“OUR HUMANIST CONNECTION”
SUNDAY, JUNE 20, 2021
WELCOME 
PRELUDE    “HYMN TO FREEDOM”                  THE OSCAR PETERSON TRIO                         
HYMN #209   “O COME YOU THIRSTY LONGING SOULS”                                       
CALL TO MINDFULNESS
CHALICE LIGHTING
HYMN #108  “MY LIFE FLOWS ON IN ENDLESS SONG”                                                
SILENT MEDITATION  
INTERLUDE “CALMES DES NUITS” (C. SAINT-SAENS)           CHANTICLEER                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                  
SERMON “OUR HUMANIST CONNECTION”             REV. PAUL DODENHOFF
                      
ANNOUNCEMENTS / VIRTUAL DONATION
 https://uucpalisades.org/product/make-a-donation-to-uucp/#.YKZnvi9h3AY
CLOSING WORDS                                                               
POSTLUDE  “HOLY NOW”                                                                PETER MAYER
LYRICS TO HYMNS AND  SPECIAL MUSIC

“O COME YOU THIRSTY LONGING SOULS”  (HYMN #209)

O come, you longing thirsty souls, drink freely from the spring.
And come, you weary, famished folk, and end your hungering.
Why spend yourself on empty air? Why not be satisfied?
For everywhere a feast is spread that’s always at our side.
For as the rain and snow above fall not in vanity,
but for this purpose water earth: to feed humanity.
So shall the word of spirit serve as seed within our loam,
that we may bear so rich a yield as brings the harvest home.
For we shall go in peace secure and leave in joy sublime!
The hills outside will burst with song, the trees will clap in time!
No more shall thorns and nettles grow! The bay tree and the pine
shall sign for us th’eternal Name that makes the world a shrine.

“MY LIFE FLOWS ON” (HYMN #108)

My life flows on in endless song above earth’s lamentation.
I hear the real though far-off hymn that hails a new creation.
Through all the tumult and the strife I hear the music ringing.
It sounds an echo in my soul. How can I keep from singing!
What though the tempest ‘round me roars, I know the truth, it liveth.
What though the darkness ‘round me close, songs in the night it giveth.
No storm can shake my inmost calm while to that rock I’m clinging.
Since love prevails in heav’n and earth, how can I keep from singing!
When tyrants tremble as they hear the bells of freedom ringing,
when friends rejoice both far and near, how can I keep from singing!
To prison cell and dungeon vile our thoughts to them are winging;
when friends by shame are undefiled, how can I keep from singing!


	“CALMES DES NUITS”
by Camille Saint-Saens

Calmes des nuits, fraicheur des soirs,
	

Still periods of the nights, coolness of the evenings,

	Vaste scintillement des mondes,
	Vast shimmering of the worlds,

	Grand silence des antres noirs
	Great silence of black caverns

	Vous charmez les âmes profondes.
	You charm profound spirits.

	L’éclat du soleil, la gaité,
	The burst of sunlight, merriment,

	Le bruit plaisent aux plus futiles;
	Noise please the more frivolous;

	Le poéte seul est hanté
	The poet alone is haunted

	Par l’amour des choses tranquiles.
	By the love of quiet things.




“HOLY NOW”
by Peter Mayer
When I was a boy, each week
On Sunday, we would go to church
And pay attention to the priest
He would read the holy word
And consecrate the holy bread
And everyone would kneel and bow
Today the only difference is
Everything is holy now
Everything, everything
Everything is holy now
When I was in Sunday school
We would learn about the time
Moses split the sea in two
Jesus made the water wine
And I remember feeling sad
That miracles don t happen still
But now I can’t keep track
Cause everything’s a miracle
Everything, Everything
Everything’s a miracle
Wine from water is not so small
But an even better magic trick
Is that anything is here at all
So the challenging thing becomes
Not to look for miracles
But finding where there isn’t one
When holy water was rare at best
It barely wet my fingertips
But now I have to hold my breath
Like I’m swimming in a sea of it
It used to be a world half there
Heaven s second rate hand-me-down
But I walk it with a reverent air
‘Cause everything is holy now
Everything, everything
Everything is holy now
Read a questioning child s face
And say it’s not a testament
That d be very hard to say
See another new morning come
And say it’s not a sacrament
I tell you that it can’t be done
This morning, outside I stood
And saw a little red-winged bird
Shining like a burning bush
Singing like a scripture verse
It made me want to bow my head
I remember when church let out
How things have changed since then
Everything is holy now
It used to be a world half-there
Heaven s second rate hand-me-down
But I walk it with a reverent air
Cause everything is holy now

