
WELCOME 

 

COVENANT 

 

LOVE IS THE DOCTRINE OF THIS CHURCH,  THE QUEST OF TRUTH IS ITS 

SACRAMENT  AND SERVICE IS ITS PRAYER.     THIS IS OUR GREAT 

COVENANT:  TO DWELL TOGETHER  IN PEACE,  TO SEEK KNOWLEDGE IN 

FREEDOM,  TO SERVE HUMAN NEED,  TO THE END THAT ALL SOULS SHALL   

GROW IN HARMONY WITH THE DIVINE.   

 

 

OPENING WORDS 

Culture is the learned behavior of a group of people. No one is born speaking a 

language, practicing a religion, or wearing a certain style of clothes. We absorb the 

lessons taught—explicitly and implicitly—by those around us. We grow into our culture, 

we claim it, we reject pieces of it, and we try to change it 

 

Our summer theme of “Circles” reminded me of this, because when I used to introduce 

sixth graders to culture, we would explore the meanings our culture has assigned to 

circles. Specifically, I would take off my wedding ring and hold it up. I would ask the 

students why we exchange little round pieces of metal in a ritualistic fashion as a way of 

saying “I love you.” 

 

Inevitably, someone would raise her hand — it was almost always a young woman — 

and explain that a circle has no beginning and no end, and therefore it represents the 

love between the two people pledging their fidelity to one another. At that point, I would 

usually remark that a tire is also round and performs a definite function, and as such 

would be a better investment. But maybe that’s the thing with cultural symbols—they 

aren’t supposed to be useful, just representational.  

 

A circle is round; it never ends. That’s how long we should all be friends. But of course, 

we know that friendships have beginnings and ends, just as life has a beginning and an 

end. Today’s poems explore the ideas of beginnings and endings. Why? Are we 

rejecting the summer theme? Are we rejecting cultural assumptions about circles? No. 

Instead, I’d like you to think about all of the ways that our beginnings and ends form part 

of a larger circle. This is an idea perhaps best expressed by the psychedelic rock group 

The Flaming Lips in their song “Do You Realize??” 

 

Do you realize  

that you have the most beautiful face 



Do you realize 

We’re floating in space 

Do you realize 

That happiness makes you cry 

Do you realize 

That everyone you know 

Some day 

Will die? 

And instead of saying all of your goodbyes 

Let them know you realize 

That life goes fast 

It’s hard to make the good things last 

You realize the sun doesn’t go down 

It’s just an illusion 

Caused by the world spinning ‘round. 

 

Whether you believe in an afterlife, whether you believe in reincarnation, or whether you 

believe that your body will be consumed by the earth and re-purposed, our end is just 

an illusion. If we step back and consider, perhaps we can reframe the end as a 

beginning. 

 

CHALICE LIGHTING 

As you ponder that, please join with me in a responsive reading of the poem “What Are 

Heavy?” by Christina Rossetti printed in your order of service… 

 

What are heavy? Sea-sand and sorrow; 

What are brief? Today and tomorrow; 

What are frail? Spring blossoms and youth; 

What are deep? The ocean and truth 

 

PRELUDE 

“Do You Realize??” 

 

POEMS 

Spice 

Art 

 

HYMN 

“Woyaya” 

 



 

 

 

POEMS 

Julie 

Kristy 

Margee 

 

OFFERTORY 

“Once in a Lifetime” 

 

POEMS 

 

My Last Poem 

 

This is my last poem 

the parting shot 

the summation of this experience 

and it has to be good 

so good 

note-perfect 

like Sunday afternoon sex 

followed by a nap 

followed by a steak dinner 

something that 

excites and restores and fills you 

makes you forget how rare it is 

feels so natural and easy 

as effortless as breath 

and equally as vital to existence 

and just as impossible to hold 

hard as you might try 

because deep down we know 

every poem is the last one 

just like every night you have the Last Supper 

and all you can do is hope 

someone 

anyone at all 

will remember you 

or a well-crafted line of poetry 



the feel of your sweetest touch 

the echo of your laughter 

and not the graceless haiku tossed off 

like some thoughtless remark 

she’ll never forgive 

No, my last poem 

has to hug you tight 

and kiss your cheek 

before it leaves 

in case this is 

it 

the end 

and next time it’s just you 

staring at an empty husk 

where the spirit of poetry used to 

radiate heat and nervous energy 

you might wonder 

what happens to poems 

in their afterlife 

but they don’t go anywhere 

they stay where you’ve buried 

or spread them 

only exhumed and examined 

for signs of poison 

or to explain arcane mysteries 

and then 

like us 

absorbed 

and broken down 

and forgotten 

and reborn as something else 

over and over 

until the sun explodes 

but don’t be anxious 

because whether the  

heat-death of the universe 

is 4 billion years away 

or tomorrow night 

the best this poem 

or any of us 



can do 

is to mean it 100% 

while saying 

I love you 

before slipping away 

 

Chuck 

Mia 

 

REFLECTION 

I’ve been coordinating these poetry services with Tony for the last six or seven years, 

and it’s a lot of fun. One of the best things is looking over the poems with Tony and 

trying to come up with music for the service. I send him a poem, he sends me a 

YouTube music video. It’s really cool kicking art back and forth, trying to find the perfect 

order, the one that takes you on an hour-long  journey. 

 

Sometimes, our initial instincts are perfect, and sometimes we end up scrapping things. 

At one point last week, we talked about setting a poem to music. I sent him one I’d 

written called “Claudia Killed the Party.” We decided not to use it, but the thought of it 

led to something else. 

 

“What about the song ‘Closing Time,’?” I asked Tony. 

 

“Do you know what that song’s really about?” He asked. 

 

“Like, it’s 2AM and everyone has to get out of the bar?” 

 

And so I got another YouTube video, this one of a live performance by Dan Wilson, the 

songwriter and lead singer for the band Semisonic. In the late 1990s, Dan had a 

problem. It was a delightful problem to have, but it was still a problem. His wife was 

about to have a baby. 

 

Being the lead singer of rock band who is also expecting a child, he was met with some 

skepticism by his bandmates. Would he start writing terrible, cheesy ballads about his 

soon-to be child? Dreck like “With Arms Wide Open” or “Watching Scotty Grow”? In fact, 

he did write a song about childbirth—he just made it sound like a song about leaving the 

bar. 

 

Seriously, listen to the lyrics. “Open all the doors and let you out into the world.” “You 

don't have to go home, but you can’t stay here.” “This room won’t be open till your 



brothers or your sisters come.” And the chorus, from the baby’s perspective—“I know 

who I want to take me home.” 

 

The song sold millions, but no one got it until one day Wilson received a letter from a 

teenage Canadien girl. “Is your song about childbirth,” she asked. Finally, someone got 

it! 

 

Dan Wilson’s days of wild rock and roll dreams took a backseat to parenthood, but, his 

song reminds us, every new beginning comes from some other beginning’s end. 

 

CLOSING HYMN 

“Closing Time” 

 

CLOSING WORDS 

Today’s service has ended, but coffee hour is beginning. Every new beginning comes 

from some other veginning’s end. 

 

Go now in peace. 

 


