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When C. G. Jung was an old man, one of his students read John Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress and he asked Jung, 

“What has your pilgrimage really been?” Jung answered: “In my case Pilgrim’s Progress consisted in my 

having to climb down a thousand ladders until I could reach out my hand to the little clod of earth that I am.” 

—Participating in God, Father Richard Rohr 

 

Walking into Your Life 
 

The Covenant 
(Read in unison)                 

L. Griswold Williams 

 

LOVE IS THE DOCTRINE OF THIS CHURCH, 

THE QUEST OF TRUTH IS ITS SACRAMENT, 

AND SERVICE IS ITS PRAYER. 

  

TO DWELL TOGETHER IN PEACE, 

TO SEEK KNOWLEDGE IN FREEDOM, 

TO SERVE HUMAN NEED, 

TO THE END THAT ALL SOULS SHALL 

GROW INTO HARMONY WITH THE DIVINE— 

THUS DO WE COVENANT WITH EACH OTHER. 

 

Opening Words 
 

Our religious forbearers did not envision religious community to be a matter of sitting together on a Sunday 

morning. Instead, they utilized the metaphor of walking together, to describe accompanying one another on 

our spiritual journey through time. The Reverend Victoria Safford employs the metaphor of life as a 

pilgrimage, in her meditation Walking Toward Morning.                                                                                                                                                                                 

 

 “You know, we do it every day. Every morning we go out blinking into the glare of our freedom, into the 

wilderness of our work and the world, making maps as we go, looking for signs that we're on the right path. 

And on some good days we walk right out of our oppressions, those things that press us down from the 

outside or (as often) from the inside; we shake off the shackles of fear, prejudice, timidity, closed-mindedness, 

selfishness, self-righteousness, and claim our freedom outright, terrifying as it is— our freedom to be human 

and humane.  

 

Every morning, every day, we leave our houses, not knowing if it will be for the last time, and we decide what 

we'll take with us, what we'll carry: how much integrity, how much truth-telling, how much compassion (in 

case somebody along the way may need some), how much arrogance, how much anger, how much humor, 

how much willingness to change or be changed, to grow and to be grown. How much faith and hope, how 

much love and gratitude— you pack these with your lunch and medications, your cell phone and your papers. 

Every day, we gather what we think we'll need, pick up what we love and all that we so far believe, put on our 

history, shoulder our experience and memory, take inventory of our blessings, and we start walking toward 

morning.”  
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Chalice Lighting  
(Read responsively)  

From Quest 

Rev. Kathy Fuson Hurt 

 

We light this flame to guide us on our pilgrimage, 

for each quest testifies to certain universal spiritual principles: 

 

PAIN THAT IS TRANSFORMED INTO JOY, 

SUFFERING THAT ENDS IN TRIUMPH, 

AND DEATH THAT GIVES BIRTH TO NEW LIFE. 

 

Our existence itself becomes a redemptive message. 

 

AND WHAT GREATER TREASURE COULD WE SHARE 

THAN THIS? 

 

Time for All Ages 
The Blue Songbird, by Vern Kousky 

 

[Text not available. Summary of the story: A blue songbird, discouraged that she could not sing like her 

sisters did, feared that there was no song for her. But her mother assured her that she had but to find her own 

song, the one that only she could sing. And so she set out to search the world for her own song. And so she 

circled the globe, asking the birds she met to help her find her song. And they demurred, but each sent her on 

to another bird who would be perhaps better equipped to help her in her quest. From a crane to an owl to a 

buzzard, from a pigeon to a penguin to a crow, the little blue bird sought her own song.  

 

It was the crow who advised her well, directing her to a beautiful island, on which the birdsong was especially 

lovely. To her surprise, the destination was her own island home! Disappointed to be home with no song of 

her own, she opened her beak to speak of her failure, and lo! What came forth was her story, full of the 

beauties of the world she had seen and the conversations she had had with the crane and the owl and the 

other birds who had directed her journey. She had found her song. 

 

Prayer/Meditation 
   

In his poem Ithaka the 19th century Greek poet, C. P. Cavafy compares our life’s journey to the ten-year 

journey Odysseus made home after the Trojan War. 

 

Edmund Keeley offers the followings translation of Cavafy’s poem: 

 

“As you set out for Ithaka 

hope your road is a long one, 

full of adventure, full of discovery. 

 

Laistrygonians, Cyclops, 

angry Poseidon—don’t be afraid of them: 
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you’ll never find things like that on your way 

as long as you keep your thoughts raised high, 

as long as a rare excitement 

stirs your spirit and your body. 

Laistrygonians, Cyclops, 

wild Poseidon—you won’t encounter them 

unless you bring them along inside your soul, 

unless your soul sets them up in front of you. 

 

Hope your road is a long one. 

May there be many summer mornings when, 

with what pleasure, what joy, 

you enter harbors you’re seeing for the first time; 

may you stop at Phoenician trading stations 

to buy fine things, 

mother of pearl and coral, amber and ebony, 

sensual perfume of every kind— 

as many sensual perfumes as you can; 

and may you visit many Egyptian cities 

to learn and go on learning from their scholars. 

 

Keep Ithaka always in your mind. 

Arriving there is what you’re destined for. 

But don’t hurry the journey at all. 

Better if it lasts for years, 

so you’re old by the time you reach the island, 

wealthy with all you’ve gained on the way, 

not expecting Ithaka to make you rich. 

 

Ithaka gave you the marvelous journey. 

Without her you wouldn't have set out. 

She has nothing left to give you now. 

 

And if you find her poor, Ithaka won’t have fooled you. 

Wise as you will have become, so full of experience, 

you’ll have understood by then what these Ithakas mean.” 

 

Reflection 
Emergence 

Dr. Michele Guyton 

 

It is a pleasure to welcome Dr. Michele Guyton back to TUUC. Many years ago, Michele and her family 

helped to enact several dramatic presentations for our worship. Michele has a doctorate in Developmental 

Psychology and is a member of the state Board of Education. 

She started a grassroots support group for parents of children with disabilities that evolved into the Mid-

Atlantic Chapter of the Tourette Syndrome Association, of which she is chairwoman. And, on April 23,  
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Michele was recognized at The Maryland’s Top 100 Women awards celebration as a 2018 honoree. 

 

[Dr. Guyton’s remarks are not available.] 

 

Invitation to the Offering 
Mentoring Male Teens in the Hood 

Sue Royer 

Good morning. 

 

It’s around nine A.M. on the first Saturday of the month, and I’m in a second-floor meeting room at a big 

West Baltimore church, a few blocks from Mondawmin Mall and Frederick Douglass High School. African-

American boys and young men, ages 8 to 18, are trickling in. One comes over to give me a hug, then asks if I 

have a charger and shows me his phone. I shake my head. Volunteers also wander in, some from TUUC, 

some who are members of the big church, and some who have other connections to Mentoring Male Teens 

in the Hood. Ms. Joyce reminds the Kings, as the participants are called, to sign in. Those not wearing their 

official T-shirt or who are late are sanctioned with twenty push-ups.   

 

Mr. Cameron Miles, Founder and Director, starts with a check-in and a review of current events. He 

alternates between inviting the Kings to talk about what’s on their minds, reminding them how tough it is to 

grow up black in Baltimore, and admonishing them to do well in school and respect their parents. He invites 

the tutors to the front of the room to introduce ourselves and tells the Kings that “people don’t need to look 

like you to care about you.” 

 

This is how a typical first Saturday tutoring session begins. Now let me take you back to the summer of 2015. 

It was almost three years ago when Cameron Miles was invited to TUUC to speak about Mentoring Male 

Teens in the Hood during one of our summer worship services. What impacted me the most that day was the 

video of their annual bus trip. The narration and interviews with the Kings highlighted how the trip provided 

an opportunity not only to visit a college and places of interest, but to stay in a hotel and eat in restaurants. If 

you go to their web site, you can view the video of the 2017 trip where they traveled to Durham, NC and 

visited the following:  

 Duke University 

 an incubator program for small businesses 

 a residential drug treatment program, where they heard from men in recovery 

 a plantation where slaves once lived and worked 

 and North Carolina Central University, an HBCU that was founded in 1909. 

 

I started tutoring in November 2015. For me, being part of this program helps me to feel connected and 

helps me to feel like I’m making a difference. It’s not easy to measure it, but I know that Mr. Miles is grateful 

for our participation, and that Mentoring Male Teens in the Hood is making a difference in the lives of the 

Kings. 

 

I would like to name others from TUUC who have tutored in the past or who are presently tutoring:  Stephen 

Brown-Pearn, Mimi Marks, MaryEllen Haisfield-Wolfe, Jeffery Arnstein, Marie Razulis, Patty Barry, Ginger 

Ashley, and Michael Robinson. We also have new volunteers who are planning to join us. Feel free to ask any 

of us about our experiences. Mentoring Male Teens in the Hood is a powerful program, operating now for 
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twenty years, providing role models, guidance and motivation to young black men, to help them achieve their 

dreams.   

 

Sermon 
Walking into Your Life 

Rev. Clare L. Petersberger 

 

Today’s worship service about walking towards morning, walking into our lives, encountering the unknown, 

leaving something behind and emerging with a different sense of self with a song to sing and a story to tell, 

was inspired by a true story shared by the poet David Whyte.*  His niece, Marlene McCormack, graduated 

from Sligo University with a degree in Irish drama. She explained to her uncle that she didn’t think that major 

corporations would be knocking at her door to offer her a job. Her uncle quipped that from his own 

experience of working in corporations, a degree in drama would be the perfect preparation for the corporate 

world. But his niece had further discerned that her best self would not teach drama. Her best self would 

become a dramatist and write plays.  

 

To prepare herself, Marlene decided to make a famous pilgrimage known as the Camino de Santiago de 

Compostela—walking 500 miles from the French side of the Pyrenees all across Northern Spain. I was 

intrigued by this because over 25 years ago, someone had pointed in the direction of the Pyrenees and 

described this pilgrimage for me. Its roots go back to the beginning of the 9th century when the tomb of St. 

James was discovered. The person pointing to the Pyrenees thought that if I was going to pursue a degree in 

religion after college, I should consider walking it. I considered it briefly. Very briefly. I was not used to 

walking miles and miles every day. I did not undertake this pilgrimage.  

 

However, I love what Marlene McCormack said about her choice to walk the Camino. She explained, “I 

walked the Camino in order to give myself some courage, in order to walk into my future.”  

 

What have you undertaken to give yourself some courage in order to walk into your future? It need not have 

been a literal geographic journey. It may have been an application for a degree; or filling out a dating profile 

on-line; or beginning a family; or dusting off a resume; or crossing the threshold of a gym; or saying, “Yes,” 

when asked to serve; or simply telling everyone you know and love the ways you are looking to sing your own 

song. What are the smaller Ithakas in your life? And what did the journey toward them teach you?  

 

When her uncle asked Marlene about the most memorable moments of her pilgrimage, she shared what 

happened AFTER she reached Santiago. She walked for three days to the edge of a cliff—to a place known 

as “Finisterre,” from the Latin meaning “the ends of the earth.” And at the edge of this cliff, she engaged in 

three rituals. The first was to eat a tapas plate of scallops. According to Marlene, if you are vegetarian, you are 

given permission to simply study a scallop shell. All along the Way of St. James, signs incorporate the image 

of scallops which were worn by the first pilgrims to indicate their status as pilgrims. An ancient legend says 

that when the body of St. James was being returned to Spain, a knight fell from a cliff on shore and drowned 

as the body passed by. But the knight miraculously arose alive from the water, covered in scallop shells. The 

ritual of contemplating the scallop shell invites those who have completed the Way to reflect on the 

questions, “How did you get to this place? “What did you leave behind?” “How did you follow the path to 

get here?”  

 

What would you choose as a symbol of your life’s pilgrimage? For me, it’s not something I’d ever want to eat. 
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Instead, I’d choose an image of either a humming bird or an arctic tern to remind me to ask, with awe, “How 

did you get to this place? “What did you leave behind?” “How did you follow the path to get here?” AND, 

“How will you protect the new life you have come here to nurture?”  

 

The second ritual at the cliffs outside Santiago, required the pilgrim to burn something the pilgrim brought— 

a ritual of letting go and cleansing. Marlene burned “a letter and two postcards.” Her uncle went on to 

explain, “Of course we know intuitively what is on those letters and postcards. It’s a form of affection and 

love that is now no longer extant.”  

 

What would you metaphorically add, from your own life’s pilgrimage, to the bonfire at the cliffs outside 

Santiago? What letters, e-mails, documents, texts, do you need to let go of to continue on your journey? My e-

mail server recently informed me that I had run out of storage space. I discovered e-mails from 2009 from 

TUUC members who have since died. I was and am not ready to delete them. It is not easy to let go of 

people we love and reminders of things they said and did.  

 

Finally, the third ritual for pilgrims at the cliff outside of Santiago was leaving an item of clothing that has 

helped you get to this place. Marlene left the boots she loved in which she had walked towards morning and 

towards evening and into her post-college life. She reported, “I walked away in my trainers, but I left my 

boots there.” This third ritual reminds the pilgrim that, like a butterfly emerging from a cocoon, we leave 

behind what once served us but no longer does as we emerge into who we are meant to become.  

 

After engaging in these three rituals, Marlene described the amazing, mystical experience she had at the edge 

of the cliff. She watched the sun set and a full moon rise behind her. And she saw her moon shadow on the 

water. And she imagined it walking across the Atlantic. She thought, “Oh! That’s my new self, going into the 

future.” But then the light changed further and her moon shadow disappeared. And then she realized, “Oh! I, 

myself, have to walk across that unknown sea into my future.” Marlene did. As of 2017, three of her plays 

had been produced in Dublin.  

 

Although I have not literally walked 500 miles in order to walk into my future, I am drawn to Marlene’s 

experience. We are acquainted with the sometimes long and circuitous process of discerning “what next?” on 

our life’s journey. We are acquainted with our human vulnerability, from blisters on our feet to having our 

hearts broken. We are acquainted with discovering, like the blue songbird that the journey and not the 

destination is how we emerge into singing our own true and unique song.  

 

David Whyte wrote a beautiful poem for his niece called “Finisterre”— that is universal for all of us who, in 

this season of spring, in this season of new life, in this season of rising energy, are intentionally walking into 

our lives. I leave you with this adaptation of the closing lines: “Abandon the shoes that brought you here 

right at the water’s edge, not because you (have) given up but because now; you will find a different way to 

tread, and because, through it all, part of you will still walk on, no matter how, over the waves.”  

 

* David Whyte’s TED Talk, “A Lyrical Bridge Between Past, Present, and Future” 

https://www.ted.com/talks/david_whyte_a_lyrical_bridge_between_past_present_and_future) 

 

 
 
 

https://www.ted.com/talks/david_whyte_a_lyrical_bridge_between_past_present_and_future
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Closing Words 
Reverend Eric Williams 

 

Blessed is the path on which you travel. 

Blessed is the body that carries you upon it. 

Blessed is your heart that has heard the call. 

Blessed is your mind that discerns the way. 

Blessed is the gift that you will receive by going.   

Truly blessed is the gift that you will become on the journey. 

 

GO NOW IN PEACE. 

 


