
Order of Service 

Finding Beauty in a Broken World 

 

Gathering Music                          Polly Oliver                                              

​ ​

Chime and Welcome                                Phil Giudice                                

​ ​

Announcement                                      Visioning –Cara Szeghy                   

​        ​

Chalice Lighting & Covenant                             Sambuco Family                 

With open minds and loving hearts, we gather to search for 

meaning, to care for one another, and to work together for a 

better world.                                       ​ 

 

Invocation  ​            ​                               First Parish Choir                     

​ ​

Opening Words       ​                              Rev. Lisa Perry-Wood                

 

Good morning and Happy Easter!  

I’m Rev. LPW, interim minister; my pronouns are she and her. ​  

 



Our theme for April is Embracing Possibility, and we know this is 

a month of both showers and flowers, of muddy puddles and 

leafing trees.  

Spring brings us contrasts in weather and wind, shifting moods 

and things bursting open everywhere.  

Meanwhile, our world is both unsettled and unsettling, to say the 

least.  

Still, we need to celebrate where and when we can; maybe 

inject even more joy and possibility into our lives.  

Somehow, somewhere, we need to find all the beauty that’s 

possible in the brokenness of our world.  

 

This is “The Songbird Still Sings” by Rowena Velasko 

 

They said the songbird 

her wings twisted and torn 

should quiet herself... 

that the sky held no place 

for the fragile or the worn. 

 

Yet she kept a sky tucked inside her - a  

place untouched by any hand. 

At daylight she let her voice rise 



and though her body stayed earthbound, 

her song lifted past the edge of flight. 

 

The wind slowed to listen, 

branches bent nearer 

and the horizon seemed to pause, 

stirred by her willfulness . 

 

Each note unlaced an old wound, 

each chorus pushed against the walls 

of a world that once turned her away. 

 

Her feathers never mended, 

yet her dream grew wide enough 

to shelter every broken one who followed. 

 

From her we understood: 

reaching the sky 

was never about wings at all. 

 

Dear friends, come now into this sacred and beloved space we 

co-create each week, and let us worship together.  

Please rise… 



 

Hymn #61 ​ Lo, the Earth Awakes Again​            ​  

 

Time For All Ages   ​            ​                     Kate Holland                      

​ ​

Sing the Children Out​

​  *May your mind be open to new learning. May your lips 

bring truth into the world.​

​ May your heart know love, And your hands do the work of 

justice, As you go your way in peace(2) 

​

Offering Words 

The offering we give each week is a symbol of our commitment 

to this faith community and to the life and works of our 

congregation.  

Instructions on how to donate online are in the order of service. 

If you are here for the first time, please let the plate pass you 

by. You are our guest.  

 

This week we share our plate with the Wayland Community Fund, 

which provides temporary assistance to Wayland residents in 

need of help with utilities, rent, medical expenses, food, and 

other essential needs. 



The Community Fund was initially funded by a bequest from the 

late Suzanne Leavitt, a WWI French war bride who married John 

Leavitt of Wayland. 

The Leavitts lived here for many years and Suzanne remembered 

Wayland in her will with this bequest to the community.  

We receive your generosity with gratitude and in appreciation of 

all that sustains us.  

Your gifts maintain the strength of this community and all it does 

within these walls as well as the work we do together to make 

the world a better place.  

 

The offering will now be given and gratefully received.​

 

Offertory    ​            ​ ​

 

Joys and Sorrows  ​                                         Debbie Levens                     

 

Centering Moment​ ​

 

These are the words of Kathleen Rolenz: 

 

Somewhere across the world,  



Easter will soon be breaking  

not the Easter we may think of,  

with arms upraised and "he is risen" echoing from canyons,  

but a much quieter, less dramatic Easter.  

  

Somewhere in the world - perhaps not this day, but someday 

soon,  

a woman and a man rise from their beds,  

shaking the sleep from their eyes,  

and find their children already awake and   

preparing for their morning prayers.  

There has been no gunfire, no bombing, no yelling or shouting or 

screaming,  

only the quiet of the night and the peace of silence around them.  

  

And somewhere in the world, perhaps not this morning, but soon, 

very soon  

A soldier is packing his duffle bag,  

has emptied out all his bullets,  

is changing into civilian clothes,  

and is coming home, for peace has long been established,  

and there is no need for his presence.  



  

Somewhere in the world, Easter dawn will break over the earth,  

not only once, but every day,  

and the familiar pulse in our veins will throb of "peace, peace, 

peace.”  

May it be so. Amen. 

 

Music for Meditation​

 

Reading​ ​ ​ ​ ​ ​ ​ ​ Cara Szeghy  

  ​                                                       ​

Anthem            “In That One Word, Love” 

Ted Pease, words by Lydia Maria Child​

 

Sermon        “Finding Beauty in a Broken World”         Rev. Lisa                   

 

We begin, as always on this day, with the story of Jesus - teacher, 

rabbi, healer, friend, champion of the poor and disenfranchised.  

After celebrating what may have been a Passover seder with his 

dearest friends, Jesus was betrayed by one of those, as he had 

predicted, into the hands of the Roman military.  

In spite of the pleas of those who loved him, he was brutally 

murdered, hung on a cross to die slowly and painfully.  



A wealthy friend arranged for his body to be moved to a tomb, a 

cave; his mother and women friends prepared it for burial.  

A heavy stone was rolled in front of the entrance. 

The next morning they found the stone rolled away; his body 

gone. 

As they walked nearby, in confusion and despair, a vision of Jesus 

came to them, saying “Why do you look for the living among the 

dead? He is not here; he has risen!” 

Out of the darkest time, in a world filled with violence, hatred 

and despair, an astonishing prophecy was revealed, and for this 

little band of the faithful the light of hope flickered again.  

Whether they actually saw him or believed that they did, out of 

a combination of desperation and steadfast hope, they did 

believe, and that message of hope has resonated for over 2000 

years. 

  

The Easter story has had staying power through the ages, 

offering hope to those living in fear and darkness, especially in 

the worst of times, when the boot of the overlord has landed 

heavily on the necks of the oppressed.  

A story, of resurrection, of a return to goodness and love and 

life, has rekindled hope, engendered faith, and offered a glimpse 

of beauty in a broken world.  



And right now, in the face of our own oppressive regime, with a 

vengeful leader waging a brutal war, both here and in a foreign 

country, we could use that beauty, that measure of hope.  

But where do we, most of us non-Christian believers, or at least 

not literal scripture followers; where do we go for hope?  

I think the answer is all around us.   ​  

 

In Terry Tempest Williams' new book, The Glorians: Visitations 

from the Holy Ordinary, she writes about finding beauty in 

unexpected places, animals, plants, memories and moments.  

She shows us how to do that in today's increasingly violent and 

chaotic world. 

“Finding beauty in a broken world is creating beauty in the world 

we find.  

To be whole, to be complete.  

Wildness reminds us what it means to be human, what we are 

connected to, rather than what we are separate from," says 

Williams.  

 

She tells this story from her life in the Utah desert:  

“I woke up and the coyote willow was magenta.  

It was so beautiful…I ran inside… [to] get my camera…. [and] 

while I [was] gone, a wind came and blew all the blossoms off…  

https://groveatlantic.com/book/the-glorians/
https://groveatlantic.com/book/the-glorians/


I thought, okay, I'm just gonna…get a basket and save them…  

So I run and get the basket...come out, the wind [has blown] 

them all [away].  

And I laughed… There was one blossom left.  

I bent down to pick it up.  

It moved. It had six legs.  

I realized it was an ant carrying [a] coyote blossom on its back 

like a sail, in its mandibles…  

I thought, I'm…gonna follow this wee little thing.  

Followed it around the patio…. 

It keeps going, I think, okay, demise coming.  

It's going to pour off the lip of the porch to the desert.  

As it did, three little attending ants came, lifted the blossom 

over its head; it took it back.  

They disappear. It goes on its journey…  

Up ahead, I see this huge prickly pear patch and I think that's it… 

It's going to be impaled.  

Again, attending ants appear.  

Up, over, around, not impaled, around each spine, out on its 

own.  

They disappear, vanish. It continues. 

Up ahead, I see this clay covered fist.  

The ant colony. It continues.  



We're now about 30 minutes into this trek.  

It turns, it goes up, up, up, up this hill.  

It gets to the top, moves to where the opening is.  

Dozens and dozens of ants come.  

Within seconds, they eat all of the… little pieces of this pink 

magenta blossom.  

They disappear.  

And I imagine it's lining the pathway to the queen. 

  

That ant carrying that blossom with attending ants was a 

Glorian.” 

 

I love this story so much.  

It’s about paying close attention, being watchful for the tiniest 

things of beauty.  

And I just wonder if we have to train ourselves to be able to 

welcome those moments or — maybe and — are these moments 

of experiencing the profound, do they just break in on us 

whether we want them or not? 

 

Because, beauty can break through in so many unexpected ways, 

if we’re attentive to it.  



It can even break through grief, as I found recently, while I read 

about a woman accompanying her beloved friend through 

hospice, as I have done several times.  

Suddenly, I was sobbing, realizing how much I still needed to cry, 

while also smiling in gratitude through my tears for this precious 

memory of a time that was outside of time.  

This moment breaking through the ordinariness of my day.  

Yes, our tears can be breakthroughs too.  

Have you ever noticed how a tear-stained face shines?  

That release opens us up; it reveals what is true and open and, 

yes, beautiful.   

 

I recall the story of a woman coming out of her church, carrying 

a sewing machine, when, trying to get through the heavy door, 

she dropped it on her foot.  

With a shout of pain, she suddenly looked up and saw a flock of 

rare birds - maybe Bohemian Waxwings?  

I’m making that up, but anyway I remember that they were on 

her life list.  

She limped back into church and called her birder friends, who 

rushed over, and, miraculously, the birds were still there, 

plucking worms from the wet Spring grass.  



Going from brokenness to beauty in an instant - it can happen 

that way! 

 

Terry Tempest Williams tells us:  

“We can take flight from our lives in a form other than denial 

and return to our authentic selves…  

Accidental sightings, whether witnessed in a brain or on a winter 

dawn, remind us there is no such thing as certainty.” 

 

There is no doubt that our world is broken right now.  

Things actually have been broken for many people, for a long 

time.  

My BIPOC friends remind me that their people have lived in fear 

and oppression in this country for centuries; what’s happening 

now is not that different for them.  

It’s just coming into the light, they say; now you are getting a 

taste of what has been real for us all along.  

It’s a sobering thought, and it rings true.  

Even the victories for justice we thought were assured - civil 

rights, voting rights, women' s rights, health, education, safety, a 

chance for everyone to prosper - are shattered or heavily at risk.  

This is, in some ways, as dark a time as the days of Jesus in the 

Roman Empire.  



Hope often seems hard to grasp.  

And still, in the face of it all, beauty persists. 

 

I see that beauty every day -  

when the light hits my youngest granddaughter’s curls;  

in our little dog joyfully running circles after his bath;  

when the sun breaks through the clouds on a rainy day;  

In a baby’s laugh;  

celebrating your new minister last Sunday;  

ringing the church bell 96 times yesterday, in celebration of the 

life of Pete Beckwith;  

In the Easter eggs we’re about to hide in the sanctuary, and the 

joy of the kids who’ll be hunting for them.  

You can make a list of your own; and then savor it, relish it. 

We need to recount the beauties, the glorians, of our days; we 

need to create more when we can. 

In spite of all the hurt and anger and fear and hatred in the 

world right now…actually right in the face of it, we have to find 

and create beauty and joy.  

That’s what the followers of Jesus did. 

And that is the only way to live; that’s how we say “No!” to 

authoritarian rule; it’s how we keep hope alive.  

 



There is also beauty in giving and receiving, in these perilous 

days.  

Louise Erdich relates this story: 

One night a man came to our house and told me,  

"There is a family with eight children.  

They have not eaten for days."  

I took some food with me and went.  

When I finally came to that family, I saw the faces of those little 

children disfigured by hunger.  

There was no sorrow or sadness in their faces, just the deep pain 

of hunger. 

I gave the rice to the mother.  

She divided the rice in two, and went out carrying half the rice. 

When she came back, I asked her, "Where did you go?"  

She gave me this simple answer, "To my neighbors—they are 

hungry also!" 

I was not surprised that she gave, because poor people are really 

very generous.  

But I was surprised that she knew they were hungry.  

As a rule, when we are suffering, we are so focused on ourselves 

we have no time for others. 

 



“Life will break you.” says Erdich, “Nobody can protect you from 

that...  

You have to love. You have to feel.  

It is the reason you are here on earth.  

You are here to risk your heart.  

You are here to be swallowed up.  

And when it happens that you are broken, or betrayed, or left, or 

hurt, or death brushes near, let yourself sit by an apple tree and 

listen to the apples falling all around you in heaps, wasting their 

sweetness.  

Tell yourself that you tasted as many as you could.” 

 

“Tell yourself that you tasted as many as you could.”  

Isn’t that a perfect message of how to live right now?  

 

The lines of our reading about no beauty without breaking call to 

mind the Japanese art of repairing broken vases or Kintsugi, 

which means “golden joinery,” and is more than just a craft—it’s 

a philosophy.  

Taking the pieces of a treasured, but shattered, bowl or cup, 

urushi lacquer—a natural adhesive derived from tree sap—is 

used to bond the broken pieces, dusting the seams with precious 

metals to highlight the cracks. 



This method not only restores the pottery but gives it new life, 

turning its flaws into features.  

At its core, Kintsugi is a celebration of imperfection, reminding 

us that brokenness is not the end—it’s an opportunity for 

transformation. 

And it’s also a metaphor for life.  

We all experience cracks and breaks—whether a failed 

relationship, a lost job, or a personal struggle.  

Kintsugi teaches us that these experiences don’t diminish our 

worth.  

Instead, they add to our story, making us more resilient, more 

unique, and more beautiful. 

So, the next time life feels like it’s falling apart, remember the 

spirit of Kintsugi.  

Gather the pieces. Take your time.  

And when you’re ready, put them back together with care and 

intention.  

Let your cracks shine, not as flaws, but as testaments to your 

strength and your story. 

https://japandaily.jp/japan-man-with-4-wives-2-girlfriends-and-no-job-aims-to-father-54-children-become-god-of-marriage/
https://japandaily.jp/japan-man-with-4-wives-2-girlfriends-and-no-job-aims-to-father-54-children-become-god-of-marriage/


After all, it’s not about being perfect.  

It’s about being whole—golden seams and all. 

 

The essence of the Easter message is that when all seems lost; 

when what we have depended on lies in pieces; when the world 

seems most hopeless; look for miracles:  

the impossibly open tomb, the mirage of a beloved rabbi/teacher 

returned; tiny ants carrying huge flower buds; unexpected acts 

of generosity; a bowl repaired with golden seams; all, all are 

bright signs of hope and renewal. 

 

I’ll give the last words to Terry Tempest Williams: 

“I want to feel both the beauty and the pain of the age we 

are living in.  

I want to survive my life without becoming numb… 

I want to possess a light touch that can elevate darkness to 

the realm of stars. 

Finding beauty in a broken world is creating beauty in the world 

we find.” 

 



May it be so. Amen and blessed be. 

 

Hymn #63 Spring Has Now Unwrapped the Flowers​

​ (On the last verse, please turn toward rear doors for 

closing words) 

 

Closing Words    

 

After our closing words, we’ll enjoy our annual choral and brass 

rendition of the Hallelujah chorus. 

And after that, because of the rain, we're going to hide Easter 

eggs for the children in the sanctuary. 

So, when the music is done, please come back and grab some 

eggs and hide them;  

the pulpit area and pews are all fair game, but not the choir loft.    

 

We close now with these words: ​                                                              

 

We all know loss and pain. 

Let none of it divide us. 

In the rising sun today 

Let us do together what we cannot do alone: 

Roll away the stones that close our hearts. 



Open ourselves to the beauty all around us 

And teach each other a new song of gladness. 

 

Beloved friends, take all the hope and joy and encouragement 

we have shared here today out into the world; be a blessing to 

all those you meet, and may you, in turn, be blessed. ​ 

 

Choral and Brass Postlude      ​            ​  

    ​ (Hiding the eggs)     

 

 

 


