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Collect

Sofia, God of Wisdom

Who called us by name in our mother’s womb

Show us new ways of being present to life around us

Acting with calm intention and focused love

Through You, the Great I Am, Amen.


“Here is the world. Beautiful and terrible things will happen. Don’t be afraid.”

• Frederick Buechner


During Holy Week, we are entering into the story of Jesus’ final days on earth when 
beautiful and terrible things are happening. The Gospel according to John tells us 
that Jesus and the disciples are at a festival. Among the people gathered are a 
group of Greeks who plead, “We want to see Jesus.” From John’s gospel we know 
that Jesus’s soul was troubled as He wonders aloud about what He knows is to 
come. Jesus continues to teach and speak in parables. Jesus speaks and those 
around him struggle to understand his meaning. Beautiful and terrible things are 
about to happen.


The Psalmist guides us,

In you, O Lord, I will take refuge.


This new normal of isolation living feels like anticipatory grief to me. On a global 
scale, I am grieving with fearful unknowing what may or may not be coming. I worry 
for pregnant friends who, due to new hospital limitations, might deliver babies 
without the bedside support of their partners. I fear for homeless people everywhere 
without a safe place. I fear for small business owners and laborers reliant on daily 
wages who are now unemployed. I fear for families on food stamps who cannot buy 
what they need because of grocery hoarding. I fear for vulnerable people 
everywhere.


Interpersonally, my grief is intertwined with loses experienced by my young sons. I 
grieve the baseball season that will not happen for my oldest son. I love to watch 
his precise throws to first base from shortstop, his confidence on the pitcher’s 
mound, his body sprinting off to steal a base. I will miss the fellowship of the 
baseball families assembled in the stands; young kids scampering in the bleachers 
as parents and grandparents celebrate and cheer together. My 11 year old will not 
get to finish this school year with his classmates. I am now a homeschool teacher. 
This experience is both beautiful and terrible. I grieve with my two year old who 
screams “Park, park now please!” and seemingly doesn’t understand why we can 
no longer climb, swing and slide in public. And on Sundays, the two year old 
inquiry, “No church? Why? Me church play now please.” I miss you, church. I miss 
our collective prayers in that sacred beautiful place and our fellowship. Baby J, who 
now looks out and sees worried, anxious expressions on faces that previously gave 
smiles. And so I gather up these collective losses and jump them out on the 



trampoline in our backyard, paint them into pictures with my boys, yell them into 
eucalyptus air on coastal bike rides. Beautiful and terrible things are happening.


The prophet Isaiah instructs,

Listen to me, O coastlands, pay attention...!

The Lord called us before we were born.

God formed us in the womb to be God’s own.

Isaiah reminds us that we are part of the Israel story.

We are part of the story of Jacob.

We are a part of this story, church.


In the Letter to the church at Corinth, we are are reminded to consider our own call. 
How is Jesus talking to us now? What beautiful and terrible things are happening in 
and around us?


Prayer

Sophia, God of Wisdom, how are you calling us anew to enter into relationship with 
you? What are you teaching us? Take our privilege and guide us in how to better 
love your people. Help us to live in the knowledge of your power.

God of plenty, continue to provide for your children.

Lord of all Creation, teach us new ways to live.

Come, peace of God.



