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Let’s talk denial, deal-making, and the work of Elisabeth Kubler-Ross. Here’s the plan, God: I
wake up from this nightmare, you return Steve to me, and I’m willing to forget this whole thing
ever happened. I hear his car in the driveway, and his footsteps on the stairs. And so go the
early stages of the grieving process.
I cannot recommend this journey I am on. But as you can imagine, and some of you have
experienced, those of us who love are at high risk of walking this rocky path at some point …
however, along with hours of deep sorrow, there have been moments of surprising joy. You
have lightened the heavy burden of my entry into widowhood; you have supported St. David as
Steve’s death has left us reeling, and as our community of faith reimagines itself and moves
forward. I and we have been filled with your gifts of service and spirit. Thank you. And now,
let’s talk oaks …
The oak is a keystone species, and as the backbone of many forest communities, it offers food
and habitat for wildlife by supporting and maintaining a richer, more diverse mix of plants,
insects, birds, and other animals wherever it grows.
Symbolically, the oak has been associated with wisdom, strength, justice, honesty, and
endurance. An acorn makes the oak cherished as a symbol of potential. All the wonder in a
mighty oak begins with a tiny acorn. Steve once told me that when I want to remind those I love
of their endless potential, that I should give them an acorn, so that they might be reminded of
the mighty oak we can each become. Today we will do that.
The oak is Steve’s favorite tree, and the analogy isn’t lost on me: Steve has supported our
community of faith by encouraging a rich, diverse mix of people and perspectives. With
intention he has shown a light on the talents and strengths of others – yours and mine.
I miss him every time I come to the communion rail, reaching out for unleavened bread, Steve’s
warm smile and quiet prayer. I miss hearing him laugh out loud as he would read a particularly
witty passage in a John Sanford novel. I miss that game of Trivial Pursuit when I realized Steve
was more than just a pretty face … he had a bright brain, a depth of knowledge, and my full
attention. I miss that Steve was the potter and I the sculptor, making ceramics together …
Unchained Melody, baby, Unchained Melody. I miss that we would dance … and I would lead …
because someone had to. I miss him when I walk with our dog, Dottie, up the hill to the places
he loved most … his so-named Green Cathedral, the shelter, the firepit, and the lodge he built.

Steve has loved the earth and nature, you and me. I believe the gifts he showed us will live on,
offering an enduring and sustainable wisdom, strength, justice, and honesty.
Steve was an avid reader. In his office I found one of his books called, Leading with a Limp
(Allender, 2006). I smiled as I read, “… our culture equates strength with effectiveness, but
those who know the value of brokenness aren’t deceived by the myths of power and control.
Remember Moses? Before he led a nation, Moses wandered in the desert for 40 years. Our
days spent in the desert may be shorter, but they’re no less agonizing, because they are a season
of death. Something precious in us must die if a deep soul is to be born.”
Steve had a deep soul, he led us with humility, and he had the authenticity that comes with that
depth. I understood his wounded heart, and he, mine. I saw him as an oak … unafraid to show
us his full humanity … with its strengths, and with its limp.
Steve had a natural understanding of the physics of the world. When I’d ask him to teach me
how he made things work or fixed things that broke, he would joke, “Why? You planning to get
rid of me?” No, that was not the plan.
Steve, I wanted you in my life for all my life. But I realized that could not be, as I transitioned
from the frantic wife trying desperately to save your life to a calmer one who would be your
loving caregiver during your last days.
So baby, I release you … Steve, we release you to the larger universe, whatever that holds.
Continue to be that oak wherever you grow … and I hope you’ll go dancing … your turn to lead.

