize God’s awareness that there are 
times when life’s circumstances are too heavy for us to sort out the obvious.  
There are times and there are situations that we cannot find our way to where 
and whom might help us – because we are human, and we cannot always know 
the right words or the right ways.   
 Take this present time, for example.  As Ruth Everhart describes in her 
essay, ‘In this Easter season, words fail’ (The Christian Century, released online 

April 21, 2020), we are in an overwhelming time that may turn us inward, away 
from the holy answers we so desperately need.  She says, “Since my own small 
losses and griefs matter to me, I attempt to name them, to give them voice.  But 
when similar losses and griefs are repeated infinitely around the globe, they are 
no longer small, no longer nameable.  To read the news these days is to enter a 
sort of Fresnel lens where each loss is refracted through a series of mirrors, 
which magnifies and disperses it.  Two centuries ago, before the invention of 
radio beacons, lighthouses used enormous faceted lenses to concentrate and 
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multiply the light from a single kerosene lamp.  This lamp alerted ships to danger 
and saved lives.  The words journalists use [today] are acting like a Fresnel lens, 
conveying the shock of stories on repeat around the world, calling us to witness 
the wreckage already past and to be alert to the danger ahead.”  Story after 
story of wreckage, of suffering, can turn us away from where we need to go 
next.   
 Thankfully, Jesus does not wait for the first disciples to figure out the next 
steps on their own.  He comes to them.  When they are most looking for Jesus, 
longing for him to be alive and at work, in their lives and their world, Jesus 
comes to them.  He comes to them, in the words of Salt Commentary, “on some 
dusty road a couple of hours’ walk outside of Jerusalem, on the way to some 
two-bit, now forgotten village.”  Jesus comes to them on a minor road on the 
way to an obscure little place.  He comes to ordinary people in an ordinary place, 
and he draws them to the most ordinary breaking of bread – and there, they 
discover the extraordinary, all over again.   
 God comes to us, in Jesus, in the most ordinary of places, in the midst of 
our ordinary lives.  Even and especially in this extraordinary time, God speaks 
and moves in the midst of our wondering and waiting, coming to us where and 
how we are.  God speaks and moves in the midst of our sadness, anxiety, and 
despair; in the midst of our longing and looking for evidence of God’s presence.   
 The list is long, of how and when that happens, but for this day, for this 
Earth Sunday, I invite you to think of God’s faithful work, calling us to 
recognition in the created world all around us.  It may sound elementary, even 
too ordinary, but I invite you to think of the times and spaces in which God 
chooses to speak to you, to embrace you, to restore you, in the natural spaces 
we are too quick to ignore.  In a time and space of history when we are quite 
naturally fielding questions about the absence of God, we are provided with a 
rather clear answer, a clear affirmation of God’s existence, in the very earth we 
inhabit.  On the pathways we can now walk with intention and regularity; in the 
backyards where we can linger and tend to the spring shoots of our gardens; in 
the myriad ways that the wind blows and we find ourselves with time to truly 
hear it, God speaks of God’s holy presence.  The earth is our sanctuary once 
again – as it has always been.  The earth now rejoices in our ability to see it 

clearly, and to see God all through its beauty and strength.  Like the aptly-
dubbed heavenly hellebore, that finds its way through snow and hail to proclaim 
a new season is upon us, God calls us to be a people who know well our present 
surroundings, and to claim our space within it, to worship and adore.  As 
Christine Valters Paintner says in her most recent work, just released this Earth 
Day:  “I have heard the beautiful stone ruins blanketing the Irish landscape 
sometimes called ‘sky-clad’ churches because the roofs are mostly gone and they 
invite us into a unity of sky and earth at the heart of our prayer.  Rather than 
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think of these churches as ruins, we might consider the invitation rising up from 
these spaces to remember Earth as our original place of worship and encounter 
with the Divine.”  (‘Earth, Our Original Monastery:  Cultivating Wonder and 
Gratitude through Intimacy with Nature’) 

 In spite of all of the above, this is not a sermon asking you to transform 
yourself into a tree-hugging, Birkenstock-wearing, pacifist-activist… although I’d 
be glad if you joined me in all of that.  Rather, this message is an invitation for 
you to join with Jesus; to walk this life’s road with him as your companion and 
your guide, where you can say with the most humble and joy-filled confidence 
that, we are not alone.  We live in God’s world.  We believe in the steadfast 
presence and care of God, who has created and is creating.  We believe we are 
accompanied by Jesus, the word made flesh, who seeks us out and walks 
alongside us on life’s most difficult and obscure roads, to reconcile and make 
new, and to work in us and others, by the Spirit.  May we say again, with 
gratitude, that we are called to be the church:  to be the living, breathing 
expression of community; infused with mercy, strengthened by compassion.  
May we say again, with wise counsel, that we are called to live with respect in 
creation; to hold it with tender care, knowing that this very tactile, dusty 
existence is precisely where Jesus came to meet us, all over again.  May we love 
and serve others, from right where we are.  May we seek justice and resist evil, 
from right where we are – for ourselves, for all God’s people, and every facet of 
God’s creation.  In all of this, and especially among the refracted lenses telling 
the stories of these days, may we find our shared voice, to proclaim Jesus, 
crucified and risen, our judge and our hope.  In life, in death, in life beyond 
death, God is with us.  We are not alone.  Thanks be to God!  Amen. 
Personal Prayer & Reflection 
 
An Affirmation of Faith:  A New Creed, Proclaimed by  

the Youth of Trinity UC, Beamsville    
 
Hymn  “Called by Earth and Sky” (More Voices 135) 
 
Offering          (Kass)               

Invitation 
Song of Thanksgiving (VU 544) 
Prayer 
           

Prayers for Ourselves and Others        (Kass) 
 
(Adapted from “Today You Weep” by Christine Jerrett on blog 
Reflections on being the church in God’s new creation .  April 10, 2020) 

https://christinejerrett.wordpress.com/2020/04/10/today-you-weep/


 

13 
 

 
 

  
This is mystery beyond our comprehending 
that you, Lord of the cosmos, 
have entered into our suffering: 
today you weep your fierce sorrow 
for the brokenness of our world; 
today you lament 
the victims of greed and hatred; 
today you grieve for the damage 
we have inflicted upon your beautiful creation. 
Drawn to you, 
who lived and died and was raised to new life 
by the power of God, 
we gather together our cries for your help: 
the cries of those who are ill 
the cries of those who are helping them 
with resources inadequate to the task; 
the cries of loved ones grieving those who have died, 
(especially from the recent violence in Halifax).  
We bring them to you 
trusting that you are present with us and with them. 
We hold vigil with all who struggle 
for strength and hope 
for an end to violence, oppression and poverty. 
for love and justice in our world 
for healing of the earth.  
Help us to be your light-bearers in such a time as this,  
to stretch our hearts around the world when our arms cannot reach,  
that all may know Your peace, love, grace and presence.  
We pray in Jesus Name, Amen.  
 
Hymn  “Like a Healing Stream” (More Voices 144)            
 

Blessing & Sending Forth           (Heather) 
 
Tucked down inside that container with the dracaena tree, there is a little verse 
on a plaque that I was given a long time ago.  It’s by Dorothy Francis Gurney, 
and it goes like this:  
  
The kiss of the sun for pardon. 
The song of the birds for mirth. 
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One is nearer God’s heart in a garden 
Than anywhere else on earth. 
 
Whatever gardens you can see and know,  
from your window on the world right now,  
may you know and trust that God is there with you,  
as your faithful provider and companion.   
 
Deep peace of the running waves to you. 
Deep peace of the flowing air to you. 
Deep peace of the quiet earth to you. 
Deep peace of the shining stars to you. 
Deep peace of the Son of Peace to you… 
 
…today, and forever.  Amen.   
 
Sung Blessing “Go Now In Peace” (Besig and Price) 
 



 
Used with permission and gratitude:  
 
“Listen” by Christine Valters Paintner, as published in ‘Dreaming of Stones: 
Poems’ (Brewster, Massachusetts:  Paraclete Press, 2019), 90. 


