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Always in a pilgrimage there is a change in mind and a change in heart. 

—John O’Donohue 

 

Let Your Feet Follow Your Heart Until You Find  
Your Place of Resurrection 

 

Welcome 
Rev. Clare L. Petersberger 

                                                                  

The Covenant 
First Parish of Norwell Unitarian Universalist 

 

WE PLEDGE TO WALK TOGETHER 

IN FELLOWSHIP AND LOVE, 

   TO CULTIVATE REVERENCE, 

TO PROMOTE SPIRITUAL GROWTH 

  AND ETHICAL COMMITMENT, 

TO MINISTER TO EACH OTHER’S NEEDS 

  AND TO THOSE OF HUMANITY, 

TO CELEBRATE THE SACRED MOMENTS OF LIFE’S   

  PASSAGE, 

AND TO HONOR THE HOLINESS AT THE HEART OF BEING. 

  

Opening Words 
John O’Donohue 

 

John O’Donohue was an Irish poet and priest. Our opening words come from his book Four Elements: 

Reflections on Nature, in which he wrote:  

 

“One of the oldest words for God in the Hebrew scriptures is the word “Ruach” which also means breath. 

Even in early Greek Stoic philosophy the fundamental concept of Spirit was rendered by the word 

“Pneuma,” which could also mean air. In the Buddhist tradition breathing as the art of coming into the 

presence of the divine was a sacred and liturgical activity. In the Bible there is the lovely story of Elijah who 

was waiting for God. First there came a storm, but God was not in the storm. Then a wind came, but God 

was not in the wind. Finally, a breeze came and God was in the gentle breeze. This is a lovely recognition of 

God as breath and tenderness.” 

 

[The poet continues by observing that air, breathed by all, is a medium of connection between ourselves and 

all the rest of nature. He recalls his father breathing in deeply as he left the family home, as if to take in the 

spirit of his home and family to protect and nourish him as he ventured forth. The reading continues with a 

breathing meditation, in which one thoughtfully brings both breath and light into one’s body.]  
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Chalice Lighting 
(Read responsively)                

Celtic Blessing 

 

May the blessing of light be on you 

Light without and light within, 

 

     MAY THE BLESSED SUNLIGHT SHINE ON YOU 

     AND WARM YOUR HEART TILL IT GLOWS  

     LIKE A GREAT PEAT FIRE, SO THAT THE STRANGER 

     MAY COME AND WARM THEMSELVES AT IT, 

     AND ALSO A FRIEND. 

 

And may the light shine out of the two eyes of you, 

Like a candle set in two windows of a house, 

Bidding the wanderer to come in out of the storm. 

 

    AND MAY THE BLESSING OF THE RAIN BE ON YOU 

    THE SOFT SWEET RAIN. 

 

May it fall upon your spirit 

So that all the little flowers may spring up, 

And shed their sweetness on the air. 

     

 AND MAY THE BLESSING OF THE GREAT RAINS 

     BE ON YOU, MAY THEY BEAT UPON YOUR SPIRIT 

        AND WASH IT FAIR AND CLEAN, 

      AND LEAVE THERE MANY A SHINING POOL 

      WHERE THE BLUE OF HEAVEN SHINES, 

          AND SOMETIMES A STAR. 

    

And may the blessing of the Earth be on you 

The great round earth; 

 

     MAY YOU EVER HAVE A KINDLY GREETING 

     FOR THEM YOU PASS  

      AS YOU’RE GOING ALONG THE ROADS. 

 

Prelude 
Celtic Fiddle Tune Medley (including excerpts from “Going Across the Sea”, “Miss McLeod’s Reel” and 

“Highland Laddie”)                           

Baldy O’Blarneystone & the McJonJohns 
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Story 
Patrick: Patron Saint of Ireland   

Abridged from the book by Tomie dePaola              

Delivered by Joyce Duncan 

 

[Summary: Long ago, during the time of the Christian Roman Empire, a boy named Patrick lived with his 

family on the coast of Britain, near the Irish Sea. One night, Irishmen who were raiding along the British 

coast captured a number of people, including young Patrick, who was sold as a slave when they returned to 

Ireland. Patrick, used to the comforts of his home, was lonely as an enslaved shepherd. He comforted himself 

by praying to God, all day, all night, and in praying, he fell in love with God. 

 

His prayers were answered when in a dream, he learning that a ship, moored more than 200 miles away, 

would soon be returning to his homeland. He wasted no time. Fearing nothing because of his belief in God’s 

strength, he left to find the ship. 

 

He made his way to the coast, and found a ship full of baying hunting dogs that were intended for sale in 

Europe. Patrick’s appearance calmed the dogs, and they stopped barking. He asked for passage aboard the 

ship, but the captain refused him, and ordered him off the ship. As he left, the dogs resumed barking, and the 

deckhands begged the captain to reconsider, pointing out that Patrick seemed to keep the hounds quiet. And 

so Patrick was welcomed aboard, and canine clamor subsided. 

 

The ship soon landed, but it was two years before Patrick found his way to his family, who welcomed him 

home and begged him not to go away from them again. But in a dream, Patrick was beseeched to return to 

Ireland. And though he was puzzled by the dream, when the voices came to him again another night, he knew 

he must return to Ireland to bring the word of God. And so he studied, became a missionary and a bishop, 

and prepared to leave for Ireland.]  

 

St. Patrick modeled that being a person of journey means figuring out ways to help others. St. Patrick helped 

others by becoming a bishop and the patron saint of Ireland. As Unitarian Universalists, we, too, think about 

ways to help others. Sometimes we journey across the ocean to help others. Often we journey across the 

street, or across the county, or down to the city, or simply to TUUC to help others. 

 

Hymn 
 #298 “Wake, Now, My Senses” (verses 1, 2, 3, and 5) 

 

Prayer 
“For the Traveler”                                   

John O’Donohue 

 

Every time you leave home, 

Another road takes you 

Into a world you were never in. 

  

New strangers on other paths await. 

New places that have never seen you 
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Will startle a little at your entry. 

Old places that know you well 

Will pretend nothing 

Changed since your last visit. 

  

[The poet advises the traveler to be attentive both to self and to surroundings, ready to have the self changed 

by what is encountered on the journey, and to listen in silence to one’s own heart. For a journey can be a time 

of sacred discovery, if one heeds the compass of the soul. The poet ends with this blessing to the traveler: 

   

May you travel in an awakened way, 

Gathered wisely into your inner ground; 

That you may not waste the invitations 

Which wait along the way to transform you. 

 May you travel safely, arrive refreshed, 

And live your time away to its fullest; 

Return home more enriched, and free 

To balance the gift of days which call you.] 

  

Musical Interlude 
“Pilgrim”      

Steve Earle  

Baldy O’Blarneystone & the McJonJohns 

 

Reading 
From Irish Nationality, The Irish Mission c. 560-1000 

Alice Stopford Green 

 

Our spiritual question this month is: What does it mean to be a people of journey?  

 

The people of Ireland lived answers to this question as Alice Stopford Green described in her 1911 book, 

Irish Nationality. In Ireland, in 560 AD, we see (people) who had pushed on over the Gaulish sea to the very 

marge and limit of the world. Close at the back lay the German invaders of Britain— a new wave of the 

human tide always flowing westward. Before them stretched the Atlantic, darkness and chaos; no boundary 

known to that sea. Even now as we stand to the far westward on the gloomy heights of Donegal, where the 

very grass and trees have a blacker hue, we seem to have entered into a vast antiquity, where it would be little 

wonder to see in the somber solitude some strange shape of the primeval world . . . So closely did Infinity 

compass these people round that when the Irish sailor—St. Brendan or another—launched his coracle on the 

illimitable waves, in face of the everlasting storm, he might seem to pass over the edge of the earth into the 

vast Eternity where space and time were not. We see the awful fascination of the immeasurable flood in the 

story of the three Irishmen that were washed on the shores of Cornwall and carried to King Alfred. “They 

came,” Alfred tells us in his chronicle, “in a boat without oars from Hibernia, whence they had stolen away 

because for the love of God they would be on pilgrimage—they reckoned not where. The boat in which they 

fared was wrought of three hides and a half, and they took with them enough meat for seven nights.” 

 

The Teutonic invaders stopped at the Irish Sea. At the fall of the Empire, therefore, Ireland did not share in 

the ruin of its civilization. While all continental roads were interrupted, traffic from Irish ports still passed 
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safely to Gaul over the ocean routes. Ireland therefore not only preserved her culture unharmed, but the way 

lay open for her missionaries to carry back to Europe the knowledge which she had received from it.  

 

Alice Stopford Green on the Irish Mission.  

 

Offertory 
“Still Haven't Found What I'm Looking For”      

U2 

Baldy O’Blarneystone & the McJonJohns 

 

Sermon 
Let Your Feet Follow Your Heart Until You Find Your Place of Resurrection 

Rev. Clare L. Petersberger 

  

Many religious traditions exhort people to make a pilgrimage. Islam requires that Muslims journey to Mecca 

at least once in their lifetime—if they are physically and financially able—to walk seven times around the 

Kaa’ba. According to tradition, this black stone symbolizing the intersection of heaven and earth is where 

God indicated that the first mosque should be built.  

 

Stones play an important role in Judaism as well. Jacob is reported to have marked with a rock the location 

where he wrestled with God and received a new name. Even today, Jewish people journey to Jerusalem from 

Jaffa Gate to the Temple Mount. Christian people journey to Bethlehem to see the place where Jesus is 

reported to have been born, or to the Garden Tomb outside Jerusalem where he is reported to have been 

buried.  

 

Buddhists travel to Bodh Gaya in India where Buddha is reported to have attained enlightenment sitting 

under the Bodhi tree. In China, pilgrims travel to specific sacred mountains. The word for “pilgrimage” in 

Chinese literally translates to “offering incense to a mountain.” Aboriginal Australians go on walkabouts 

following creation stories based on the landscape. Some Unitarian Universalists go to Walden Pond to 

experience where Thoreau lived. And after making this journey to a sacred site or place, the pilgrim returns 

home to their everyday life—but changed inside.  

 

While the landscapes, history, religious leaders, and reasons for going on pilgrimage differ, one thing these 

pilgrimages have in common is the idea of traveling to a specific destination for inspiration, healing, and 

transformation—and then returning to ordinary life. The destination is key in these pilgrimages. By way of 

contrast, as we heard in our reading, in Ireland, journeying itself was more important than any particular 

destination. Three Irishmen came to Cornwall in a boat without oars from Hibernia. They had no sense of 

destination, no sense of planning with enough provisions. All they thought about was undertaking a journey 

for love of God.  

 

This is the definition of the word Peregrinatio—taking a journey for love of God. Perigrinatio is not undertaken 

at the suggestion of a religious leader, or as part of a specific religious tradition, or as a religious mandate. 

Perigrinatio is undertaken because of an inner prompting in those who set out, a passionate conviction that 

they must undertake what is essentially an inner journey. The first voyage St. Patrick, who was born at the end 

of the fourth century, is reported to have made was not for love of God. At the age of 16, he was a victim of 

human trafficking by Irish raiders. He ended up as a slave in Ireland for six years—forced to tend sheep. He 
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is reported to have begun to think seriously about questions of faith during this time. Mercifully, most of us 

were not trafficked at the age of 16. But young adulthood is when many of us had a cosmic vision of what 

our life could be and how the world should be. I was reminded of this when I read the poet David Whyte  

write about his collection entitled The Bell and the Blackbird. 

 

He said, “The bell and the blackbird is an old meme in the Irish tradition. It’s the image of a monk, standing 

on the edge of the monastic precinct in the old Celtic Christian days, hearing the sound of a bell calling him 

to prayer. And he says to himself, ‘That’s the most beautiful sound in the world.’ 

 

David Whyte continues, “But in the old Irish imagination, nothing is ever singular or simple . . . At the same 

time, the monk hears the blackbird calling from outside of the monastic precinct. And he says to himself,  

‘That’s also the most beautiful sound in the world.’ 

 

So did the monk go into the monastery for prayer or go out into the trees to hear the blackbird? We’re not 

given an answer. 

 

So . . . which would you do? 

 

David Whyte’s point is that in the real world, we don’t get to choose. We have to do both at the same time— 

travel inward to center and know ourselves, and travel outward to meet reality.  

 

After six years, Patrick heard a voice within telling him to leave Ireland. Patrick escaped and made his way on 

a ship to France and finally back to his parents. But then, as we heard in our story, Patrick had a dream. In 

this dream, a friend named Victor, appeared with an unlimited number of letters and gave him one to read 

which began, “The voice of the Irish.” It continued, “We ask you, boy, come and walk once more among us.”  

 

I don’t know about you, but I’d be hard pressed to return to a country where I’d been enslaved for six years. 

According to legend, Patrick himself did not go right away. He returned to France and spent over a decade 

studying to be a missionary. Then he returned to Ireland around 432. He taught and preached, baptized and 

founded churches, and beside each church, a school.  

 

It’s not true that Patrick brought Christianity to Ireland. Palladius had done so before him. It is true that 

Patrick spread learning through the founding of so many schools. That said, Patrick sometimes got into 

power struggles with local chieftains and Druid priests. But he often won them over. According to legend, on 

Holy Saturday in 433, St. Patrick kindled the paschal fire on the hill of Slane. The High King was about to 

hold a festival in which all the lights and fires in the country were to be extinguished. Thus, his fire would be 

a ritual proclamation showing that he and he alone would provide his people with light and fire.  

 

So when the High King saw St. Patrick’s fire, he ordered St. Patrick to appear before him. St. Patrick arrived 

chanting a hymn in Irish invoking God’s power and calling on all his blessed creatures for protection against 

the powers of evil on this dangerous journey. According to legend, the High King laid ambush. But when he 

saw a group of deer and fawn following St. Patrick, he changed his mind. That’s why this prayer is also 

known as “the deer’s cry.”  

 

It read, in part: 
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“I arise today, through 

The strength of heaven, 

The light of the sun, 

The radiance of the moon, 

The splendor of fire, 

The speed of lightning, 

The swiftness of wind, 

The depth of the sea, 

The stability of the earth, 

The firmness of rock.” 

 

Patrick remained a wanderer around Ireland for the rest of his life. And at the end of his life, legend has it 

that Victor appeared to St. Patrick in a burning bush. According to one of his first biographers, in the 7th 

century, “. . . the day of Patrick’s death was approaching. An angel came to him about his death. He therefore 

sent word to Armagh, the place he loved more than any other . . . he began to make his way towards Armagh, 

his beloved place, as he had wished. Beside the road, however, a bush was ablaze, but it did not burn down, 

as had happened to Moses before. In the bush was the angel Victor . . . who said to him: “Why do you go on 

a journey without Victor’s guidance? Victor calls you; change your route and go to him.”  

 

So Patrick changed his route as he had been told and asked what he should do . . . ” There is a Celtic 

Christian expression, “Let your feet follow your heart until you find your place of resurrection.” St. Patrick 

literally allowed his feet to follow his heart to find his ultimate destination. He is reported to have died on 

March 17th. And he was not buried where he wanted to be, Armargh. But where he was buried, a second 

cathedral was built.  

 

What strikes me most about the stories of St. Patrick is his ultimate trust in voices and visions that guided his 

journey through life. He did not take a pilgrimage and return to his regular life. His whole life was a 

peregrinatio. We Unitarian Universalists tend to view life as a peregrinatio. We are spiritual seekers without a final 

theological destination in mind—because we believe there are new truths yet to be discovered. We are not 

monks, but we, too, hear the call to contemplation and the cries of the world, and seek to respond to both. 

We are not Druid priests or Christian Celts but we, too, cultivate a relationship with the natural world.  

 

With a growing awareness of the interdependent web of all existence of which we are a part, we strive to walk 

lightly on the earth—practicing being hospites mundi, guests of the world, for future generations. May we be 

reminded this St. Patrick’s Day, to let our feet follow our hearts until we find our place of resurrection—our 

place of welcome and renewal, of homecoming and transformation.  

 

Hymn  
 #4 “I Brought My Spirit to the Sea”                                                                             

 

Closing Words 
Irish Blessing  

   

Let us take leave of one another, like John O Donohue’s father did with his family, with a blessing breath. 

Look around you, and feel the spirit and light of those around you. May the following traditional Irish 

blessing strengthen us as a people of journey: 
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“May the road rise up to meet you. 

May the wind be always at your back. 

May the sun shine warm upon your face; 

the rains fall soft upon your fields  

and until we meet again, 

may God hold you in the palm of God’s hand.” 

 

Amen! 

 

So may it be. 

                                                         

GO NOW IN PEACE. 

 

 

 


