
Poplar Ridge May 3, 2015 

Order of Service 

“Behold This Compost” 
 

Prelude 
 

Welcome/Invocation  
 

First Hymn -- First Hymn:  Beauty Around Us, Blue 55 
 

Readings -- Job 1:21, Ezekiel 36:26, Walt Whitman 
 

Second Hymn  -- Now the Green Blade Riseth, Green 116 
 

Joys and Concerns 
 

Interlude 
 

Prayer -- Compost Meditations 
 

Third Hymn I Am an Acorn, Green, 242  
 

Message:  Behold This Compost 
 

Fourth Hymn - How Great Thou Art, Green 8 
 

Closing/Benediction --  A Prayer in Spring, Robert Frost 
 

Afterthoughts and Announcements 
 

Postlude 
 
 
Welcome and Invocation 

Good morning Friends.   

It is May 3, and we have crossed the mid-way point between the Spring Equinox 
and the Summer Solstice, a time when for thousands of years people in the 
Northern Hemisphere have celebrated with gratitude the fertility of the Earth, so 



necessary for our own flourishing. In our little paradise on our hill in Tompkins 
county, my boys and I have added compost to the garden and planted peas and 
onions.  I brought some with me here, from the heart of our compost pile. 

I saw a bumper sticker recently that said "Compost Happens,”  and that seemed to 
me to be a very succinct prayer, a prayer of ending and beginning, a prayer of faith 
in resurrection, a faith in the power that brings forth new life from death and decay.  
Today our prayers for the hurting, greening, growing world will be prayers of 
compost. 

First Hymn:  Beauty Around Us, Blue 55 
  



 
Readings 

Job 1:21 
He said, “Naked I came from my mother’s womb, and naked shall I return there; 

the LORD giveth, and the LORD taketh away; blessed be the name of the LORD.” 

Ezekiel 36:26 

A new heart also will I give you, and a new spirit will I put within you: and I will 
take away the stony heart out of your flesh, and I will give you a heart of tender 
flesh. 
 
Behold this compost! behold it well! -- Walt Whitman, from This Compost 
   
 
Second Hymn: Now the Green Blade Riseth, Green 116 
 
Joys and Concerns 
 
Interlude 
 
  



 
Prayer 

God of All Things, God of Compost, God of the inner, secret world of mold and 
bacteria, God of decay and transformation we pray to you today.  We pray to the 
God of decomposition, of holy yielding, of letting go, of becoming one, of 
vulnerability.  Oh, Great Composter, may we learn humility, may we accept the 
grace of the good rest that teems with unseen inner activity, may we live knowing 
that truly all things work together for good to them that love God.  Compost us, 
God. take us, make us Holy Humus, the place where all that dies is reborn, the 
place where death is transformed and becomes the ground from which new life 
grows.  This is our resurrection song, our compost prayer.  Let Compost Happen. 
Let us find the gift in the discarded, old, and rotten.  Let us be that gift, help us to 
surrender to the grace of compost, of death transformed, of the promise of 
resurrection.  Oh God, Holy Composter, help us to place our faith in this 
mystery, this rich earth, both tomb and womb.  Amen.   
 
Third Hymn:  I Am an Acorn, Green 242-- Children may go downstairs for 
their own fellowship 
 
Message:  “Behold This Compost” 
 
Fourth Hymn:  How Great Thou Art, Green 8 
 
 
 
  



 
Message: Behold This Compost 
 
When my son Caz turned four, it was as if he consulted the child development 
books.  He immediately, as if right on cue, began to think that words like poopy 
pants are hilarious.  He also began to experience a deepening awareness of his 
separateness, his distinct self, as he reached new levels of independence.  And so 
new questions and thoughts formed about this self, and its relationship to the rest 
of the world.  In the last five months, just about every week, we have had 
conversations about his new sense of separateness, and with it his developing 
spirituality and awareness of mortality -- As I observe it, I think he is trying to 
begin to make sense of both his connectedness to something larger than himself, 
and his separateness.  In those conversations, I rely heavily on the phrase that has 
been our family’s anchor and value system, which I have spoken of here before, 
and that is:  Everything that has been alive goes back into being soil.  Our bodies 
one day, will die, and will go to soil.  meanwhile, as I have framed it, our hearts 
will go to God.  Both our hearts and our bodies live in a new way, as part of 
something else.  What I say is that the God part of us, in our hearts, where we love, 
lives on in the love.  
 
So, many of these conversations with Caz are happening as I drive him to nursery 
school.  The other day, his voice said from the back seat, conversationally, “you 
know Mommy, our hearts where the love is, don’t die.”  There was a pause, in 
which he seemed to be thinking, and I thought, either A. nice work Rebecca you 
deserve a pat on the back for inculcating  a solid spiritual foundation for your boys, 
or B. there may be a misunderstanding forming here.  and then his voice piped up 
again: “Do they keep the hearts in a special place?” 
 
So.  It was B.  But the conversation continued from there, and will continue, I 
hope, for many years.  That day, and many days, I stumble over trying to explain to 
my very literal four year that the invisible, like love that we feel in our hearts, is 
very real.  And I equally stumble over the developmentally appropriate way to be 
honest that our bodies, also very real in a different way, including the physical 
organ of our hearts, will one day cease to be here in this same form.  
 



This has been a Spring long in coming, dearly welcomed after a long, cold winter.  
As we watch the green things grow, and small shoots reach from the black soil, we 
are part of a living mystery play in which, all around us the cold tomb opens and 
brings forth new life, a true and literal resurrection in our midst.  In spring, this 
cycle seems very true:  Living things go back into soil, and from the soil new 
living things emerge, which will, in their turn, also go back into being soil.  Forms 
change, and yet something changeless, or at least something not subject to the 
same kind of change, endures.  Do they keep the hearts in a special place?  is a 
worshipful query for our days.  Is there a place where our hearts reside? As we 
move through the seasons of our lives, where do we keep our hearts?   
 
Each year this mystery of my heart of spirit and tender flesh is resolved, partly, in 
forsythia bushes.  8 years ago, in the early spring, my husband George and I 
mourned the stillbirth of our first son.  After that experience, we planted forsythia 
bushes, always among the first things to bloom, and bloom riotously, each year.  
Their brilliant yellow blossoms began to open on Friday, shouting:  YELLOW!!  
Forsythia grows really well, and fast.  They are going to take over the whole south 
end of the cultivated area in front of our house.  For me they have become 
exuberant proof, every year, that life goes on, and carries our hearts along with it.  
 
A year after we planted these forsythias, my son Cyrus was born, and I was given a 
very great gift by a compassionate doctor, that has continued to echo for me as I 
now raise my two living sons.  This doctor's words came to me again this year as I 
watched for the forsythias to bloom.  Seven years ago, I had gone through a second 
traumatic birth experience, in which I and Cyrus almost died.  Afterwards, I felt 
broken and deeply traumatized by this event, and I felt unsafe in a fundamental 
soul and body way.  I said to the doctor that I felt I had come up against a dark 
force in the universe which was indifferent to my suffering, and indifferent 
specifically to whether I or anyone I loved continued to exist.  She said, and I will 
never forget it and always be grateful, that yes, she had been with many people 
who had come up against the force I am talking about, and that it is very powerful 
and it can feel as if it is indifferent, but it is not.  “It is not indifferent”, she said, 
“but it does not carry a preference for whether we continue in this form or not.” I 
protested, angrily, “Well what good is it then, because I have a form I am attached 
to and so does everyone I love???”  She said, carefully, and afterwards I wrote it 



down:  “This force of Life and Death doesn’t carry a preference for the way you 
are showing up right now.  not because it does not love every single particular 
form, but because it loves you just as much even if and when your form changes.”    
 
The Lord Giveth, and The Lord Taketh Away, and we are called beloved either 
way, blessed be the name of the Lord.  The season of new life, somehow, each 
year, rises from death.  It appears that we can not have one without the other.  No 
Life without Death.  No Death without Life.  Behold, this compost. 
 
and now I see my son -- who was just a baby!  just yesterday this round laughing 
Buddha of a baby, totally at one with his world, no sense of separation! -- just 
beginning this realization of the gift of this form he has been given, and the first 
inkling of knowing that the form will be taken some day.  Usually the 
conversations with Caz end with him saying, “I don’t want to die.” And I affirm 
that.  With some words like “Yeah, me neither, life is so great, and I am so lucky to 
be alive to love you and Cyrus and Daddy.”  And we usually leave it there, until 
we circle back around again, on the next trip to nursery school. 
 
In the meantime, his words, like the words of my doctor seven years ago,  echo 
through these spring days:  Is there a special place where they keep the hearts? 
Where do our hearts reside?  Where do we keep our hearts? 
 
We have hearts of flesh, and hearts of the spirit.  We are given both, and both we 
will one day give back.  our hearts reside here in this world, this lovely, terrifying 
world of beloved places and faces.  our hearts rest with those we love.  our hearts 
also kept inside the whole universe of seasons that come and go and come once 
again, in the mystery of death and new life, they sing the song of compost, blessed 
be the name of the Lord.  Is there a special place where they keep the hearts?  Yes.  
Yes, I think there is.     
...And I will give you a heart of tender flesh….Behold this compost.  Behold it 
well. 
 
~Silent Worship~ 
 
Mary Oliver, About Angels and About Trees 

Where do angels 



        fly in the firmament, 
and how many can dance 

        on the head of a pin? 

Well, I don't care 

        about that pin dance, 
what I know is that 
        they rest, sometimes, 
in the tops of the trees 

and you can see them, 
        or almost see them, 
or, anyway, think: what a 

        wonderful idea. 
I have lost as you and 

        others have possibly lost a 

beloved one, 
        and wonder, where are they now? 

The trees, anyway, are 

        miraculous, full of 

angels (ideas);even 

        empty they are a 

good place to look, to put 
        the heart at rest--all those 

leaves breathing the air, so 

peaceful and diligent, and certainly 

        ready to be 

the resting place of 

        strange, winged creatures that we, in this world, have loved. 
 
Benediction 
 
May composting be our way, our truth, and our life. 
May we learn from compost how to yield, how to surrender, how to let go. 
May we come to believe in transformation, in the possibility of new life, in the 
busy working of unseen miracles that make all things new.  



May we have faith in the soil.  May we be grounded.  May we plant our hearts and 
let them grow.  May we call this earth beloved and know that we are too. 
May we go forth in peace, as parts of a great whole, and let compost happen. 


