Homily for Memorial Service for Steve Grate
12 August 2010

I recently read that a 50-something-year-old author said that his cancer nearly killed him, but it gave him a “passport to intimacy.”  A suggestive phrase, I think.  And then he said: “It focused me with a desire to go deep into peoples’ souls.”

On this occasion, we have gathered to remember and to celebrate the life and faith of Steve Grate, who longed for the deeper intimate experiences and who was intrigued with the mystery and work of the human soul.  Just a week ago last, I was fortunate to have a “power lunch” with Steve.  We agreed to meet for 90 minutes, which turned into nearly three hours.  His phone rang I suspect twenty times.  I now realize that more than anything else we talked about the wonderful gift of intimacy, the grace that allows us to reside deep in the Reality of which Jesus often spoke.  Going deep into the soul’s intimate work exposes our longings and grief, our joy and restlessness.  This mysterious place where our heart and treasures lie is a challenge to traverse.  
Given Steve’s love of the earth, I’d like to refer to this mysterious place as terra animus, the land of the soul.  Steve’s terra animus was somewhere between wires and wilderness, between statistics and Spirit, between technology and trees, between traffic on 405 and telepathy.  Isn’t that right?  Steve navigated that mysterious place between structure and synchronicity, speaker phones and smoke signals, between power and presence.  He was complicated and he was simple.  He was an island, and he was in want of a monastic community, which is to say that he could be alone, but he preferred to be alone in community, which is a good place to be.  And we will miss him.  I will miss him.  He enriched my life and Juli’s life.  He wanted the best for me and this church he loved, and it irritated him when it looked like we were selling out for less than we could be. 

One of the things I brooded on after hearing of Steve’s death was a moving piece entitled: “Prophets of a Future Not Our Own,” written by Oscar Romero, former Archbishop of El Salvador.  Romero, too, left us suddenly; he was assassinated in 1980 while celebrating Mass.  He was an outspoken critic of anything that sought to ruin his country.  As you know, Steve, like the Archbishop, could be outspoken, and he, too, set in motion ideas, beginnings, and awakenings that would out live him.  On this day of remembrance, I’ve taken the liberty of revising Romero’s words and will allow Steve to have the last word.  Listen to these words from the other side:

“To my sons Michael and Peter as you launch into your new lives, careers, travels,

and marriage, to my beloved parents and my brothers and their families, who remain   
 
amazing as ever, and respected and trusted by all who know them, and to my friends,
 
many and diverse, who work long and hard and with passion for the church I love, the
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mines and history that I treasure, who live in the great northwest that I have learned to  
 
call home:  
 

“Remember that it helps, now and then, to step back and take the long view (and 
 

by the way, thanks for doing that this morning and for speaking so graciously of me).
 
 
“Remember that we accomplish in our lifetime only a tiny fraction of the 
 

magnificent enterprise that is God’s work.  Nothing I did was complete…nothing 
 

you will do is complete, which is another way of saying that the kingdom always 
 

lies beyond us.  
 

“This is what we are about: We plant seeds that one day will grow.  We water  
 

seeds already planted…we lay foundations that will need further development,
 

we provide yeast that produces effects way beyond our capabilities.  
 

“You may never see the end results (trust me, I know what I’m talking about), 
 

but that is the difference between the master builder and the worker.  We are 
 

workers, not master builders.  We are ministers but not messiahs.  We are 
  

prophets of a future not our own.”
Delivered by Rev. Tom Steffen, Pastor of St. Peter’s UMC on the occasion of Steve’s memorial service held in the sanctuary of St. Peter’s, 12 August 2010.
