Regret, Restoration, and Restitution

Kent SGM

We have each done and said things we deeply regret. What can we do to fix what we break? How are we changed when we have the humility to accept our mistakes and seek restoration? Let us learn together to heal the wounds we cause for such mis-steps are part of being alive.

Words for Gathering:
Some time when the river is ice ask me

mistakes I have made.  Ask me whether 

what I have done is my life.  Others

have come in their slow way into

my thought, and some have tried to help

or to hurt; ask me what difference

their strongest love or hate has made.

I will listen to what you say

You and I can turn and look 

at the silent river and wait.  We know

the current is there, hidden; and there 

are comings and goings from miles away

that hold the stillness exactly before us.

What the river says, that is what I say.



--William Stafford, “Ask Me”

Sitting in Stillness
As we prepare to create and enter a sacred space, let us take a moment to sit in silence together.  

Checking-in:
Please light a candle and tell us what has been happening in your life.  The group will listen with care, but without comment; please feel free to offer support after the group meeting. If you like, you may light your candle in silence.

Theme for Reflection:

Regret is an odd emotion because it comes only upon reflection.  Regret lacks immediacy, and so its power seldom influences events when it could do some good. 




---William O’Rourke, Author

Because we spill not only milk

knocking it over with an elbow

when we reach to wipe a small face

but also spill seed on soil we

thought was fertile but isn’t

and also spill whole lives and only

later see in fading light how 

much is gone and we hadn’t

intended it

Because we tear not only cloth

thinking to find a true edge and

instead making only a hole but

also tear friendships when we grow

and whole mountainsides

because we are so many and

we want to live right where black oaks

lived, once very quietly and still

Because we forget not only what

we are doing in the kitchen

and have to go back to the room we were in

before, remember why it was we left

but also forget entire lexicons of joy and

how we lost ourselves for hours

yet all that time were clearly

found and held and also forget

the hungry not at our table

Because we weep not only a jade

plants caught in a freeze and

precious papers left in the rain but

also a legs that no longer walk

or never did, although from the outside

they look like most others

and also week at words said once as

though they might be rearranged but

which, once loose, refused to return

and we are helpless

Because we are imperfect and love so

deeply we will never have enough days

we need to gift of starting over, beginning

again: just this constant good, this

saving hope.

--Nancy Schaffer

On the days between Rosh Hashanah and Yom Kippur, every fall, every year, the people make their peace with anyone they have wronged or slighted or injured or in any way neglected in the past twelve months.  The task is not to patch things up, smooth things over, reach a compromise, or sweep mistakes and uneasy memories under the rug; the task is not to feel better.  The task is ownership.  The goal is truth, for its own redemptive sake. …the task is not comfort, it is about truth, about wholeness and holiness.  

Restoration.




---Victoria Safford, At One

In responding to the following questions, know that they are your launching ground. Respond to the questions that speak to you personally or, if you’d rather, comment on the readings.

Consider actions you have taken and now regret that have caused pain or difficulty for another.  What have you done to make amends, to find some degree of restitution or restoration? 

Do you have regrets for actions you have taken for which there seems to be no restitution or restoration?  How does this feel?

Can you move on and forget? How have these experiences changed you?

How does forgiveness figure into your experience of regret, restoration, and restitution?

Likes and Wishes:


Please tell us what you liked and what you wish might have been different about this meeting.
Words for Parting

You do not have to be good.

You do not have to walk on your knees

for a hundred miles through the desert repenting.

You only have to let the soft animal of your body

love what it loves.

Tell me about despair, yours, and I will tell you mine.

Meanwhile the world goes on.

Meanwhile the sun and the clear pebbles of the rain

are moving across the landscapes,

over the prairies and the deep trees,

the mountains and the rivers.

Meanwhile the wild geese, high in the clear blue air,

are heading home again.

Whoever you are, no matter how lonely,

the world offers itself to your imagination, 

calls to you like the wild geese, harsh and exciting –

over and over announcing your place

in the family of things.



--Mary Oliver, Wild Geese
Extinguish candles
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