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Order Of Service 
The Unitarian Universalist Congregation of the Palisades 
“A Celebration of Rumi”
Sunday, September 7, 2025
Rev. Pippa Jones

WELCOME – Rev. Pippa
PRELUDE – Sit With Someone Who Knows the Heart of the Beloved
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=6qbn0ZP-02E&list=RDXZHldM1rFIs&index=7
LAND ACKNOWLEDGMENT - Rev. Pippa 
CALL TO MINDFULNESS - Rev. Pippa
CHALICE LIGHTING - Rev. Pippa
WELCOMING ALL PARTS MEDITATION – Rev. Pippa
OPEN MIC #1 – led by Rev. Pippa
HYMN #325 – Love Makes a Bridge (LYRICS IN THE VIDEO)
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=q0NepfI6vxw
OPEN MIC #2 – led by Rev. Pippa
INTERLUDE – I Am You
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=PDYSywtj-Zw&list=PLh56g-HvS_MZCbIBZIVJpYYxiXp6ZKULS&index=8
SERMON – “Rumi’s Invitation to the Soul” - Rev. Pippa
OFFERING PLATE https://uucpalisades.org/product/make-a-donation-to-uucp/
OPEN MIC #3 – led by Rev. Pippa
CLOSING WORDS - Rev. Pippa 
POSTLUDE -  Love Dogs recited by Coleman Barks
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=UF4_KZfIfVI
CHALICE EXTINGUISHING – Rev Pippa
ANNOUNCEMENTS – Arlene Scala
CLOSING WORDS 
Admit It and Change Everything by Rumi

Define and narrow me, you starve yourself of yourself.
Nail me down in a box of cold words, that box is your coffin.
I do not know who I am.
I am in astounded lucid confusion.
I am not a Christian, I am not a Jew, I am not a Zoroastrian,
And I am not even a Muslim.
I do not belong to the land, or to any known or unknown sea.
Nature cannot own or claim me, nor can heaven,
Nor can India, China, Bulgaria,
My birthplace is placelessness,
My sign to have and give no sign.
You say you see my mouth, ears, eyes, nose - they are not mine.
I am the life of life.
I am that cat, this stone, no one.
I have thrown duality away like an old dishrag,
I see and know all times and worlds,
As one, one, always one.
So what do I have to do to get you to admit who is speaking?
Admit it and change everything!
This is your own voice echoing off the walls of God.


POSTLUDE
Love Dogs by Rumi

One night a man was crying Allah! Allah!
His lips grew sweet with praising,
until a cynic said, “So!
I’ve heard you calling out, but have you ever
gotten any response?”
The man had no answer to that.
He quit praying and fell into a confused sleep
where he dreamed he saw Khidr, the guide of souls,
in a thick, green foliage.
“Why did you stop praising?” 
“Because I’ve never heard anything back.”
“This longing you express
is the return message.”
The grief you cry out from
draws you toward union.
Your pure sadness
that wants help
is the secret cup.
Listen to the moan of a dog for its master.
That whining is the connection.
Listen to the moan of a dog for its master.
That whining is the connection.
There are love dogs
no one knows the names of.
Give your life
to be one of them.

One night a man was crying 
One night a woman was crying 
Allah! Allah! Allah!


