
Order Of Service
The Unitarian Universalist Congregation of the Palisades 
 ‘The Mother of All Things’
Sunday, 12 May 2024 Rev. Pippa Jones
_______ 
MUSICAL PRELUDE  Motherhood (by JJ Heller) 3:02 see lyrics in the chatbox
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3aEqqIbRAzE

WELCOME – Pippa Jones
ACKNOWLEDGEMENT – Pippa Jones
CALL TO MINDFULNESS and CHALICE LIGHTING  – Pippa Jones

HYMN – “Mother of All” HYMN # 91 (lyrics in the video)  2:08
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tdACoCHscpc

RITUAL and MEDITATION – Pippa Jones
READING (excerpted from Clarissa Pinkola Estes’ Women Who Run with the Wolves)

MUSICAL INTERLUDE  Mother Earth by Karilene (lyrics in the video) 3:15
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=caIo1UGSDgw

SERMON (“The Mother of All Things”) – Pippa Jones
ANNOUNCEMENTS
OFFERING PLATE –  https://uucpalisades.org/product/make-a-donation-to-uucp/

CLOSING BLESSING (POEM: The Most Important Thing) – Pippa Jones
MUSICAL POSTLUDE I Will Carry You by Ellie Holcomb (lyrics in the video) 3:26
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=IziBz0d5yOk

CHALICE EXTINGUISHING – Pippa Jones
[bookmark: _Toc119148908]

PRELUDE

Motherhood by JJ Heller

You probably won’t be productive today
You spent the whole night chasing monsters away
It’s okay
You’re okay

You are the one who they call on for help 
But sometimes you forget to believe in yourself 
Let me say 
You’re so brave

It’s not what you expected 
But it’s better than you dreamed

Motherhood
Motherhood
Motherhood
So hard 
So good 

It takes twice as long to do simple things
You’re paddling hard
And rowing upstream
You are seen
You are seen

The tunnel is long, but you’re close to the light
These years will be gone in the blink of an eye
They’ll fly by 
You’re all right

You’ve known the definition
Now you’re learning what it means

Motherhood
Motherhood
Motherhood
So hard 
So good 

Where does it come from? 
This love, it makes no sense
Your heart expanded with just one look at them
And now you know you wouldn’t change it if you could


Motherhood
Motherhood

Motherhood
Motherhood
Motherhood
So hard 
So good 

Motherhood
So hard 
So good

READING 
excerpted from Clarissa Pinkola Estes’ Women Who Run with the Wolves

“… She is the female soul. Yet, she is more; she is the source of the feminine. She is all that is of instinct of the worlds both seen and hidden – she is the basis. We each receive from her a glowing cell that contains all the instincts and knowings needed for our lives.

She is the Life-Death-Life force, she is the incubator. She is intuition, she is a far-seer, she is a deep listener, she is loyal heart. She encourages humans to remain multilingual; fluent in the languages of dreams, passion and poetry. She whispers from night dreams, she leaves behind on the terrain of a (person)’s soul a coarse hair and muddy footprints. These fill (us) with longing to find her, free her and love her.

She is ideas, feelings, urges and memory. She has been lost and half-forgotten for a long long time. She is the source, the light, the night, the dark and daybreak. She is the smell of good mud and the back leg of the fox. The birds which tell us secrets belong to her. She is the voice that says: ‘This way, this way.’

_____________________________________________________

BLESSING

Poem: The Most Important Thing by Julia Fehrenbacher

I am making a home inside myself;
a shelter of kindness, where everything
is forgiven, everything allowed – 
a quiet patch of sunlight to stretch out without hurry,
where all that has been banished and buried 
is welcomed, spoken, listened to – released.

A fiercely friendly place I can claim as my very own.

I am throwing arms open
to the whole of myself - especially the fearful,
fault-finding, falling apart, unfinished parts,
knowing every seed and weed, every drop of rain,
has made the soil richer.

I will light a candle, pour a hot cup of tea,
gather around the warmth of my own blazing fire.
I will howl if I want to, 
knowing this flame can burn through any perceived problem,
any prescribed perfectionism,
any lying limitation, every heavy thing.

I am making a home inside myself
where grace blooms in grand and glorious abundance,
a shelter of kindness
that grows all the truest things.

I whisper Hallelujah to the friendly sky.
Watch now as I burst into blossom.
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