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I am visited by certain recurring memories, often out of the blue. Two memories paid a visit this 

past week. One more out of the blue than the other.  

First, the least expected one. I was about 5 years old. I sat down on the curb of our 

neighborhood street. I started to cry. My buddy Jimmy’s grandfather, who lived next door, a 

three-generation home, had died. The grandfather was kind to me. It was if we practiced an 

ancient greeting of the African Bush people. I’d walk out of the menacing bush of my home to 

hear “I see you!” I exclaim, “I’m here!” The grandfather steadied my shaky world with gentle 

regard.  

Now, the other memory, the more frequent one. I had a restless night. I got up, grabbed 

the Boston Globe, the editorial page. The lead editorial caught my attention, Next Front in the 

AIDS War.  I quote:  One recent example of the evolution in AIDS care is the closing of the 

Hospice at Mission Hill.  Opened in 1989, when AIDS was younger and more terrifying, the 

hospice offered AIDS patients a medically supportive, homelike place to die.  But now, 1000 

patients later, the hospice faces extinction:  Demand for its services has dropped so much that it 

can no longer earn the money it needs to operate. 

I came to Boston in the summer of 1989 as executive director of the health care 

corporation that was six months away from opening the Hospice at Mission Hill, an acute care, 

inpatient AIDS hospice.  The editorial was sad and not so sad news.  

The not so sad news first.  Those of us around when Mission Hill opened often said that 

we longed for the day when Mission Hill closed, for the right reason, when what we offered was 

no longer needed.  For the most part, we got our wish.   

As the editorial indicated, the good news about the Mission Hill’s decline is that science 

and hope finally had the upper hand.  Drug cocktails that suppressed the virus, made stronger, 

more clear thinking, more pain-free, more hopeful persons out of those who previously had one 

foot in the grave.  More people could get comprehensive care and sophisticated treatments at 

home.  Now the sad news.  Before the good news soaked in, memories of all those who had died 

on our watch, and their loved ones, came to mind.  

A few weeks later, I said good-bye to the Hospice at Mission Hill.  I arrived twenty 

minutes after the last guest left, transferred to a palliative care unit of a local hospital.  I thumbed 

through four years of scrap books with pictures of, and words about, many of those I had known.  

Tommy, Robert, Lucky, Ron, Donald, Mary, Wayne.  How wasted so many of them were at the 

end.  They often looked like ravaged octogenarians. I wish science and hope had the upper hand 

when my friends were trying to outlast, out maneuver a dreadful disease.   

Arise, shine; for your light has come, and the glory of the Lord has risen upon you.  

Opening words of the 60th chapter of Isaiah were written for Israelites who had returned home 

from exile in Babylon.  The scrap books at Mission Hill remind me of those Israelites who never 

made it back home, those who died in captivity or on the way home.   

Epiphany light illumines a path out of darkness. Epiphany light greets us with I see you! 

and we respond, I’m here! Still, the burdens and losses of exile travel with us. The burdens and 

losses are lighter. Words of Jesus come to mind: My yoke is easy, my burden is light.  Our 



homecomings, both festive and hard fought, are visited with bittersweet tears of bondage 

remembered.  

St. Mark’s is blessed with a building that provides space for people returning from the 

exile of addiction. Their journey from Babylon to Judah are meetings where testimonies don’t 

have to be sugar coated.  

Over time, and through prayerful reflection, I’ve learned that my journey out of the bush 

of early childhood is well served by inviting unvarnished memories and experiences to walk with 

me out of the darkness and into the light. If I try to leave behind the screaming, hitting, hateful, 

hurtful miasma from which I emerged, I am more likely to be pulled back into the madness of 

the savanna.  

Demons are like terrorists. They work undercover, set traps for us. When we name them, 

when we say to the demons, I see you! they lose some of their power over us. They don’t 

exclaim, I’m here! But they are easier to travel with; grumpy but less devious.  

And what about your journeys from Babylon to Judah? How light is your load? If it is too 

heavy at times, possibly some of the weight is due to what you think you’ve left behind but 

haven’t. Do as Jesus did. Call the rascals out from behind the trees. 

The heart of God embraces our lives-the-way-they-really-are—Babylon, Judah, and the 

territory in between. The heart of God settles for nothing less than the utter givenness of our 

existence—past, present, and future. That’s the life to which the heart of God says I see you! You 

see even that? Yes. And with open arms no less? Yes. Okay. I’m here! 

The Hospice at Mission Hill, those who find relational solace in our building, my own 

journey, your journeys from Babylon to Judah. The Good News? Emmanuel—God with Us!  

Remember: Jesus said to the lame man, who spent 38 years waiting to be healed, “Take 

up your mat and walk.” Jesus did not say, “My God; ditch that disgusting rug and come with 

me.”   

Friends, life is more about broken skies, less about cloudy or clear skies.  Life is more 

about the season of Epiphany, about intermittent manifestations of refracted, prismed light. Life 

is more than Lent's stark night, less than Easter's bright day. Sunrise and sunset would be less 

enchanting without the dance of light and clouds.  

Epiphany may be enough for now; a peg to hang the coat of our hope, in the foyer of 

everlasting love. We’ll cross the threshold later. 

Amen.  

 


