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I’ve spent a good deal of time since March 14 staring out of windows.  For one 

week, that window was in a hospital room, the view one of adjoining buildings, 

roofs, and a patch of blue.  Perhaps because l have lived in cities, I have always 

liked these angle-y views, the way humanity intersects with the sky.  As a patient, 

however, I craved a more dynamic metaphor.  Aside from the changing sky, 

the view was static.   

Not so the view from my living room window.  From here I have observed spring’s 

wild affect on the earth.  The sounds have changed:  song birds more riotous 

and varied; the moans and groans of lawn equipment piercing the air; more 

voices as people emerge from their winter hibernation.   

And then there is me.  Sitting here in this same chair, prayer shawl draped over 

my shoulders. 

I am changed.   I’m still sorting out the meaning of this transformation, still putting 

myself back together.  But on Easter Sunday (no surprise here) I felt the “me” I 

most deeply recognize reemerge.  I’ll say it:  resurrect.  The vulnerability and 

fragility I have carried began to ebb so that a vigorous hope might flow.   

Alleluia! 

And I am changed.  Did this change spring from pain?  Some.  I suppose this 

change springs from a whole host of things not the least of which is beauty.   

As I look out my window to the cherry tree still barren, I recall the aggressive 

pruning it endured months ago.  Just as sure as I know that in its own time it will 

bloom in the old familiar way I know that I will do the same.    

 

I didn’t mean for this sermon to turn into a cancer sermon but I’m afraid I’m 

about to unleash upon you yet another cancer sermon.   

So we’ll start at the table I shared with a friend this past week.  We met and 

became friends when our chemo schedules synched up.  We’re both coming 

up on the anniversary of first diagnosis as in:  “Yep.  It’s for sure now.  You have 

cancer.”  So now two years later we wondered together:  what do we miss?    

Quiet.   
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Time.   

Insights we thought we’d hold onto but flutter away like        

    milkweed in the twilight.   

 

I continue to wonder and my wondering brings me back to my hospital room.  

I’m kind of an odd person when it comes to hospitals. I like them.  I’m 

comfortable in hospitals.  I appreciate them.  I tended to my friend Billy for 

countless days and nights in a hospital and it was there that I felt he was being 

skillfully cared for.  I’ve visited many Souls at L&M and have always found there 

skilled and caring professionals.  So, I was curious: How will it feel to be the one in 

the bed? 

 

Sure, many things went haywire … but interestingly enough as I recall those eight 

days and nights the haywire moments are less at the fore than are then the 

moments of spectacular beauty.  Kate sitting in a chair next to my bed when I 

first open my eyes in the morning.  The parade of flowers that march into the 

room much to the nurses’ delight – and my own.  I remember low light and 

quiet.  Nurses diligently doing their work of caring and tending their expressions 

of compassion and empathy that I swear seem to be cradled in halos of light.   

A late night visit from my doctor, exhaustion all over her face and still, she shows 

up to say hello … can you believe this? 

My mother and sister all wrapped up in Jersey-girl gorgeous sweeping into the 

room smiles ablaze.  And they mean it, damn it.  They do not cry.  Even after the 

pathology report confirms what we had all feared there is only a little crying.  My 

doctor walks out of the room as Lily Jun, my daughter walks in.  “What did Dr. 

Jacobson say?” she asks.  I begin, “Well there’s as much good news as there is 

not-so-good news”.  And I proceed to present the news like a loaf of Greek 

bread that somewhere within is buried a hard, brittle coin.  Lily Jun, however, is 

more the “hold-the-sugar-and-just-speak-the-truth-plain” type and she stops me: 

“Wait.  You DID just say that it’s cancer, right?  There’s NOTHING good about 

this.”   And then, and only then, do we all have the good sense to follow the 

child’s lead and let go of the determined smiles.   

Do I sound insane to you when I say that all of it was beautiful?   That all of it 

sustained me and – in the language so often used around here - brought me 

“healing energy”.   

And then I sit in my living room chair for weeks.  I read nothing.  I watch nearly 

nothing.  There is very little music.  I look out of the window and literally, day by 

day by day, watch the season turn.  The stubborn winter sky makes way for 

spring.  Color-streaked with light pinks and blues that sky reminds us that even in 

winter cold – even in polar vortex cold – spring’s colors peek through in surprising 
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places.  The cherry tree – absolutely bare at the start – slowly begins to bloom 

again. And I am slowly beginning to bloom again.   

There is the first solo walk down my street to the beach. The only thing that keeps 

a (valid) fear at bay is the brilliant glass-like glisten of the blue-sky water.  I walk 

toward beauty & when I carefully set myself down on the sand, I am held by it.  

And slowly, slowly, slowly … I begin to heal.  Hope begins to emerge from the 

swamp of bewilderment in which I have been stuck.   

At moments such as these, hope is what is most needed, for without it, healing is 

so much harder.  And beauty calls hope forth.  I am certain of that.  Said the 

wise woman:  “When we are able to say how beautiful the blue sky is or the 

starry night, we are not as ill as we thought."  Yearning for Beauty  (an article 

appearing in the journal The Other Side) Ivone Gebara 

I was not as ill as I thought.   

How and why does beauty so inspire and nourish a spiritual life?  Well, one smart 

guy had this to say, “Behold the lilies of the field.  They do not labor or spin. Yet I 

tell you, not even Solomon in all his splendor was dressed like one of these.”  

That’s right:  Jesus encouraged the simple looking up at the lilies in bloom.  We 

cannot help but be moved by the lilies of the field.  And if we are not moved by 

that beauty, if that beauty doesn’t in some small way nudge our small concerns, 

beware of a near-frozen heart.  To notice beauty is to nourish the soul, the frozen 

heart.   Because all that surrounds us forms all that we harbor within our minds 

and hearts and souls.   

Beauty is the spirit’s way of saying, “Pay attention!  Apart from your own life, 

something else is going on!”  Apart from the Universalist understanding of a 

loving and compassionate God, the God that Alice Walker invokes in The Color 

Purple is one many a UU could likely get behind, when Shug says, “I think it pisses 

God off if you walk by the color purple in a field somewhere and don't notice it.”  

(The Color Purple by Alice Walker)  

Notice it.  Because the way of beauty is the way of healing.  And not only 

physical healing but all the parts of us that need healing.   Grief cries out for 

beauty’s balm.  Our beloved Kate Conway and her husband Jay now far away 

from us in Alaska.  When tragedy struck, Kate reached out to grasp what she 

knew and found in this place surrounded by beauty.  We hold up her sorrow in 

beauty and in every moan of despair, Kate is here.   Yesterday, we 

memorialized Don Farrington – surrounded by beauty.  Flowers.  Music.  Poetry.  

All of these bring balm to those who mourn. 

And now I must take a moment for the “in lieu of flowers” public service 

announcement I offer every couple of years.  When scanning the obits and you 
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see, “in lieu of flowers …” consider this: make the donation to the favored, no 

doubt wonderful, faith community or social service agency but then, send the 

flowers.   Deck the halls with flowers.  Go in with a few friends and order the 

flowers.  If they are blooming in your garden, pick them and bring the flowers.  

Here at All Souls, if you are lucky enough to die when the flowers are in bloom 

everybody brings flowers to the memorial service – a tradition we first began 

when Dick Goodwin, blessed be his memory, died.  And that led to the 

community vase we put out for summer services, everyone bringing a flower to 

add to the vase.  And then there is our Flower Communion, the stunning 

gathering of flowers that a guest photographer to our service once said made 

the scene look like a Fellini movie. 

“When you’re weary, feeling small, when tears are in your eyes” (“Bridge Over 

Troubles Water” P. Simon) do you think of that basket overflowing with flowers?  

Or flowers raised above our heads and swaying to the Bil’s “Nutcracker Suite”?   

We are lifted up by flowers.  So, send the donation and then, send the flowers. 

And then remember to notice them.  Notice all the beauty in this place.  Smiling 

faces greeting each other.  The work of the congregation showing up in every 

cranny of the building.  Just a week or so ago, one Soul brought in little mason 

jars with bulbs and a week later, the hall way is lined with hyacinths, their scent 

wafting down the hallway.   Look up, Friends.  Look up.   

I’m going to be away in the month to come.  You may’ve read that I’ll be taking 

Spanish lessons.  I changed my mind.  I’m doing some visiting and others will 

come up to visit us.  There are a couple of projects I’ve longed to tend at home.  

We’ll see.  But what I know is that I’ll be sitting in that same living room chair 

looking out the window at what will at first be a winter sky… slowly turning to 

spring as our winter spirits do the same.   

By the time I return to you, spring will have come to pass. Change will be afoot. 

May you open your hearts to healing in all the places where your heart aches.  

May you open your hearts to beauty in all the places it calls to you.    

Amen.   


