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Please stand if able
#208 in the Red Hymnal

Blessed Assurance

#99 in the Friends’ Hymnal
I Love to Tell the Story





Who You are is Sacred.
You are Love and Loving.

You are made in the image of God.
God is love.

All people are capable of love.
The universe is also sacred.

All in it are sacred.
We must take care of ourselves and each other,

No exceptions
God is in us.  

God is all around us.  
God is in others too.







Think of adolescence like learning to drive in the snow.



When someone asks for distance or 
space -- focus on yourself!
Focus on your relationship with yourself 
(and not on your relationship with 
someone else.  Obsessing never takes 
you anywhere good!). Focus on having 
fun and enjoying your life.

Stay on your side and in your lane.
Take it easy.

Give others the space they need to 
make mistakes.

No sudden stops or starts.
Be gracious.
Be careful.





“[Liminal Space is] a unique spiritual position where human beings hate 

to be but where the biblical God is always leading them. It is when you 

have left the “tried and true” but have not yet been able to replace it 

with anything else. It is when you are finally out of the way. It is when 

you are in between your old comfort zone and any possible new answer. 

It is no fun.” Grieving As Sacred Space: How these anxious and 

ambiguous days might offer up the most holy of gifts. By Richard Rohr, 
Sojourners, January-February 2002 https://sojo.net/magazine/january-
february-2002/grieving-sacred-space

https://sojo.net/magazine/january-february-2002/grieving-sacred-space




What You Need to be Warm
Neil Gaiman

A baked potato of a winter's night to wrap your hands around or burn your mouth.

A blanket knitted by your mother's cunning fingers. Or your grandmother's.

A smile, a touch, trust, as you walk in from the snow

or return to it, the tips of your ears pricked pink and frozen.

The tink tink tink of iron radiators waking in an old house.

To surface from dreams in a bed, burrowed beneath blankets and comforters,

the change of state from cold to warm is all that matters, and you think

just one more minute snuggled here before you face the chill. Just one.

Places we slept as children: they warm us in the memory.

We travel to an inside from the outside. To the orange flames of the fireplace

or the wood burning in the stove. Breath-ice on the inside of windows,

to be scratched off with a fingernail, melted with a whole hand.



Frost on the ground that stays in the shadows, waiting for us.

Wear a scarf. Wear a coat. Wear a sweater. Wear socks. Wear thick gloves.

An infant as she sleeps between us. A tumble of dogs,

a kindle of cats and kittens. Come inside. You're safe now.

A kettle boiling at the stove. Your family or friends are there. They smile.

Cocoa or chocolate, tea or coffee, soup or toddy, what you know you need.

A heat exchange, they give it to you, you take the mug

and start to thaw. While outside, for some of us, the journey began

as we walked away from our grandparents' houses

away from the places we knew as children: changes of state and state and state,

to stumble across a stony desert, or to brave the deep waters,

while food and friends, home, a bed, even a blanket become just memories.

Sometimes it only takes a stranger, in a dark place,

to hold out a badly-knitted scarf, to offer a kind word, to say

we have the right to be here, to make us warm in the coldest season.





Joys and Concerns
Opening Prayer
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