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Memory is intelligent. It’s a knowledge seated neither in the senses, nor in the spirit,  

but in collective memory. It is communal, though deeply personal.  

Involved with the self, though autonomous. At war with death. 

—Night, Etel Adnan 

 

The Leaning: Memory and Gratitude 
 

Welcome 
Rev. Clare Petersberger 

 
Hymn 
 #361   “Enter, Rejoice and Come In” 

 

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 

AND WITH GOD. 

 

 

Opening Words 
“For What Shall We Give Thanks?” 

Rev. Laura Horton-Ludwig 

Delivered by Lora Powell-Haney 

 

The wheel of the year has turned again. 

Once more the Thanksgiving season has arrived. 

How shall we sing our song of gratitude now? 

For what shall we give thanks? 

 

For this moment; 

for friends near and far; 

for our breath; 
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for love; 

for courage and clarity; 

for strength; 

for delight; 

for laughter; 

for beauty; 

 

for the tables round which we gather; 

for the food we enjoy with friends, 

seasoned with love and memory; 

 

for the sun and moon and stars in the sky; 

for the trees who have seen so much 

and still stand proud, stretching themselves to the sky; 

 

for the bright voices of children; 

for the wisdom of elders; 

for actions that bless the world; 

for hard work that makes a difference; 

 

for music and art and celebration; 

for generosity; 

for compassion; 

for endurance; 

for joy; 

for hope. 

 

For all these things, we give thanks 

as we worship together. 

 

Chalice Lighting 
(Read responsively)                                 

Ted Loder 

 

Gentle me, Holy One 

 

    INTO AN UNCLENCHED MOMENT, 

    A DEEP BREATH, 

    A LETTING GO 

    OF HEAVY EXPERIENCES 

    OF SHRIVELING ANXIETIES 

    OF DEAD CERTAINTIES 

 

that, softened by the silence, 

surrounded by the light, 

and open to the mystery 
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    I MAY BE FOUND BY WHOLENESS, 

     UPHELD BY THE UNFATHOMABLE, 

     ENTRANCED BY THE SIMPLE 

     AND FILLED WITH THE JOY 

     THAT IS YOU. 

 

Prelude 
“Will You Teach Me?”            

Victor C. Johnson 

Ensemble; Tracy Hall, piano 

 

Dedication of Harper Colista Wood 
(11:15 AM Service) 

 

Reading 

This morning we have the honor of dedicating a child to the care and nurture of our religious community. 

 

Alice Walker remembers her experience of care and nurture in a religious community in her poem, “Sunday 

School Circa 1950.”                           

 

[In this poem, Walker reflects on her days as a young child in Sunday school, leaning into the bosoms of her 

teachers, and finding that with those days long past, the lessons and the catechism are forgotten, but what 

remains is the leaning.] 

 

Introduction 

At this time, I invite David and Katie Wood to come forward with their family members and your order of 

service!  

 

Our children are our link with the future. They represent the ongoing continuity of our knowledge, our 

values, and our hope. Their lives will determine what is to come. We are their connection with history, with 

the standards, the wisdom, and revelations of countless past generations. Whether parents or not, we all have 

a responsibility to the children we know.  

 

Katie and David, by bringing your children to be dedicated into the fellowship of this church, you are 

acknowledging the wonder of life; you are proclaiming the importance of an ethical perspective; you are 

sharing with this congregation some of the joy that is yours as parents. This morning, we join you in a re-

dedication to life’s larger purposes.  

 

Questions 

David and Katie, as parents, your responsibility is first and greatest. Each child is unique, with their own 

dignity and life. Will you, as parents of this child, respect and honor her as an individual and pledge to the 

best of your ability to guide her in the ways of truth, righteousness and love? If so, please say, “We will!” 

 

Katie and David:  “WE WILL!” 

 

Margee, as a grandparent, will you promise to care for and love this child with your heart and soul? Will you 



 

     

The Leaning: Memory and Gratitude, November 18, 2018 Page 4 
 

raise her to love justice and live with compassion? And will you encourage her to live her dreams? If so, 

please say, “I will!” 

 

Margee:  “I WILL!” 

 

Beckie and Eric, as godparents of this child, will you accept your privileged responsibility to nurture this 

child’s spiritual nature, to instruct her, by your teaching and example, to walk in the ways of truth, 

righteousness, and love? If so, please say, “We will!” 

 

Beckie and Eric:  “WE WILL!” 

 

I invite the children and young people of this congregation to stand. 

 

Will you promise to love this child and play with her? Will you be her friend and teach her? If so, please say, 

“We will!”  or “Yes!” 

 

Students:  “WE WILL!” 

 

Thank you!  You may be seated. 

 

And Bailey, being a big sister is an important responsibility. As your sister grows she will continue to consider 

you to be very special in your life, and she will want to be very special in your life. Will you teach and care for 

your sister? If so, please say, “I will!”  or “YES!” or nod your head. 

 

Bailey:  “Yes!” 

 

To all assembled who give shape to the world in which this child will grow, will you the members and friends  

of the Towson Unitarian Universalist Church take upon yourselves the solemn obligation to nurture the 

welfare and growth of this child? If so, please say, “We will!” 

 

Congregation:  “WE WILL!” 

 

Naming 

A name is a sound with its own rhythm, it is music. A name symbolizes a person and represents a person 

to us. A name links that person with a culture, tradition, family heritage, and a community. Katie and David, 

what name do you give this child? 

 

Harper Colista Wood 

 

And now we will hear hopes for Harper from her parents, godparents, and grandmother. 

 

[Letters from Katie and David Wood, Beckie and Eric Crowder, Margaret Bailey] 

 
Song 

I’ve Got the Joy, Joy, Joy 
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Rite of Dedication 

In this service we give the child a flower. The flower is a reminder of life's beauty, with all its budding 

possibilities. Whether a flower is beautiful or not, whether it comes to full bloom or not, depends upon the 

nurture it receives. No flower grows alone, apart from the sunshine and the rain, apart from the soil in which 

it lives. So, too, no child grows alone.  

 

Harper Colista Wood, 

(Touch head with rose) May your thoughts be wise; 

 

(Touch lips with rose) may your lips speak truth; 

 

(Touch left chest with rose) may your heart know love; 

 

(Touch hands with rose) may the work of your hands be blessed;  

 

(Touch feet with rose) and may your feet lead you down the just path all the days of your life. 

 

May you be nourished by the love of your mother and father, by family and friends, by members of your 

religious home, and by all that is holy. 

 

Prayer 

We have dedicated this child. May we still more dedicate ourselves this day. May this occasion work its 

miracle in our own hearts, so that we may mold our lives more and more in accordance with the truth, 

beauty, and goodness we hope for our children.  

 

Amen.  

 

Congregational Affirmation  

(Read in unison) 

 

FOR THE GIFT OF CHILDHOOD, 

   WHOSE INNOCENCE AND LAUGHTER 

   KEEP THE WORLD YOUNG, 

   WE ALL REJOICE AND GIVE THANKS! 

 

MAY THIS SWEET LIFE, WHICH WE HAVE ACCEPTED 

   INTO OUR RELIGIOUS COMMUNITY 

   OF IDEALS AND FRIENDSHIPS, 

RECEIVE ABUNDANTLY THE BLESSINGS OF HEALTH, KNOWLEDGE, 

   AND WISDOM, 

AND IN HER TURN GIVE BACK RICHLY 

TO THE COMMON HERITAGE THAT ENDURES 

FROM GENERATION TO GENERATION. 

 
Hymn 
#1057   “Go Lifted Up” 
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Meditation 
“Thanksgiving Meditation”         

Rev. Elizabeth Strong 

 

Let us rejoice for the families who have gathered this Thanksgiving to express their thanks and to celebrate 

the bounty of their lives. 

 

Let us join together in support of those whose families are far away, with distances in many forms. 

 

Let us hold one another in gentle reverence this holiday of Thanksgiving for we are here to celebrate, to 

worship, to be thankful for what we have. 

 

Life, newly born among us this year, will carry our legacy into the future. 

 

Death among us this year has given us tears of sorrow and yesterdays to remember. 

 

Illnesses, accidents, and surgeries among us this year have reminded us of the fragileness of our lives. 

We have had marriages, reunions, reconciliations. And, we have had, and still do have, our Beloved 

Community, our religious home where we come together in love and compassion. 

For all these things, we give thanks this day. 

Musical Interlude 
“Come to My Garden” (Secret Garden) 

Lucy Simon/Marsha Norman/John Leavitt, arr. 

Ensemble; Tracy Hall, piano 

 

Reading 
In her poem “Praise Song,” Barbara Crooker invites us to  

 

Praise the light of late November, 

the thin sunlight that goes deep in the bones. 

Praise the crows chattering in the oak trees; 

though they are clothed in night, they do not 

despair. 

 

[The poem continues its paean to the dried remains of summer’s growth, and the bright sky and setting sun. 

It concludes, “Though darkness gathers, praise our crazy fallen world; it’s all we have, and it’s never 

enough.”] 

 

Offertory 
“Joy” (excerpt) 

J.S. Bach/George Winston & David Qualey, arr. 

Tracy Hall, piano 
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Sermon 
The Leaning:  Memory and Gratitude 

Rev. Clare Petersberger 

 

This week, many of us will be gathering with family or with friends or neighbors who are family by choice. 

And, most likely, at some point on Thursday the question will be asked, “Remember when . . . ?” and a story 

will be told. Holidays are like that . . . a time to remember where and who we were with a year ago, a decade 

ago, fifty years ago, and, if you are lucky, even longer.  

 

The question, “Remember when . . . ?” may be followed by a happy recollection. Or it may be followed by a 

story of loss. Those who listen will laugh or cry depending on the narrative. They will add their own 

embellishments or correct a detail they remember differently, because memory, it turns out, is complicated.  

 

Pat Murphy and Paul Doherty write: “People tend to think of memory as being like a tape recorder or a 

camera, capturing what’s out there. That doesn’t match with the current thinking of most memory 

researchers. Their research and writings imply that your memory of an event is really not something you 

capture. Instead, that memory is something you construct from bits and pieces: from what you saw and heard 

and experienced and felt at the time, from things people told you afterward, from suggestions and thoughts 

and implications, all filtered by your attitude, by who you are.”  

 

And from all this, we humans create narratives. I was reminded of this reading Frederick Buechner’s 

recollections of a dream he once had. In this dream, he was in a hotel room in which he felt happy and at 

peace and everything was the way it should be. Then he wandered off to complete his work for the day. 

When he returned to the hotel, he was given a different room in which he did not feel nearly as comfortable. 

So he went down to the front desk. And the hotel’s manager knew just which room he meant and assured 

Buechner that he could have the room anytime. However, he needed to ask for the room by name. Buechner 

didn’t know the name of the room, so he asked the man at the front desk for its name. And the name of the 

room was “Remember.”  

 

Buechner awoke at that moment startled by the truth of the dream. So often, we think of memory as an 

experience not in our control. We hear a song from our youth, read an old letter or e-mail from someone 

with whom we had a close relationship years ago, see the photograph of a loved one who has died, have the 

title of a book we read as a child float into our consciousness from seemingly out of nowhere, and feel 

ourselves transported back in time. These memories may leave us feeling happy, loved, and grateful. Or these 

memories may leave us feeling sad, guilty, angry, or ashamed.  

 

But the room called Remember which Buechner wrote about is a room one can enter of one’s own volition, 

under one’s own power. And the feeling in that room is being at home and at peace. So where is the room 

called Remember? For Buechner, we find it when we talk with one another—not about the weather or the 

gravy or Black Friday deals or the football score—although these may be precursors on Thursday to a deeper 

conversation. For Buechner, we discover the room called Remember when we reflect on the lives we have 

lived, the times and people we have cared about, and the question of how we want to be remembered.  

 

Over the past few months, I was privileged to spend time in the room called Remember with Anne Lee. She 

was writing her own obituary and asked for my feedback. And my feedback was that what she had composed 

covered many things she had accomplished in her life. Certainly this was important. But I hoped she would 
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consider adding stories from her life, because she was such a wonderful story teller. As part of her legacy, I 

wanted us to have her stories in her own words.  

 

She didn’t use the template of the poem “Where I’m From,” which we engaged in first service. But she did 

add stories about raising four young boys when the family was relocated to Mexico for Charlie’s work. She 

added some church stories. She filled in details about her grant-writing for ACTC. Next Sunday, as we 

celebrate Anne’s life, we will lift up these stories, as well as those which Linda Talley and Mike Robinson 

captured in their interview with Anne a few years ago.  

 

Listening to Anne look back on her long and active life, I realized that the room called Remember is filled 

with all the people we have known, all the places we have visited, all the experiences we have had. These 

memories do not all come out all at once. They are not necessarily all happy memories. But what makes it a 

place of peace is, as Alice Walker wrote, the leaning . . . leaning into who we were, who we became, who we 

are, and how we want to be remembered. In so doing, we feel gratitude for all the love we have known and 

given.  

 

Several of Anne’s memories were of TUUC’s Sunday School classes:  where they met at different times; the 

names of the teachers; the names of the children in her sons’ classes. The specific content of the classes was 

not as important as the relationships—as the leaning. I can’t help but wonder in another 25 years, in another 

50 years, what will Harper and Bailey remember about us? When they ask, “Do you remember when . . . ?”  

 

I hope they remember the names of specific teachers and leaders. I hope they remember stories, creativity, 

music, laughter, the TUUC Puppet Thing, Coming of Age Youth Group and Bridging. I hope they remember 

service projects like making sandwiches for the Assistance Center of Towson Churches. But even if they 

remember none of the names of individuals and the content of the curriculum, I hope they remember the 

leaning—a nod or eye contact as they drop stones, smiles as they depart for religious exploration classes, your 

presence in their classes, your care of them as they grow.  

 

Frederick Buechner writes “When you remember me, it means that you have carried something of who I am 

with you, that I have left some mark of who I am on who you are. It means that you can summon me back to 

your mind even though countless years and miles may stand between us. It means that if we meet again you 

will know me. It means that even after I die, you can still see my face and hear my voice and speak to me in 

your heart.”  

 

In the room called Remember, we encounter all the pain we have survived and all the joy with which we have 

been blessed. In the room called Remember, we meet other members of the human family also yearning for 

joy, love, and peace. In the room called Remember, when pain, anger, trauma, and hurt surface, we give 

thanks for having survived them, for survive them we did. In the room called Remember we honor the times 

and seasons that make the many one: holidays, child dedications, engagements, weddings, celebrations of life. 

In the room called Remember we forgive, practice compassion, create justice, and feel peace. In the room 

called Remember, we are conscious of our relationship to something greater than ourselves by whatever name 

we call it: “God,” “Goddess,” “God spelled with two ‘o’s,’” “Spirit of Life and Love,” “Higher Power,” (to 

name but a few.) We are in a room called Remember. Let us remember. Let us live in the ways we hope to be 

remembered. And let us give thanks.  
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Hymn 
 #349   We Gather Together 

 

Closing Words 
We All Emerge                                  

Rev. Eric Williams      

 

We all emerge from 

Dwell within 

Are transformed by 

And called back to Love. 

 

May this be ours to remember: 

May our minds be humbled before this Mystery. 

May our hearts grow hopeful by it. 

May we be sustained always by this Love. 

 

GO NOW IN PEACE. 


