
Order Of Service
The Unitarian Universalist Congregation of the Palisades 
 “Mother – an Honoring in Three Acts”
Sunday, 14 May 2023 with Rev. Pippa Jones
_______ 
GATHERING TOGETHER and PRELUDE  The Mother by Brandi Carlile
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=cOpbJIJF7bM

WELCOME – Pippa
CALL TO MINDFULNESS and CHALICE LIGHTING – Pippa

HYMN – #91 Mother of All  	
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tdACoCHscpc

REFLECTION (1) and LAND ACKNOWLEDGEMENT – Zebada

Lord of the Starfields – Bruce Cockburn
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=jSn685H5CR4

REFLECTION (2) - Ann
MEDITATION – Pippa

READING – from Dwellings – A Spiritual History of the Living World, Linda Hogan
REFLECTION (3) – Pippa
OFFERING PLATE – Pippa  https://uucpalisades.org/product/make-a-donation-to-uucp/
ANNOUNCEMENTS
CLOSING THOUGHT – Pippa 
CLOSING MUSIC – Life by Sleeping at Last
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=N3-DqVOlILc
PRAYER - Ann
CHALICE EXTINGUISHING – Pippa

[bookmark: _Toc119148908]HYMN # 91 Mother of All
1 Mother of all, in every age, in every clime adored, 
by saint, by poet, and by sage, your praises high have soared.

2 Goddess of nurture and of love, all nature sings your care. 
In life's extravagance you prove the gift of giving fair.

3 O spirit of unfolding grace and deepest mystery, 
teach us compassion's gentle face and wisdom's mastery.

4 Teach us to cherish this proud earth, its fragile beauty praise, and for the dreams your joy gives birth, a hopeful future raise.


Lord of the Starfields – Bruce Cockburn

Lord of the star fields
Ancient of days
Universe Maker
Here's a song in your praise
Wings of the storm cloud
Beginning and end
You make my heart leap
Like a banner in the wind

Oh, love that fires the sun
Keep me burning (x2)

Lord of the star fields
Sower of life
Heaven and earth are
Full of your light
Voice of the nova
Smile of the dew
All of our yearning
Only comes home to you

Oh, love that fires the sun
Keep me burning (x3)





READING 
Excerpted from from Dwellings – A Spiritual History of the Living World, Linda Hogan

"Tonight I walk. I am watching the sky. I think of the people who came before me and how they knew the placement of stars in the sky, watched the moving sun long and hard enough to witness how a certain angle of light touched a stone only once a year. Without written records, they knew the gods of every night, the small, fine details of the world around them and of immensity above them.
Walking, I can almost hear the redwoods beating. And the oceans are above me here, rolling clouds, heavy and dark, considering snow. On the dry, red road, I pass the place of the sunflower, that dark and secret location where creation took place. I wonder if it will return this summer, if it will multiply and move up to the other stand of flowers in a territorial struggle.
"It's winter and there is smoke from the fires. The square, lighted windows of houses are fogging over. It is a world of elemental attention, of all things working together, listening to what speaks in the blood. Whichever road I follow, I walk in the land of many gods, and they love and eat one another. Walking, I am listening to a deeper way. Suddenly all my ancestors are behind me. Be still, they say. Watch and listen. You are the result of the love of thousands."
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