
November 2020 Sunday Worship Services Zoom Link  
https://zoom.us/j/94822183499?pwd=ZVhkMHZWSnR1bTI5czZWRk1zdFFmQT09
Meeting ID: 948 2218 3499		Passcode: fuusm2323
Dial in by phone from your regional location
By Phone  1-929 205 6099 US (New York)        1-301 715 8592 US (Germantown)
Same Meeting ID (as above): 948 2218 3499	Different Passcode: 772050
(10:30)  Gathering & Greeting	(11am)  Welcome Slide 


Transgender Day of Remembrance Prayer
By Sunshine Jeremiah Wolfe - Dir. of Congregational Life for Central East Region, UUA
Friday November 20, 2020
	On this Transgender Day of Remembrance,
we remember those who have been murdered for being who they are,
those who face violence on a daily basis,
those who have lost loved ones, and those who worry for loved ones.
May we come to a time when we cease to shame children around gender roles and expression,
where we allow for freedom and exploration of identity and expression,
and to a world that operates from love especially when things are difficult and confusing.
May all of us who live with the threat of violence find support, strength,
community, hope, and safety from violence.

November is National Native American Heritage Month
Librarian of Congress Names Joy Harjo the Nation's 23rd Poet Laureate
(June, 2019) Harjo is the first Native American poet to serve in the position – she is an enrolled member of the Muscogee Creek Nation. She is also the nation's first Poet Laureate from Oklahoma. Hayden says that Harjo's poems tell “an American story of tradition and loss, reckoning and myth-making. Her work powerfully connects us to the earth and the spiritual world with direct, inventive lyricism helping us reimagine who we are.” 

Sun. Nov. 22        Thanksgiving - Let’s Tell a Truer Story
A sense of place and belonging is a vital part of our identity.  Can we clearly look anew at our cultural traditions?  Let us listen and learn, and choose a better understanding.  
Many Indigenous people view the myth of Thanksgiving as oppressive, and have called for a National Day of Mourning on what has been Thanksgiving Day.

**Prepare for the Zoom service with a small glass of cranberry juice, 
apple cider or water available, and a dish or potted plant to pour into 
for a simple offering of thanks at the end of the service.

November 22, 2020  Order of Service
Thanksgiving time means the first hard freeze, the first spitting ice to rattle the dry autumn leaves.  Early morning frost crystallizes grasses into rods of light.  The last bit of bright color is gone from the woods, and the last walk has been taken without gloves and a scarf.
But it also means family, si da ne lv hi, to the Cherokee.
Tradition holds true in keeping a common thread with other times and other persons.  
So it is with Wakan Tanka (Great Spirit).  We believe that he is everywhere, 
yet, he is to us the spirit of our friends, whose voices we cannot hear.  
-Chased-By-Bears, A Cherokee Feast of Days - Joyce Sequichie Hifler


Welcome Slide  
Prelude    	Hirtengesang  (Pastoral Song) - Franz Liszt	Randall Kidder, Pianist

Welcome							Rev. Kathryn Hawbaker

Welcome Song #407	  We’re Gonna Sit at the Welcome Table  
Singing the Living Tradition				
We’re gonna sit at the welcome table,
We’re gonna sit at the welcome table one of these days,
Hallelujah!
We’re gonna sit at the welcome table one of these days.


Chalice Lighting #437  Let Us Worship   -Kenneth L. Patton
Let us worship with our eyes and ears and fingertips;
Let us love the world through heart & mind & body.
We feed our eyes upon the mystery and revelation 
in the faces of our brothers and sisters (siblings).
					Let us worship, and let us learn to love.


Choir Song:  Life is Calling Us  -Natalie Sweeth
							Martha Webster, Choir Director

Reading		Eagle Poem by Joy Harjo


Story for All Ages	Which Bird Speaks to You?
The Condor (S)  & The Eagle (N) come together for wisdom.

Musical Interlude	The Wind that Shook the Barley  	
(YouTube video)		The Clancy Brothers and Tommy Makem

Reflection	   Thanksgiving:  Let’s Tell a Truer Story      
						Rev. K. Hawbaker
	
Ritual of Remembrance
Use a small glass of cranberry juice, apple cider or water, and a dish or potted plant to pour it into after drinking some, for a simple offering of thanks.

Postlude  #69   	Give Thanks	from Singing the Living Tradition	

Zoom Poll
Joys & Sorrows
Announcements
*See Announcement page sent by email from the Office, and the attached information.
Time of Social Sharing

Let this be a time of service and learning.
* Food Pantry items are being collected @ FUUSM by the door to the Social Hall.

Daily Meditation (Nov. 23- 28)
Each day of this next week, I will send out an email offering:  
a recipe, a word of grace, a lesson and a simple song.

Please respond to the polls on Zoom Sunday Service this Sunday & next (11/29) 
to select your choice in the song bracket for Thanksgiving.  
(Inspired by The Today Show)	preview for this Sunday Nov. 22 
Songs of Thanksgiving	(words below)
 most hymns are from    Singing the Living Tradition

1)  #1003   Where Do We Come From?	Singing the Journey	
OR		Welcome Song by Hal Walker

2)  #349     We Gather Together	OR 	#67     We Sing Now Together	

3)  #69  Give Thanks		OR		#112  Do You Hear?

4)  Over the River		OR  		#68  Come, Ye Thankful People
Words for the Songs of Thanksgiving ~ Choose one of each pair

1A]	#1003  Words:  Paul Gaugin (1848-1903 and Brian Tate 1954-  Music by Brian Tate.
Where do we come from, what are we, where are we going?
Mystery.  Mystery.  Life is a riddle and a mystery.  
Where do we come from?  Where are we going?

OR 1B]   Welcome Song  Words & Music by Hal Walker
Whoever you are we welcome you.  
Wherever you come from we welcome you.
Whomever you love we welcome you.


2A]   #349     We Gather Together	
Words: Dorothy C. & Robert E. Senghas (UU 1928- )  Music: 1626, arr. by Edward Kremser (1838-1914)
We gather together in joyful thanksgiving, 
acclaiming creation, whose bounty we share;
both sorrow and gladness we find now in our living,
we sing a hymn of praise to the life that we bear.
	We gather together to join in the journey,
	confirming, committing our passage to be
	a true affirmation, in joy and tribulation, 
	when bound to human care and hope - then we are free.


OR 	2B]  #67     We Sing Now Together	
Words: Edwin T. Buehrer (UU- 1894-1969)  Music: 1626, arr. by Edward Kremser (1838-1914)
We sing now together our song of thanksgiving, 
rejoicing in goods which the ages have wrought, 
for Life that enfolds us, and helps and heals and holds us, 
and leads beyond the goals which our forebears once sought.
	We sing of the feedoms which martyrs and heroes
	have won by their labor, their sorrow, their pain;
	the oppressed befriending, our ampler hopes defending,
	their death becomes a triumph, they died not in vain.





3A]  #69  Give Thanks	  
Words: Anoymous (1904)  Music: William Caldwell’s Union Harmony 1837  Tune: Foundation
Give thanks for the corn and the wheat that are reaped, 
for labor well done and for barns that are heaped,
for the sun and the dew and the sweet honeycomb, 
for the rose and the song and the harvest brought home.

Give thanks for the mills and the farms of our land,
for craft and the strength in the work of our hands, 
for the beauty our artists and poets have wrought,
for the hope and affection our friendships have brought.

Give thanks for the homes that with kindness are blessed, 
for seasons of plenty and well-deserved rest, 
x)  for our country extending from sea unto sea, 
for ways that have made it a land for the free.


OR  3B]  #112  Do You Hear?  
Words:  Emily L. Thorn (UU-1915-)  Music: William Caldwell’s Union Harmony 1837  Tune: Foundation
Do you hear, oh my friend, in the place where you stand, 
through the sky, through the land, do you hear, do you hear?
In the heights, on the plain, in the vale, on the main, 
in the sun, in the rain, do you hear? Do you hear?
	Through the roar, through the rush, through the throng, 
	through the crush, do you hear in the hush of your soul, of your soul?
	Hear the cry fear won’t still, hear the heart’s call to will, 
	hear a sigh’s startling trill in your soul, in your soul?
From the place where you stand to the outermost strand, 
do you hear, oh my friend, do you hear, do you hear?
All the dreams, all the dares, all the sighs, all the prayers - 
they are yours, mine and theirs - do you hear, do you hear?  










4A]  Over the River  (1844) Poem by Lydia Marie Child- The New England 									Boy’s Song about Thanksgiving Day
Over the river, and through the wood,	To Grandfather's house we go;
th horse knows the way to carry the sleigh through the white & drifted snow.

Over the river, and through the wood, to Grandfather's house away!
We would not stop for doll or top, for 'tis Thanksgiving Day.

Over the river, and through the wood—oh, how the wind does blow!
It stings the toes and bites the nose as over the ground we go.

Over the river, & through the wood—& straight through the barnyard gate,
We seem to go extremely slow,  it is so hard to wait!


OR  4B]		#68  Come, Ye Thankful People
Words:  Henry Alford (1810-1871)  Music: George Job Elvey (1816-1893)  Tune: St. George’s Windsor
Come, ye thankful people, come, raise a song of harvest home:  
fruit and crops are gathered in, safe before the storms begin;
God, our Maker, will provide for our needs to be supplied; 
come to God’s own temple, come, raise a song of harvest home.

All the world is but a field, given for a fruitful yield;
wheat and tares together sown, here for joy or sorrow grown:  
first the blade, and then the ear, then the full corn shall appear;  
God of harvest, grant that we wholesome grain and pure may be.
 














READINGS & RESOURCES
#437  Let Us Worship   -Kenneth L. Patton
Let us worship with our eyes and ears and fingertips;
Let us love the world through heart & mind & body.
We feed our eyes upon the mystery and revelation 
in the faces of our brothers and sisters (siblings).

We seek to know the wistfulness of the very young and the very old, 
the wistfulness of people in all times of life.  		
We seek to understand the shyness behind arrogance, the fear behind pride, 
the tenderness behind clumsy strength, the anguish behind cruelty.
All life flows into a great common life, 
if we will only open our eyes to our companions.

Let us worship, not in bowing down, not with closed eyes and stopped ears.
Let us worship with the opening of all the windows of our beings, 
with the full outstretching of our spirits.
Life comes with singing and laughter, with tears and confiding, 
with a rising wave too great to be held in the mind and heart and body, 
to those who have fallen in love with life.
Let us worship, and let us learn to love.



(November 21)   Thanksgiving time means the first hard freeze, the first spitting ice to rattle the dry autumn leaves.  Early morning frost crystallizes grasses into rods of light.  The last bit of bright color is gone from the woods, and the last walk has been taken without gloves and a scarf.

But it also means family, si da ne lv hi, to the Cherokee.
Tradition holds true in keeping a common thread 
with other times and other persons.  
We remember them with love and apprecition.  
We cook the same food, continue the same good-natured bantering 
and chaos with children underfoot.  
With the flow of activity, some moments can be stressful-
but then, someone recalls earlier times.  
The young ones say what it meant to them.  
Suddenly, tradition takes a tighter hold— and no one minds.

So it is with Wakan Tanka.  We believe that he is everywhere, 
yet, he is to us the spirit of our friends, whose voices we cannot hear.  
-Chased-By-Bears, 
A Cherokee Feast of Days - Joyce Sequichie Hiflet
Eagle Poem - Joy Harjo
To pray you open your whole self
To sky, to earth, to sun, to moon
To one whole voice that is you.
And know there is more
That you can’t see, can’t hear;
Can’t know except in moments
Steadily growing, and in languages
That aren’t always sound but other
Circles of motion.
Like eagle that Sunday morning
Over Salt River. Circled in blue sky
In wind, swept our hearts clean
With sacred wings.
We see you, see ourselves and know
That we must take the utmost care
And kindness in all things.
Breathe in, knowing we are made of
All this, and breathe, knowing
We are truly blessed because we
Were born, and die soon within a
True circle of motion,
Like eagle rounding out the morning
Inside us.
We pray that it will be done
In beauty.			In beauty.
Joy Harjo, “Eagle Poem” from In Mad Love and War. Copyright © 1990 by Joy Harjo. 
Reprinted with permission- Wesleyan University Press,
The Wind That Shakes the Barley   -Robert Dwyer Joyce.
						The Clancy Brothers and Tommy Makem
I sat within the valley green
I sat me with my true love
My heart strove the two between
The old love and the new love
		The old for her the new
		That made me think on Ireland dearly
		While soft the wind blew down the glen
		and shook the golden barley
……………………………………...…………...…………………….
'Twas hard the  Awful words to frame
To break the ties that bound us
But harder still to bear the shame
of foreign chains around us
		And so I said the mountain glen
		I'll Seek at morning early	
		While soft the wind blew down the glen
		And  shook the golden barley.
…………………………………………………………………...…….
'Twas sad I kissed away her tears
My fond arm round her flinging
The Old man's shot burst on our ears
From out the wild woods ringing
		A bullet pierced my true love's side
		In life's young spring so early
		And on my breast in blood she died
		While soft winds shook the barley.
……………...……………………………………………………..
But blood for blood without remorse
I've taken at oulart's hollow
I've lain my true love's clay like corpse
Where I soon must follow
		Around her grave I've wandered drear
		Noon, night, and morning early
		With breaking heart when I hear
		The wind that shakes the barley..... X2

