“THEY ARE STILL ESSENTIAL”
SUNDAY, MAY 2, 2021

WELCOME
HYMN # 121         “WE’LL BUILD A LAND”
PRELUDE    “I AM A SEWING MACHINE”                                         BEV GRANT                                       
CALL TO MINDFULNESS
CHALICE LIGHTING
HYMN #157        “STEP BY STEP THE LONGEST MARCH”                      
SILENT MEDITATION  
INTERLUDE     “JOE HILL”                                                                     JOAN BAEZ
SERMON       “THEY ARE STILL ESSENTIAL”          REV. PAUL DODENHOFF                      
ANNOUNCEMENTS / VIRTUAL DONATION
https://uucpalisades.org/donate-to-uucp/#.YGYj-a9KhPY
CLOSING WORDS                                                               
POSTLUDE “WE WERE THERE”                                                          BEV GRANT

LYRICS TO HYMNS AND  SPECIAL MUSIC

“WE’LL BUILD A LAND” (HYMN #121)

We’ll build a land where we bind up the broken.
We’ll build a land where the captives go free,
where the oil of gladness dissolves all mourning.
Oh, we’ll build a promised land that can be.
(Chorus)
Come build a land where sisters and brothers,
anointed by God, may then create peace:
where justice shall roll down like waters,
and peace like an ever flowing stream.
We’ll build a land where we bring the good tidings
to all the afflicted and all those who mourn.
And we’ll give them garlands instead of ashes.
Oh, we’ll build a land where peace is born.
(Chorus)
We’ll be a land building up ancient cities,
raising up devastations from old;
restoring ruins of generations.
Oh, we’ll build a land of people so bold.
(Chorus)
Come, build a land where the mantles of praises
resound from spirits once faint and once weak;
where like oaks of righteousness stand her people.
Oh, come build the land, my people we seek.
(Chorus)

“I AM A SEWING MACHINE”
by Bev Grant 

I am a sewing machine, stitching your stylish new clothes
And right beside me others just like me sit here neatly in rows
My person works here each day, she can’t be more than 15
She’s constantly railed at, pushed and assailed to work faster at her machine
 Chorus:      Chain stitch, overlock, drop feed, never stop.
                     My needle’s stitching all day.
                     Persons, they come and go,
                     Hired to make me sew, fired if they disobey.
 
Sometimes she makes a mistake or answers to her body’s need
They start to yell at her, make it hell for her, tell her she’s worth less than me
Sometimes, one of us breaks down, we all have limits you know
Me, they fuss over, fix, make over; her, they simply let go
Repeat Chorus
Bridge: 
My bobbin spins around, needle up and down, flying too fast for the eye
Fabric that’s guided by fingers so small ‘til I hear a painful cry – aye, aye, aye
 
I am a sewing machine, stitching your stylish new clothes
My person’s forced to work 12 hour days, she can’t afford what she sews
I sew in China, in El Salvador, Bangladesh, the Philippines
Cotton to sateen, shirt waists to blue jeans, I am a sewing machine
Cotton to sateen, shirt waists to blue jeans, I am a sewing machine

“STEP BY STEP THE LONGEST MARCH” (HYMN #157)
Step by step the longest march can be won, can be won.
Many stones can form an arch, singly none, singly none.
And by union, what we will can be accomplished still;
drops of water turn a mill, singly none, singly none.


“JOE HILL”
Written by 
Sung by Joan Baez
Written by Alfred Hayes and Earl Robinson

Note: Joe Hill (Joseph Hillstrom) was a Swedish-American labor acitivst, a songwriter, and a prominent member of the I.W.W. (Industrial Workers of the World.) In 1915, he was arrested and tried on trumped up murder charges brought against him at the instigation of anti-union bosses. He was found guilty and sentenced to death. Many people, including Helen Keller, herself a member of the I.W.W., appealed on his behalf to the governor of Utah for clemency after the Utah Supreme Court’s ruling but to no avail. He was executed by firing squad on November 19, 1915 at the age of 36.
I dreamed I saw Joe Hill last night,
Alive as you and me.
Says I "But Joe, you're ten years dead"
"I never died" said he,
"I never died" said he.
"The Copper Bosses killed you Joe,
They shot you Joe" says I.
“Takes more than guns to kill a man"
Says Joe "I didn't die"
Says Joe "I didn't die"
And standing there as big as life
And smiling with his eyes.
Says Joe "What they can never kill
Went on to organize,
Went on to organize"
From San Diego up to Maine,
In every mine and mill,
Where working-men defend their rights,
It's there you find Joe Hill,
It's there you find Joe Hill!
I dreamed I saw Joe Hill last night,
Alive as you and me.
Says I "But Joe, you're ten years dead"
"I never died" said he,
"I never died" said he.


“WE WERE THERE”
by Bev Grant

Note: Unions would never have become the vital force they are
today if not for the struggle, participation, and leadership of women.

We have ploughed and we have planted. We have gathered into barns.
Done the same work as the men with babies in our arms.
But you won't find our stories in most history books you read.
We were there. We're still here, fighting for the things we need.
Chorus:
We were there in the factories, we were there in the mills,
We were there in the mines, and came home to fix the meals.
We were there on the picket lines. We raised our voices loud.
It makes me proud, just knowing we were there.
From the textile mills in Lawrence to the sweat shops in New York,
From the fields in California where our children had to work,
We fought to make a living.  “Bread and Roses!” was our cry.
Though they jailed and beat our bodies our spirit never died.
Repeat chorus
We were Polish, we were Irish, we were African and Jew
Italian and Latina, Chinese and Russian, too
They tried to use our differences to split us all apart
But the pain we felt together touched the bottom of our hearts.
Repeat chorus
We are teachers, we are doctors, we are cooks, and engineers.
Letter carriers, truck drivers, conductors, and cashiers.
We operate machinery, we fly the big airplanes.
And we help to build our unions. We got struggle in our veins.


