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God is here.  God was and is throughout our lives. 
 
Listen: 
 
There is grief in blessing our beloved Andrew (our music director and 
organist) on his way.  Andrew has shared such love and joy while here 
and no one will ever coax song out of the organ in just the the way that 
Andrew has. 
 
And, we love him.  So we want fullness of life for him and the freedom to 
live into God’s promises for him.  So we bless him and thank him and 
 
Andrew knows I love it when Karla plays the oboe.  So he was kind 
enough to ask me what I wanted to hear this morning and what came to 
me right away was Pie Jesu from the heart of Andrew Lloyd Webber and I 
wanted to hear it because the prayer it sings is the prayer of God’s love 
for us through star spangled skies and the ultimate miraculous gift of 
God’s presence made flesh in Jesus the Christ - Jesus, who Jesus taught 
us that we live our one wild and precious life as holy breath, one with the 
other. 
 
Our exhale is another’s inhale, whether we are trees or humans living 
thousands of years ago or fifty years from now. 
 
So beloveds in Christ.  On this day when we name generational promise.  On this 
day when we miss our departed mothers and fathers and partners and on this 
day when we tremble at immensity of God’s promise to be with us and our 
grandchildren and the children of this and innumerable communities as we    
embrace our futures. 
 
On this day, may we savor the prayer. 
 
Pie Jesu. 
 
Pious and earthy Jesus: 
 
Give our departed beloveds rest.   
 
Help us to live our gratitude for their love in our lives. 
 
Give our anxious souls rest.   
 
Help us to live our gratitude for love in our lives. 
 
And oh, grant us courage to bless the future.   
 
Help us to be radiant in such a way that children generations from now look to 
the skies and see promise spangled in the heavens.  Dancing in the night. 
 
(Pie Jesu) 
 
Amen 



What are the blessings I want to live and what is the legacy I want to live     
beyond my own breath? 
 
What stars do I want pulsing with life because I trusted the promises of God 
enough to fully live the promises of God? 
 
We live in a culture that seems intent upon siloing us into camps based on   
political or racial or socio-economic or age creating a seemingly unbreachable 
wall around us but 
 
Oh, God asked Abram to look to the skies and see the spangle of his generative 
power;  Light touching light.  Each shining on the other. 
 
God asks that of us still. 
 
Last Sunday we had a chance to roll out a big dream for our church. 
 
We want to break the cycle of poverty by intentionally partnering with families 
with children. 
 
Every study ever conducted and our own lives bear witness to the power of 
support and care and how that support and care translates into healthy       
children who have the capacity to live into their promise. 
 
Think on it.  Who are the people who taught you about love?  Where would 
you be without the Sunday school teacher who blessed you or the baby sitter 
who made you brown sugar sandwiches (really.  This happened to me) or the 
children’s choir director who taught you that you have a voice to share or         
a t-ball coach who taught you to run bases in the right order or the friends of 
your dad’s who took you in on fishing trips or... you get my point.  It takes  
people living love and care to inspire love and care from generation to         
generation. 
 
We want to offer a child care and family support center here at church         
because we believe that being God’s people means we work to create a world 
in which God’s promises shine. 
 
And, we want to offer a child care and family support center because we are 
Abraham living under the spangle of God’s promises and we believe that it 
doesn’t matter how old we are:  God promises life and legacy and generatively 
-  always. 
 
I’m asking all who are interested in blessing children for generations to come 
through our church to come to a gathering this Thursday at 2:30.  We need 
elders. The families of this church and the families and those we have yet to 
meet need elder guides.   
 
How will be offer ourselves?  Thursday.  2:30.  Come.  Please. 
 
We gather under the canopy of God’s promises, you and I. 
 
And we open ourselves to wonder. 
 

Here is an image I love: 
 
The image of Abram and God under a pulsing canopy of stars. 
 
What the almighty and tender God wants Abram to know is that he who had 
been thus far without children would be the begetter of new life. 
 
His old age matters not. 
 
As numerous as the stars above, God says, that numerous will be your         
descendants. 
 
Can you imagine the awe and wonder stretching the heart of the wizened 
Abraham? 
 
It is a part of why going into the Boundary Waters with the youth matters so 
much to me. 
 
I want our youth and the adults with them to experience - at least once a    
year - the immense prayer of starlight and wonder. 
 
I want that for us all. 
 
In Luke’s gospel we are asked to remember that God is in this life with 
us.  There is not a moment when God’s promises are not breathing in our 
midst. 
 
I am struck on this day by the power of generational blessing. 
 
It could have much to do with the wonder of the star-promise alive in my own 
life.   
 
I am a grandmother.  I have waited so long! 
 
Cooper’s son has a son and I am a part of unwrapping life and wonder in the 
company of a soul entrusted to the care of his family and the village that will 
raise him. 
 
So I am a newly delivered grandmother. What are the blessings I want Miles 
David to live? 
 
And, I am a grieving daughter.  My mother died five months ago and I am 
peeled-back raw yet from the missing of her and so generational               
promises?  They have an added power for me in these days.  I wonder: 
 
What are the blessings my mother Barbara Jane wants me to live? 
 
What is her yet-living legacy? 
 
And of course the question of generational blessing takes me to my own 
finitude. 
 



 
 



 


