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(The bold refrains are lines from “Quiet Uptown.”)

First, a brief confession! I have only actually seen Hamilton one time - 
about a week ago! 

I hope those of you who came into this series not having seen it at all - or 
perhaps you still haven’t seen it - that you feel some sense of solidarity in this! 
But I thought, it might be helpful, if preaching during this series, to have seen the 
show at least once.

And the playwright has a pretty cool name if I do say so myself - 
Lin - spelled the way all the cool people spell it! 

So over the Halloween weekend, when my niece, who is much hipper than I, 
came into town, I asked if she would watch it with me. 

And, of course, she agreed. Because she had seen it a dozen times and could 
sing along with each track - and she took great joy in watching it again. 

In fact, before I saw Hamilton, I had overheard a good part of the soundtrack 
over the summers with her and her sister and brother - and on mission trips with 
our youth who listened to it while building fences and shoveling mulch. They 
loved it! 

This show really appeals to the younger crowd - the upbeat music, the flow of the 
lyrics, the scrappy young characters who dare to take a stand, who believe they 
can shape the world they live in, and who ultimately change history in significant 
ways. They see themselves in the characters.

In a similar way, so do we. In the character of Alexander Hamilton, we see our 
exquisite, tragic, complicated selves reflected back to us. We see our yearnings 



for meaning, for significance, for relationship, and security, and pleasure all laid 
bare - and we also come face to face with our own vulnerability. 1

I have a friend whose son was in 1st grade when he learned all the words to the 
Hamilton soundtrack. When I asked her how she navigated his love of the 
soundtrack with its adult heavy vocabulary, she said that she told him when he’s 
25-yrs-old playing the part of Hercules Muligan on stage, he can say the f-word. 
Until then, he can leave it to actor Okierete Onaodowan. 

I will say - for those still deciding if you will watch Hamilton - that I was blown 
away by the show - by the artistry of the music and lyrics, by the embodiment of 
the story in each actor, by the power of this small cast of folks who sometimes 
play more than one role - it was phenomenal. And while I really enjoyed the 
songs I’d already heard like “Alexander Hamilton” and “My Shot” and "Wait for It” 
- those weren’t the ones that lived with me days after. 

It was this one - “It’s Quiet Uptown” - one that was new to me. 
Here we meet Alexander and Eliza after the death of their 19-year-old son who is 
killed in a duel. In this moment, Alexander is stripped from all that has made him 
seem super human and mostly unrelatable throughout the first part of the show: 
A master of words,
A genius whose mind is always racing - 
who can write faster than most can think,
An orphan - as the opening refrain tells us - who grows up to be a hero and 
scholar,
A character who we know because his legacy lives in our history books.

But here, all of that is stripped away - he is simply and profoundly a grieving 
father. With the opening lines, 

there are moments that the words don’t reach 
there is suffering too terrible to name

- we find our non-stop wordsmith, at a loss for words. Instead, Eliza’s sister 
Angelica narrates the song, and through her words, we are invited to be 
participants in this process of grief with them. 
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I’ll admit, it is nearly impossible to listen to this piece without tearing up. It gently 
grabs our hand and walks us alongside the Hamiltons as they wander the length 
of the city. Even more, it touches the tender place in our own hearts where we’ve 
sealed off our own pain from loss. It makes us aware of grief’s presence in our 
life and takes us along on a path toward healing.2

This is a stark contrast to the book of Job. The book of Job is a complicated one 
that begs us to wrestle with questions of theology and theodicy - but at its very 
core, it is also a story of grief.  Job is described as a righteous and blameless 
man who has 10 children and is very wealthy. According to the story, a character 
called Satan challenges his faithfulness and argues that it is only because Job 
has not known suffering that he is faithful. God accepts Satan’s challenge and 
allows Satan to test Job’s faithfulness. In less than a chapter, Job’s children are 
killed, his servants are killed, and he loses all of his fortune. In the very next 
chapter, Satan inflicts Job with physical pain and terrible sores. The story of Job 
is often used as an example of faithfulness or patience (we’ve all heard the 
saying “with the patience of Job”), but Job has suffered unimaginable loss. 
Stripped of all he had - this story also becomes about a grieving father. 

Job sits quietly for seven days and seven nights - but in chapter 3 he raises his 
grief to God - crying out against the day of his own birth and questioning God’s 
righteousness in allowing such suffering. He explodes with raw grief and anger - 
and his friends become uncomfortable. 

In many ways, we have forgotten the importance of grief. As a culture, we too 
can be uncomfortable with public and sometimes even private expressions of 
grief. Angelica gets it right when she sings - 

we push away what we can never understand
we push away the unimaginable

Our capacity to grieve well has evaded us in proportion to our efforts to ignore 
death - to dress up our loved ones after they have died, to move our cemeteries 
to the outer parts of town, to focus more on the celebration of life than the grief 
over the one we’ve lost. Job’s friends fumble their way through their friend’s grief, 
insisting on offering trite remarks of comfort - “everything happens for a reason” 
or “just focus on the happy times” or “you’ll feel better soon” or “God will not give 
you more than you can handle” - all well-meaning sentiments that do not actually 
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honor the depth of grief - the pain and suffering - that is happening in front of 
them.  
This is one way that we fail to help people in their grief or even to give ourselves 
grace in our own grief - in the insistence that we move on quickly - that we move 
to comfort and away from our pain. Yet grief takes time. There are stages of grief 
that we must go through: disbelief, yearning, anger, depression - and these are 
not linear, but they cycle around; come and go; linger within us. We are 
sometimes drowning in the swirling waters of our grief while society is expecting 
us to “get on back to normal” - whatever that will look like on the other side. 

This song, however, approaches grief with a sacred patience. There is a gentle, 
elegant grace in the way it guides us back to the path of learning how to walk 
alongside those who grieve. Angelica and the chorus, and we the audience, 
become the sympathetic presence for Alexander and Eliza’s grief: 

If you see them in the street, 
walking by her side, 
talking by her side, have pity, 
they’re trying to do the unimaginable.

As we watch Alexander find solace in the quiet places - the garden, walks, prayer 
- through this piece we also find the invitation to fully experience our own grief. 

Giving ourselves the space to experience grief is important because the truth is 
we can’t know love fully without also knowing grief. 3

Nicholas Wolterstorff, a former professor of Philosophy at Yale, lost his 25-yr-old 
son in a rock-climbing accident. Years later he published a book called Lament 
for a Son, which consists of notes from his diary where he wrestles with his loss. 
In it he writes, 

If he was worth loving, he is worth grieving over. Grief is testimony to the 
worth of our loved one. That worth abides. So I own my grief. I do not try to 
put it behind me, to get over it, to forget it. I struggle to own it receptively. 
But I will not disown it. I shall remember Eric. Lament is now part of my life. 

There are no words for the depth of grief a parent experiences at the death of a 
child. It is a grief no one should have to know - and yet there is a silent, deep 
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grief resonating around us all the time of mothers who have never known or held 
the life that grew within them. There is an aching in the souls of mothers and 
fathers - a part of their hearts forever broken open with grief and a piece of them 
that holds the hopes and plans laid out and prayed out for their children; a wall 
within their souls inscribed with the name or names of children they do not get to 
hold on to in this lifetime. 

It is an unimaginable grief that many in our community know.

On October 20, 2005 - one of your own, Andrew Russoli, son of Roland Russoli 
and Sally White, was killed by an IED at the young age of 21. In that time you 
have shared your own grief as well as journeyed alongside Roland and Sally in 
theirs. Roland has shared his grief openly and you have held that with sacred 
grace. 

This past year, on Andrew’s birthday, Roland wrote:
The two best gifts that God has given to me have been my two sons. I 
found no greater joy in life than to become a father. One Christmas they 
had both come to my apartment to have dinner and exchange gifts. We 
joked and laughed, as we always had before, not knowing that one would 
be starting on his own personal odyssey to fight his own demons, and the 
other would go back to the war to fight demons that would not allow him to 
return to us. I remember falling sound asleep, knowing on that particular 
night that they were both safe and sound. We never know what tomorrow 
brings, all we can do is hug them and love them and pray that their 
journeys will someday bring them home.

We hold our children as tight as we can
and push away the unimaginable.

Hamilton and Eliza grieve because they love. We grieve because we love. 
Job grieves because he loves. 

God is not afraid of Job’s grief. He engages with Job in his questions and 
remains present with him throughout. His friends, however, cannot hold his grief 
with him - which God criticizes of them. 

They push away what they cannot understand - 



we push away what we cannot understand, and try to explain the unexplainable. 
If we are not careful, we, too, can be too quick to try to speak into someone’s 
grief what is simply unspeakable. 

Through out our series, we have used Jan Richardson’s book, The Cure for 
Sorrow, as our calls to worship. This book came out of a deep season of grief 
and loss. In 2010, Jan married her longtime love Garrison Doles. In 2013, 
Garrison died during a surgery that, though serious, was supposed to be 
uncomplicated. About her love for him, she says, “In the entirety of my life, what I 
am most proud of is this: that when Gary Doles crossed my path, I recognized 
him. Every single day, I knew what I had in him.” I love that for her. So many of us 
are haunted in our grief by the fear that those we loved did not know just how 
much we loved them. 

Jan Richardson was utterly devastated by her husband’s death - and, unlike 
Hamilton who lost his words in his grief, Jan took to words in her’s. Her book of 
blessings does not minimize the pain and bewilderment that came in the wake of 
a wrenching death. With these blessings, Jan entered, instead, into the depths of 
the shock, anger, and sorrow. From those depths, she has brought forth words 
that, with heartbreaking honesty, offer surprising comfort and stunning grace.

In one she writes … 
Let us agree for now that we will not say the breaking makes us stronger or that it 
is better to have this pain than to have done without this love. Let us promise we 
will not tell ourselves, time will heal the wound when every day our waking opens 
it anew. Perhaps for now, it can be enough to simply marvel at the mystery of 
how a heart so broken can go on beating as if it were made for precisely this. As 
if it knows the only cure for love is more of it, as if it sees the heart’s soul remedy 
for breaking is to love still. As if it trusts that its own persistent pulse is the rhythm 
of a blessing we cannot begin to fathom, that will save us nonetheless.4

“It’s Quiet Uptown” is a song that gives us insight into the unfathomability of 
profound loss, but also into the possibility of grace.

In The Cleansing Flood: A Poetic Memoir of the Grief Journey by Dr. Melissa 
McCroy Hatcher, she says -

You never “get over” losing a child. But you learn to manage it.
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You incorporate the loss into who you are.

I believe this to be true about all of our griefs - by some grace that we cannot fully 
understand, we are stretched and shattered and reshaped by our grief - never 
again the same - broken and yet more complete carrying that grief than we could 
be without it. 

Grief and grace look different for everyone and we never know who around us is 
carrying it deep within their souls. 

In an interview with Jan Richardson just this year, Kate Bower shared this story 
from her college experience. She says:
Years ago, my friend’s neighborhood flooded. The nearby river had washed out 
the bottom two floors of people’s homes. And so some friends and I drove out to 
help people clear out the wreckage of what was left. It was all of their belongings, 
everything they loved, waterlogged and about to become a giant mold trap 
splayed all over the neighborhood. So basically, everything had to go. I was 
cleaning out this yard, throwing clothes and headboards and old board games 
into a dumpster, and I reached for this tricycle and everyone around me all at 
once yelled. “No, no, no, no, not that!” My first thought was. But this neighbor 
doesn’t have a kid. I knew he lived alone. But my friends said quietly, “Oh, no, 
that’s Chris’s tricycle. They lost him when he was four.” The neighbor cleared his 
throat and gently took back the tricycle. And he said, “Yes, I’m sorry. I’ll need to 
keep that. I will become a lot of things, but I need to remember that I was that 
kid’s dad.”5

There are moments that the words don’t reach …
There’s a grace too powerful to name.

The floods will come. It will take almost everything away. 
The death of a child.
A devastating miscarriage.
A cancer diagnosis.
A divorce. 
Depression. 
Suicide.
Rejection from your family.
A terrible accident.
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The death of a parent or spouse or friend.

We will keep losing the landmarks of who we were, who we are. We feel joy. We 
are heartbroken. We feel nothing in one moment and everything the next. 
It feels like life will ever be okay again. And though it’s hard to believe, we do not 
move on or forget. But we can allow life to take up the space it demands, hoping 
that one day our love will outweigh our sorrow. Believing that grace will meet us 
in this space.6

And while the grace is not ours to give,
Perhaps we can learn to walk alongside one another 
with the kind of gentle support that allows us to bring comfort 
and make space for grief - our own and others’. 

There are people all around us
carrying some amount grief within them 
so as we walk through these days together,
remember -

When you see them in the streets of life
Walking by themselves
Talking to themselves
Have pity - you never know -
They could be going through the unimaginable.
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