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Quotation for Reflection before Service 
 

“How shall the heart be reconciled 
to its feast of losses?” (Stanley Kunitz, from “The Layers”) 

 
Lighting of Chalice  
 
As is the tradition in most Unitarian-Universalist congregations, our services begin with 
the lighting of the flaming chalice. I invite you to light your own chalice or candle at 
home following our chalice lighting words – these words from the Rev. Tim Haley: 
 

Amid all the noise in our lives, we take this moment to sit in silence –  
     to give thanks for another day;  
     to give thanks for all those in our lives who have brought us warmth and love;  
     to give thanks for the gift of life.  
We know we are on our pilgrimage here but a brief moment in time.  
Let us open ourselves, here, now, to the process of becoming more whole – 
     of living more fully;  
     of giving and forgiving more freely;  
     of understanding more completely the meaning of our lives here on this earth.
  

Welcoming Hymn #1000: “Morning Has Come”  
 
Our music this morning will be provided by the combined musical talents of Harmony 
Rutter, Daniel Parrish, their children, Tucker and Felicity Parrish, and LeRoy Davidson. 
All the music, with the exception of our Gathering Song, which you just heard, and our 
Special Music at the end of the service, has been pre-recorded. Thank you, musicians, for 
the time, effort, and skill you’ve put into the music for this service! 
 
The first of these pre-recordings is our Welcoming Hymn, “Morning Has Come,” an 
upbeat hymn to greet the day. LeRoy Davidson is on the keyboard, with Harmony Rutter 
doing the vocals. The words will appear on the screen.  
 
Reading: “Hay for Horses” by Gary Snyder 
 
My sermon this Sunday, titled “The Art of Losing,” will have to do with the inevitability 
of loss in our life … some of the emotions connected to loss … and an approach – a 
framework – that may sustain us in and through loss. 



    
One of the aspects of loss, as we humans experience it, is the pain of regret involved in 
loss … regrets, for example, following the death of a loved one of certain things done or 
left undone … and, more generally, regrets that, particularly in older age, come to us as 
we look back and review our lives. Poet T. S. Eliot speaks sarcastically of the gifts 
reserved for older age, one of them being: 

  
  … the rending pain of re-enactment 
     Of all that you have done, and been; the shame 
     Of motives late revealed, and the awareness 
Of things ill done and done to others’ harm 
     Which once you took for exercise of virtue.  

      (excerpt from “Burnt Norton,” The Four Quartets) 
 

The poem for our reading this morning is also on regret, though not quite as hard or as 
global as the regret of which T. S. Eliot speaks. It’s a poem by the American poet Gary 
Snyder titled “Hay for the Horses,” one of Snyder’s earliest poems … and has to do with 
a time in Yosemite Valley, California when he was a young man involved in the vigorous 
physical work of off-loading hay from a big hay-hauling rig and stacking the hay in a 
horse barn. At lunchtime, pausing from their labor, the truck-driver, sixty-eight years old, 
made a comment to Gary Snyder that was impetus for his poem.  

 
  Hay for the Horses 
   by Gary Snyder 
 

He had driven half the night 
From far down San Joaquin 
Through Mariposa, up the 
Dangerous mountain roads, 
And pulled in at eight a.m. 
With his big truckload of hay 

behind the barn.  
With winch and ropes and hooks 
We stacked the bales up clean 
To splintery redwood rafters 
High in the dark, flecks of alfalfa 
Whirling through shingle-cracks of light, 
Itch of haydust in the 

sweaty shirt and shoes.  
At lunchtime under Black oak 
Out in the hot corral, 
 – The old mare nosing lunchpails, 
Grasshoppers crackling in the weeds – 
“I'm sixty-eight,” he said, 
“I first bucked hay when I was seventeen. 
I thought, that day I started, 
I sure would hate to do this all my life. 



And dammit, that’s just what 
I've gone and done.” 
  (“Hay for the Horses” by Gary Snyder from Riprap and Cold Mountain Poems) 
 

This statement by the hay-hauling truck driver, comments Snyder reflecting on his own 
poem, cuts two ways. On the one hand, it’s a statement of regret: I’ve wasted my life; the 
life I wanted/dreamed/imagined never worked out. But, on the other hand, it’s also 
statement saying: “This has been my life; I’m not whining; this is what it’s come to” … 
and to joke and laugh about it. 
 
“If you can’t laugh at your life,” says Gary Snyder, “you’re in trouble.”  

 
Meditation Song: “Both Sides Now” by Joni Mitchell  

 
Our Meditation Song picks up on the mood of this reading. It’s titled “Both Sides Now" 
by Joni Mitchell, and has been pre-recorded with LeRoy Davidson on the Hammond 
organ, Dan Parrish on guitar, and Harmony Rutter doing the vocals.   
 

 
Sermon: “THE ART OF LOSING” 

 
Introduction 
 
Two weeks ago on Memorial Day Sunday, May 30th, I spoke under the sermon title “For 
Memory Will Keep What It Has Heard,” a line from the poem “Not Even Death,” which 
was the starting point for the sermon. 
 
The following day, Memorial Day, May 31st, another poem came my way through the 
email … a poem that also caught my attention … so much so that I decided I would also 
make it the starting point for this sermon. The poem is titled “One Art” by Elizabeth 
Bishop.  
 

One Art 
    by Elizabeth Bishop 

 
The art of losing isn’t hard to master; 
so many things seem filled with the intent 
to be lost that their loss is no disaster. 
 
Lose something every day. Accept the fluster 
of lost door keys, the hour badly spent. 
The art of losing isn’t hard to master.  
 
Then practice losing farther, losing faster: 
places, and names, and where it was you meant 
to travel. None of these will bring disaster. 
 



I lost my mother’s watch. And look! my last, or 
next-to-last, of three loved houses went. 
The art of losing isn’t hard to master.  
 
I lost two cities, lovely ones. And, vaster, 
some realms I owned, two rivers, a continent. 
I miss them, but it wasn’t a disaster. 
 
– Even losing you (the joking voice, a gesture 
I love) I shan’t have lied. It’s evident 
the art of losing’s not too hard to master 
though it may look like (Write it!) like disaster. 
  (“One Art, “ from The Complete Poems 1927-1979 by Elizabeth Bishop) 
 

My take on the poem 
 
This poem, as I read and understand it, is a poem of irony, expressing the very opposite 
of what it seems to be saying. 
 
I’m suspicious from the very first line where the poet says, “The art of losing isn’t hard to 
master.”  
 
“Oh, really? ‘The art of losing isn’t hard to master.’ Come on … I’m being set up here.” 
 
And my suspicions only increase as the poem, particularly when read out loud, continues 
so lightly and causally cataloguing what poet Stanley Kunitz describes as the “feast of 
losses” that the heart must endure over a lifetime. 
 
“Look,” argues the poet, “losing can’t really be that difficult, since I’ve had so much 
experience with it  … and I’ve survived … survived losses great and small … survived to 
the point that I’ve mastered the art of losing. Yes, with all this experience of losing, I’ve 
found that it’s an art that’s not even that hard to master.” 

 
But, really, the poet is leading us on … leading us on … setting us up for the opposite of 
what she appears to be saying … setting us up for a current loss so monumental that she 
doesn’t know how she can possibly face it or bear it.  
 
And, then, finally, in the last verse, we get to what’s really going on … where the poet 
addresses the person whom, as I read the poem, she’s already lost (or, perhaps, is about to 
lose) … a person that, I assume, is a dear, dear loved one, probably a soul-mate … 
speaking directly and blithely to her, saying, “Even losing you” … I’ve mastered that (or 
will master that) … and claiming “I shan’t have lied” …  
 
… which, as I read this, is the height of the irony … because, actually, she has totally, 
heart-breakingly lied … which we learn in the very last line of the poem when the easy 
tone breaks and the voice cracks, as she says: 
 



   … It’s evident 
the art of losing’s not too hard to master 
though it may look like (Write it!) like [like-like-like] disaster. 

 
This loss is absolutely a disaster, a disaster that the poet is in the midst of … and which 
she is trying to come to grips with by forcing herself to face this disaster … not to escape 
it … “Write it” … put it down in black and white. Face it. 
 
Thus, the poet faces the tremendous loss that she’s struggling with by pretending it’s not 
so bad … and by addressing her loved one, writing to her to tell her that she’s dealing 
with this … and has mastered her loss. But she has not mastered this loss at all … and, to 
me, the poem is saying:  
 

 “If you think that because you’ve faced previous loses and have come through 
that you’ve mastered the art of losing …  
 
 “… if you think through conscious effort and learned skill you can come to the 
point where loss really isn’t that hard to deal with … 
 
 “… then I’m here to tell you that you are fooling yourself …  
 
 “… for here I am in the midst of a tremendous loss …  
 
 “ … and it’s as if I’ve never been through a loss before …  
 
 “… I am devastated; I am bereft; I am broken; I am crushed, I am lost …  
 
 “… I don’t know what it could possibly mean to master the art of losing …  
 
 “ … losing what you dearly love – there is no art that could possibly master 
that!” 

 
A second poem 
 
Elizabeth Bishop’s poem “One Art” brought to my mind another poem, a poem by Mary 
Oliver titled “Letter to __________.” … and this poem is clearly ironic. 
    

Letter to __________. 
  by Mary Oliver  
  

You have broken my heart. 
 Just as well. Now 
  I am learning to rise 
   above all that, learning  
 
the thin life, waking up 



 simply to praise 
  everything in this world that is 
   strong and beautiful  
 
always – the trees, the rocks, 
 the fields, the news 
  from heaven, the laughter 
   that comes back 
 
all the same. Just as well. Time 
 to read books, rake the lawn 
  in peace, sweep the floor, scour 
   the faces of the pans,  
 
anything. And I have been so 
 diligent it is almost 
  over, I am growing myself 
   as strong as rock, as a tree 
 
which, if I put my arms around it, does not 
 lean away. It is a  
  wonderful life. Comfortable, 
    I read the papers. Maybe  
 
I will go on a cruise, maybe I will 
 Cross the entire ocean, more than once. 
  Whatever you think, I have scarcely  
   thought of you. Whatever you imagine 
 
it never really happened. Only a few 
 evenings of nonsense. Whatever you believe – 
  dear one, dear one – 
   do not believe this letter.   

     (Mary Oliver, “Letter to __________.”, from Thirst, pp. 42-43) 
 
This poem is found in Mary Oliver’s book of poems titled Thirst, a book in which the 
poet is trying to come to grips with the loss of her partner of forty years, Molly Malone 
Cook, who died in 2005, after many years of illness and of being attended to by Mary 
Oliver. 
 
In both this poem and that of Elizabeth Bishop, the poets are trying to cope with their 
loses by addressing their departed loves, telling them that they are coping well, 
pretending that the loss is not hard to master, and so forth …  
 
… but in the process, and through the irony and pretense, actually taking a first step 
toward finding their way through the loss by acknowledging its depth and the disaster and 
the devastation they feel. 



 
The experience of loss as a part of our human heritage 
 
We are creatures who experience and suffer loss. We are creatures who mourn. 
 
I don’t say that we are the only creatures who mourn and have the psychological 
experience of loss, or are the only creatures traumatized by loss.  
 
The sorrow and mourning of elephants, for example, has been documented … and our 
companion animals, such as dogs and cats, who have suffered trauma in early years, are 
marked for life by such trauma, much as we humans are. 
 
But we humans, it would seem, experience loss and suffer it psychologically and 
emotionally to a greater degree than other creatures. 
 
The reason for that, I believe, is our particular biology and our evolutionary background 
and history.  
 
The biological and psychological structure/framework connected to loss 
 
So, let me switch gears and speak to you for a time of the biological and accompanying 
psychological framework through which I view and approach the human experience of 
loss. 
 
I don’t say this is the only way to approach this vast subject – of course, it’s not – but it’s 
a framework that makes sense for me …  
 
… and it has to do with a distinction, relationship, and partnership between what can be 
called the “smaller self” and the “Larger Self,” the “little ‘I’” (lower case) and the 
“Larger ‘I’” (upper case) …  
 
… or, what depth psychologist Carl Jung named the “ego” and the “Self” (with a capital 
‘S’).”  
 
(This distinction between “ego” and “Self” is one I spoke about a couple of months ago 
in a sermon titled “The Boundless Deep.”) 
 
What is the “ego?”   
 
So, what is the “ego?”  
 
The “ego” may be described as that part of the human psyche that has to do with our 
capacity to be self-aware or self-conscious.  
 
Jungian analyst Robert A. Johnson, for example, speaks of the “ego” as the “organ of 
self-awareness,” or the “organ of self-consciousness.”  



 
As the “organ of self-consciousness,” the “ego” comes into existence with the 
evolutionary development of the neo-cortex in the forefront of our brain … manifesting 
itself in members of our species around the age of two … for it’s at that time that we 
begin to have the sense of being an individual and of having a personal identity. 
 
It’s also at that age that we start using that magical word “I.” And, it’s because we have 
an “ego” that we use the word “I” … and, correspondingly, the word “I” is a 
manifestation or demonstration of the presence of an “ego.”  
 
As a parent, I remember watching for this ego-development in my own children. And, 
indeed, I found it was at about the age of two that they first began using the “I” word … 
and also began identifying in a self-conscious way with their names. 
 
Thus, it’s through the “ego,” as that part of the psyche that has to do with self-identity 
and self-consciousness, that we experience and suffer loss and its accompanying 
emotions. The experience of loss is related to perceived threats, injuries, and defeats to 
our self-identity, our self-image – to who we think are, to what we think we believe, to 
who we are connected to, and so forth. 
 
All creatures, you could say, experience suffering and loss, but not all creatures seem to 
experience it as the psychological blow to their self-identity like we humans do … with 
the amount of anticipatory anxiety … and, then, in actual loss, with the amount of 
sorrow, grief, anger, despair, etc.  
 
This is a brief description of the “ego” … which, as I said, is the “smaller self” or the 
“little ‘i’” in this understanding of the structure of the psyche.  
 
What is the “Self?”   
 
So, now, what is the “Larger ‘I’” or the “Self?” 
 
Again, following the lead of depth psychologists, in addition to the “ego,” the smaller, 
personal, self-aware center of our psychological structure, there is also the “Self” (with a 
capital ‘S’).”  
 
The “Self” refers to the larger, deeper, transpersonal center of our psychological 
structure ... and from which the personal center, the “ego,” emerges … with the ego 
continually visited and informed by the larger center by means of drives, impulses, 
inspirations, dreams, visions, and so forth.  
 
And this “Larger Self” at the center of our psyche, which we might also call our “Soul,” 
can be said to be connected to: 
 
 - the center of Being-itself, 
 - to Creativity, 



  - to Nature,  
 - to the Over-Soul,  
 - to the unoriginated, forward-pushing Urge in all things,  
 - to the Infinite,  
 - to God,  
 - to That Which Is Beyond Naming … and, at the same time, 
 - to That Which Has Names Without Number.  
 
(In Hinduism, this distinction and connection between the Soul of an individual and the 
Soul of all reality is of one piece and is known as the Atman-Brahman distinction and 
connection.) 
 
And, whereas the “ego” experiences loss and suffering, the “Larger Self” or “Soul,” 
whether of the individual or all reality, transcends loss and suffering and rolls on … and 
on … and on … and on. We are sustained in and through suffering by being connected to 
and opening up to that “Larger Self.” (I’ll come to the process by which that can take 
place in a few minutes.)   
 
A book: My Stroke of Insight 
 
One of the books I like to recommend in relation to this “ego-Self” distinction, 
relationship, and partnership is a little book titled My Stroke of Insight, written by Dr. Jill 
Bolte Taylor, a neuroanatomist, who for a number of years taught and did research at the 
Harvard Medical School. 
 
While there, a young woman in her thirties, on December 10, 1996, Dr. Taylor 
experienced a stroke in the left-hemisphere of her brain. Her book is an account of what 
happened to her during the stroke as the left-hemisphere of her brain progressively shut 
down … and it’s also about the eight-year period of recovery that followed to restore the 
left-brain so that it could function properly again. 
 
What this author knew about before intellectually, she experienced during her stroke. She 
knew that the left-hemisphere of the brain is the center of personal identity, the “ego 
center,” as she names it … which knows time, past and future, makes distinctions, passes 
judgments, and, for the purposes of this sermon, experiences fear, threat, loss, etc.   
 
And, when a blood vessel in this part of her brain hemorrhaged and started to close down 
the functioning of her left-brain – to go off-line, as it were – she began to experience her 
personal identity slipping away … but, strangely, it didn’t bother her so much because 
now she also began to experience more fully how her right-brain functioned.   
 
And her right-brain, she found, is timeless, dwells in the present only, and is oceanic and 
fluid in its feel. The right-brain, she discovered, experiences itself as one with all that is; 
it experiences itself in the endless flow of infinite Being.  
 



(In the book, Dr. Taylor says that for eight years she felt herself as a fluid, before shifting 
back again to a solid when she had fully recovered her left-hemispheric function.) 
 
Philosophical implications related to My Stroke of Insight 
 
One of the really interesting philosophical points that I got from this book concerns the 
roles of “individuality” and “universality.” Are we are an individual identity, or are we 
one with all that is? The two hemispheres of our brain apparently have different 
approaches to this question. 
 
So, for example, when people say, “When you’re dead, you’re dead, and that’s it, kaput;” 
they are speaking from the perspective of the left-hemisphere of the brain.   
 
The right-hemisphere, however, has a very different story to tell, namely, that we are one 
with everything that is, and there is no such thing as death.   
 
Dr. Taylor puts it this way: “My left mind thinks of me as a fragile individual capable of 
losing my life. My right mind realizes that the essence of my being has eternal life.” (p. 
169) 
 
And, for Dr. Taylor, we are paradoxically both at once; or, again, as she puts it: “… I am 
simultaneously capable of being at one with the universe, while having an individual 
identity…” (p. 160) 

 
Dr. Taylor’s suggestion, and mine as well, is that health, healing, and wholeness at all 
levels – psychological, spiritual, and physical – have to do with the “ego center” of the 
left-hemisphere of the brain being in touch with the “center of the Eternal Now” that is 
present just across the corpus callosum in the right-hemisphere of the brain.  
 
Physiologically, we are wired for a relationship and partnership between the ego-self in 
the left-brain and the Eternal-Self in the right-brain. Our health and our capacity to be 
sustained through loss, I believe, consists in properly relating these two. 
 
(Incidentally, there’s a marvelous 18-minute TED lecture that you can find on the 
Internet in which Dr. Taylor describes her experience and the conclusions that she has 
drawn from them.) 
 
Relating the ego and the Self 
 
Let me speak a bit more about how to relate the “ego” and the “Self” … which, as I think 
of it, is a kind of tight-rope walk in which you could easily lose your balance and fall off 
to one side or the other.  
 
In the Hindu scriptures, The Bhagavad Gita, we find this “Larger Self” referred to as the 
“Supreme Self”:  
 
 “For that which is born, death is certain, and for that which is dead, birth is certain.  



 You should not grieve over the unavoidable….  
 The Supreme Self which dwells in all bodies can never be slain….  
 Weapons cut it not; fire burns it not; water wets it not; the wind does not wither it.  
 Eternal, universal, unchanging, immovable, the Self is the same forever….  
 Dwelling in all bodies, the Self can never be slain.   
 Therefore, you should not grieve for any creature.” 
  
This, to me, is a marvelous statement of the nature and character of the “Larger Self” to 
which we are connected …  
 
… but I disagree with the part about not grieving … for, to me, that neglects the other 
center of our psyche, the ego, which, though the smaller of the two centers, still has its 
rights. 
 
“Giving the ego its rights” 
 
I believe in what I call “giving the ego its rights” … for the “ego,” this center of self-
awareness and personal identity, though the smaller center of the psyche, is a hugely 
important part of our being – the most distinctive and defining feature of our species – 
and we do no one any favors by attempting to ignore, dismiss, or denigrate it. 
 
What I mean by “giving the ego its rights” is to allow – to encourage, actually – the ego 
to express its anxiety, its distress, its hurt, its weakness, its sorrow, its grief in the face of 
loss … as in the two poems with which I began this sermon. 
 
Thus, I have a different take on the last part of the reading from the Bhagavad Gita, 
where it says, “Therefore, you should not grieve for any creature.”  
 
I agree with the reading in the sense that at the level of the deeper and Larger Self, the 
level of Nature, the level of God – find the concept and term that works for you – at that 
level, there is no grief … for this level transcends the polarities of birth and death, joy 
and sorrow, laughter and mourning. 
 
I also agree that it is from this Larger Self that we are sustained and find our way in life.  
 
But there’s an important step here toward being sustained … because we humans live in 
two worlds, have two hemispheres in our brain, and both worlds need to be 
acknowledged.   
 
So, at the ego-level there is grief and sadness … which needs to be recognized and 
honored. The ego needs to express its grief/anger/sorrow/anxiety/regret/bitterness/sense 
of loss/etc.  
 
Our grief, paradoxically, is the cure for the wound.  

 
Loss and grief at memorial services 



 
The first thing, for example, that I typically try to do in memorial services at which I 
officiate is to acknowledge the loss, and not miss that step of grief … not to try to be 
strong in the face of death … nor to try to move immediately to the Eternal … but, first of 
all, to allow ourselves – that is, our ego-selves – to feel the pain of loss, the distress of 
regret … and to let ourselves be drenched by sorrow. The Rev. A. Powell Davies says: 
 

 “When sorrow comes, let us accept it simply, as a part of life. Let the heart be 
open to pain; let it be stretched by it. All the evidence we have says that this is the 
better way.”  

 
Why the resistance of the ego to opening to pain  
 
But, so often we resist letting the heart be open to pain … and why?  
 
Paradoxically, it’s because we overvalue the ego and think that it should be the master of 
the Larger Self rather than the servant of the Larger Self.  
 
Oddly, we refuse to “give the ego its rights” because we think the ego should be able to 
master life, master its losses and the accompanying emotions. 
  
This is called “egotism” – the “ego” misjudging its role and acting as if it is the “master 
of its fate” – and is the more common way we lose our balance and fall off the ego-Self 
tightrope walk. 
 
“The art of losing” as a tight-rope balancing act 
 
To conclude:  
 
“The art of losing” has to do with the art of finding, keeping, and maintaining one’s 
balance on the ego-Self tight-rope walk:  
 
On the one hand, “giving the ego its rights” in the face of threats and losses to its identity: 
maintaining, paradoxically, that the ego has a right in the face of loss to mourn, to be 
weak, to go pieces; and, on the other hand, to know that its strength is not its own, but 
comes from another place, a Larger Center, which birthed it and will sustain it in all kinds 
of weather.  
 
The “art of losing” is not something that the ego should ever think it could master on its 
own; rather, it has to do with the ego humbly recognizing its role as the servant of the 
Larger Self and of opening to that Larger Self.  
 
A practice for “the art of losing”: ego-emptying and ego-opening 
 
Thus, in the end, there is an art that the ego can practice – or, at least, try to practice – 
which will serve it as it encounters the inevitable loses of life. It is the art of emptying, 



shedding its defenses, loosening its grip, letting go, and attempting to breathe into its 
losses.  
 
Though the ego is always tempted to put on its armor and withdraw into its defensive 
fortress in the face of loss and threats to its identity, there is also the possibility of 
opening up … which can be sought, practiced, and, to a degree, learned …  
 
… and when, through grace, a breach in our ego-defenses does occur, like the sluice-gate 
of a dam opening up, there pours through that opening – spontaneously and surprisingly, 
to the ego’s perspective – a clear-flowing and powerful stream of pure, crystalline, 
revivifying water that will sustain and carry us … enabling us to go forward into the 
future, whatever that future may hold, with faith, hope, courage, compassion, and love. 
 
Humility, humor and the ego 
 
I’ll end with a poem that, to me, captures the note of ego-humility … and, along with that 
humility, its redeeming, freeing, liberating companion, namely, humor.  
 
   Being Wrong 
    by Alison Luterman 

 
One of the great 
unheralded joys of late 
middle age is the mind-popping 
sensation 
of how many things 
I’ve been wrong about, 
starting with sex, 
my parents, 
and the meaning of the word 
bruschetta, then gliding on 
seamlessly to men, 
marriage, and magic 
mushrooms. All my firmly 
held opinions have loosened 
like teeth in receding gums 
or pilings that the indifferent sea 
has pounded into submission 
for centuries.  
What a relief 
to have been wrong 
about gluten-free pasta 
and skinny jeans, gender 
and white privilege! 
I suspect I’ve been wrong 
about pretty much everything, 



including death, 
which will come for everyone 
except me. 

 
Closing Hymn and Song  
 
For our closing music, we have two pieces: “Voice Still and Small” from our hymnal, 
pre-recorded by LeRoy Davidson on three instruments; a Grand piano, Hammond organ, 
and keyboard, with Harmony Rutter singing; and then, following that, our Special Music, 
“Heart With No Companion” by Leonard Cohen; performed live, with Dan on guitar and 
Harmony doing the vocals.  
 
Closing Words 
 
Our closing words are a short poem on the distinction, relationship, and partnership of the 
“smaller self” and the “Larger Self,” the “little ‘I’” and the “Larger ‘I’”, by Juan Ramon 
Jimenez:   

 
I am not I. 

I am this one 
Walking beside me whom I do not see, 
Whom at times I manage to visit, 
And whom at other times I forget; 
The one who remains silent when I talk, 
The one who forgives, sweet, when I hate, 
The one who takes a walk where I am not, 
The one who will remain standing when I die. 
   (Juan Ramon Jimenez, tr., Robert Bly, in The Soul Is Here For Its Own Joy, p. 246) 

 
Extinguishing the Chalice  
 
 We extinguish this flame, 

But not the Light of Truth, 
The Warmth of Community, 
The Fire of Commitment, 
Or the Power of Transformation; 
These we carry in our hearts 
Until we are together again. 

 
(NOTE: This is a manuscript version of the live-Zoom sermon given by the Rev. Bruce 
A. Bode at the Olympic Unitarian Universalist Fellowship of Sequim/Port Angeles, WA 
on June 13, 2021. Rev. Bode retired as senior minister of the Quimper Unitarian 
Universalist Fellowship in Port Townsend, WA in June 2018, and is now minister 
emeritus.) 
 


