
 
Order of Service 
March 16, 2025​

Showing Who We Are 
 

 
Gathering Music      “Arabesque”, Robert Schumann                     Polly Oliver                
 
Chime and Welcome                                                                Jada Williams             
 
Announcement                     Author talk, New Members Sunday - Jay Woodruff  
 
Chalice Lighting & Covenant                                                       Jim Grumbach         
​  
With open minds and loving hearts, we gather to search for meaning,​
 to care for one another, and to work together for a better world. 
 
Invocation  ​            “Arran Boat Song”1​ Areen Bell Choir 
           ​            ​ Traditional Scottish, arranged by C. Melville-Mason     
​  
 
Opening Words       ​                                                            Rev. Lisa Perry-Wood 
 
Good morning! I’m Rev. Lisa Perry-Wood, the interim minister here at First Parish; my 

pronouns are she and her.  

 

This morning we celebrate who we are - as individuals, as a community, a 

congregation; who we are as expressed by our faith, our principles and values.  

There are so many ways to say who we are - in the covenant we say each week, the 

words on our website and social media, by the banners and flags outside our 



building, in our care for this beautiful building, even in the lovingly prepared coffee 

hour we host each week.  

And there are even more ways that we show who we are; how we show up for each 

other, for this community, for our neighbors and for those in need.  

Showing who we are means telling the world through our actions that we are more 

than our building and grounds (as excellently tended as they are by our Building 

Committee,) more than our beautiful sanctuary, more even than all of these riches 

combined. 

Today, together, we show who we are as First Parish in Wayland.  

 

This is a blessing from John O’Donohue:  

 
Let us bless the imagination of the Earth. 

That knew early the patience to harness the mind of time, 

Waited for the seas to warm, ready to welcome the emergence 

Of things dreaming of voyaging among the stillness of land… 

Let us thank the Earth that offers ground for home 

And holds our feet firm to walk in space open to infinite galaxies. 

Let us salute the silence and certainty of mountains: 

Their sublime stillness, their dream-filled hearts. 

The wonder of a garden trusting the first warmth of spring… 

The humility of the Earth that transfigures all that has fallen of outlived growth. 

The kindness of the Earth, opening to receive 

our worn forms into the final stillness. 

Let us ask forgiveness of the Earth 

For all our sins against her: 



for our violence and poisonings of her beauty. 

Let us remember within us the ancient clay, holding the memory of seasons, 

The passion of the wind, the fluency of water, the warmth of fire, 

The quiver-touch of the sun and shadowed sureness of the moon. 

That we may awaken to live to the full the dream of the Earth 

Who chose us to emerge and incarnate its hidden night in mind, spirit and light. 

 

Come now friends into this sacred and time-honored space we co-create each week, 

and let us worship together..  

 

Now, please rise… 

 

Hymn #368  ​            ​ “Now Let Us Sing”  
 
Time for All Ages    “The Gift” by Aliana Broadmann (Adapted)    Laurel Whitehouse 
 
Joys and Sorrows                 ​ Kathie Schmidt          
 
Centering Moment Mirror Meditation                                              Laurel W.               
 
Meditation On Breathing  ​  
 
Sermon         ​           “Showing Who We Are”                               Rev. Lisa  
                          
Today, we celebrate and lift up who we are as a congregation, remembering that ours 

is a community that has endured for 385 years. 

Before there was a United States, before we had a federal government, on land that, 

we need to acknowledge, was once the home of Algonquian tribes including Nipmuc, 



Massachuset, Agawam, and Pawtucket, a Unitarian congregation was established 

here.  

In 1640 a group of colonists from Watertown under the leadership of Pastor Edmund 

Brown settled near the east bank of the Sudbury River.   

Two years later, the original First Parish meetinghouse was built: one room with a dirt 

floor and thatched roof.  

Well, look around, we have come a long way!  

And not just in our physical space.  

We’ve survived wars and economic depressions, natural disasters, battles for civil and 

human rights, at least two pandemics, and so much more.  

This place, this community, has persisted, even thrived.  

And we have done that, because of who we are.   

 

So, you may ask, who are we?  

We are people who understand about gifts and giving; about helping those in need, 

without expectation of return; who offer our time, our love, to the most vulnerable; 

who understand the importance of witness, of taking a stand for justice, not just for 

people who look and live like us, but for everyone.  

We are the ones who show up, in body and in spirit; we did this even during the 

pandemic; meeting outdoors, and learning how to gather online.  

We are the ones who can dare to be vulnerable at times, to allow others to help, to 

let our beloveds love us.  

We're also the ones who invite each other to celebrate when happy occasions arise. 

Our Joys & Sorrows can veer from heartbreak to hope to joy to anger at injustice and 

we, this community, we can hold all of it.  



Because this is also who we are.  

We are Unitarian Universalists and we understand that community is essential, it is 

lifesaving, and that it’s only there to support us, if we support the infrastructure that 

helps hold it together.  

We are sanctuary for each other, in hard times and in good ones, and we have been 

sanctuary for each other for 385 years.  

 

Rabbi Sharon Brous, in her book, “The Amen Effect,” describes an ancient pilgrimage 

ritual, in which thousands of people would ascend to the Temple Mount in Jerusalem, 

the focal point of Jewish religious and political life in the ancient world.  

“In a mass of humanity,” she says, “turning to the right and circling counterclockwise 

around the enormous complex and exiting close to where they had entered.  

But someone suffering…the grieving, the lonely, the sick - someone to whom 

something awful had happened - that person would walk through the same entrance 

and circle in the opposite direction… 

And every person who passed the brokenhearted would stop and ask, “What 

happened to you?”  

“I lost my mother…I miss her so much,” or “My husband left,” “I found a lump,” “Our 

son is sick,” “I just feel so lost.”  

And those who walked from right to left - each of them - would look into their eyes 

and say, 

“ May God comfort you,” “May you be wrapped in the embrace of this community.”  

Two thousand years ago, these ancient rabbis designed a system of deep care and 

engagement, based on a profound insight:  



“When you’re suffering…when you feel hemmed in by the darkness, when all you 

want is to self-isolate…you show up…. 

You root your suffering in a context of care,” says Brous. 

And that is what she calls: “the amen effect.”  

 

There’s a lot we’ve embraced from our Jewish neighbors. 

If you're like me, you may enjoy some Yiddish words, like the schmoozing we do at 

coffee hour, kvelling or celebrating good times, and tchotchkes, those little 

knickknacks that seem to just accumulate everywhere.  

And there’s one more word, whose spirit we share with our Jewish siblings:  

Mitzvah.  

The offering of good deeds, of conscious acts of empathy and kindness, without 

expectation of something in return.  

We do a lot of that here, we share a lot of Mitzvot, and we need even more of this 

spirit these days.  

Offering a mitzvah, I learned, “bundles up the person with the holy.”  

And, as a UU, I can get behind that; a mitzvah, a good deed, connects us to all that 

is good and right in the world. 

It not only improves the lives of those to whom we give, it improves our lives as well. 

The definition I found describes how through good deeds and spiritual reading, a 

wicked heart can be transformed to the good, while the opposite occurs with a good 

heart and wicked deeds.  

Mitzvot lift a person a step above the world and have an enormously greater impact 

on the person’s environment. 

It’s said that entire communities can be transformed by a collection of good deeds.  



And that is something that’s sorely needed right now.   

 

The rabbis take it even further.  

The practice of offering mitzvot by a community is said to bring cosmic healing:  

“reaching under the hood of the cosmos…(don’t you love that image?)... 

to repair it, reorganizing it into a harmonious state that is capable of receiving 

boundless holy light.”  

In other words, each good deed done with joy and enthusiasm lifts a person up and 

brings harmony - it blesses you, the other, and the entire world. 

And I would assert that this is also who we are as a community, or at least who we 

aspire to be in our covenant and in how we care for each other.  

Each of us, to the best of our ability, offering our welcome, our kindness, our witness 

and our gratitude, not only so that we can be better human beings, which we will be, 

and not only for the health of this community, which will be another benefit, but also 

for the wellbeing of the entire world.  

That is also who we are. 

 

I read recently that people who regularly participate in faith communities live longer 

than those who do not.  

Researchers from Ohio State University conducted two surveys in 2018, studying 

more than 1,500 newspaper obituaries from across the United States.  

In both samples, the study showed that those with documented religious affiliations 

lived an average of 7.5 years longer than those who did not. 

Social support is a big factor, they concluded, as well as reinforcing healthy habits, 

reducing isolation and stress, and having a sense of purpose. 

http://journals.sagepub.com/doi/abs/10.1177/1948550618779820


But a recent researcher observed: “there’s a lot of the benefit of religious affiliation 

that this can’t explain.  

I would take that to a deeper level,” he said, “and say that spiritually healthy 

participation in a local [faith-based community] means that I become permeable and 

vulnerable to others.  

I enter into a relationship of mutuality with others, and that mentality reminds me 

that I am not alone;...it reminds me of my place in [a greater] story.” 

That relationship of mutuality is what we create here, and not just on Sunday 

mornings.  

It’s in small groups and rides to church, in fellowship dinners and singalongs, in social 

action groups supporting climate and immigration justice, work for LGBTQIA rights 

and so much more. 

Every act of love and service, every instance of welcome and principled stand we 

take builds that relationship of mutuality and reminds us that we are not alone.  

So, how’s that for a slogan, Vision Team? 

Join us on Sundays and live a longer and healthier life!  

Because that’s who we are too!​

 

I’m sure many of us read Clarissa Pinkola Estes 2001 essay, “We Were Made for 

These Times,” which was revived in 2016. 

I’m always both reinspired and a bit stunned by how timely her words remain after 

nearly 25 years.  

She begins: “My friends, do not lose heart.  

We were made for these times.  

I have heard from so many recently who are deeply and properly bewildered.  



They are concerned about the state of affairs in our world now.  

Ours is a time of almost daily astonishment and often righteous rage over the latest 

degradations of what matters most to civilized, visionary people… 

Yet, I urge you, ask you, gentle you,” says Estes, “to please not spend your spirit dry 

by bewailing these difficult times.  

Especially do not lose hope.  

Most particularly because, the fact is that we were made for these times.” 

I’m sure you’ll agree, these words could have been written today.  

 

In her essay, Estes goes on to use the metaphor of ships, “seaworthy vessels,” on the 

Great Lakes, which are “fully provisioned and able to signal one another as never 

before in the history of humankind.”  

“There are,” she says “millions of boats of righteous souls on the waters with you.” 

And Estes urges us not to focus on or become faint hearted by dwelling on how much 

is wrong or unmended in the world right now.  

“That is spending the wind, without raising the sails,” she says.  

“We are needed, that is all we can know.  

And though we meet resistance, we more so will meet great souls who will hail us, 

love us and guide us, and we will know them when they appear… 

And we know that it will not take everyone on earth to right the wrongs, but a small 

determined group, who will not give up during the first or second or hundredth gale.”  

 

Friends, this is us, she’s talking about, her nearly 25-years-old words ringing true.  

This is who we are as a community. 



First Parish is one of those seaworthy vessels, reaching out to others at sea and 

signaling our readiness to help, to show up, to be counted among those who are 

seeking repair and healing for this broken world.  

We are the ones.  

We, First Parish in Wayland, we were made for these times and for 385 years, we 

have always, in any weather, been made for these times.  

 

So, I invite you, now more than ever, as you consider how much this church, this 

community, this vessel of hope and justice, of love and faith, means to you and those 

you love, I invite you to lean into this vision of First Parish as a seaworthy vessel.  

Lean in to this community, which has always and will continue to lean in and show up 

and take a stand for you, and for this country, and this world. 

Lean into, what Sharon Brous calls: “These relationships that form the emotional 

heart of our lives, of mutual concern and shared purpose.”  

Think about how much you can offer, in time, talent and treasure to shore up and 

keep strong this ship of faith that has carried us through so many stormy times.  

 

Let us be for you the place that, if you need a place to rest, you can call this your 

resting place; if you need a place to call home, call this place home; if you need a 

place to find other others who are frustrated with the way things are going in the 

world, find them right here; if you need a place to be held, let us hold you. 

And if you want to be part of a community that is collectively working toward all of 

these things, and you’re not a member yet, if you’re considering, but undecided, we 

invite you to join us.  



See me to sign the book, come to New Member Sunday on April 6, and know you are 

wholeheartedly, without reservation, welcome right here. 

 

And once again, the words of John O’Donohue: 

“Let us remember within us the ancient clay, holding the memory of seasons, 

The passion of the wind, the fluency of water, the warmth of fire, 

The quiver-touch of the sun and shadowed sureness of the moon. 

That we may awaken to live to the full the dream of the Earth 

Who chose us to emerge and incarnate its hidden night in mind, spirit and light.” 

 

The ancient clay and the fire of our chalice, are right here, and we are grateful to all 

who have preserved it. 

Let us join them in keeping the flame of justice, hope, love and faith alive here at 

First Parish. 

 

May it be so, blessed be and amen.  

 

Anthem  ​ ​ “We Are the Ones We Been Waitin’ For”                           ​     
Written in support of the women of South Africa as a powerful call for leadership and 
strength by Bernice Johnson Reagon. 
 
Time to Pledge                                                                        Jim G., Laurel W. 
 
Pledge Parade         ​ “The Fire of Commitment” 
 
Blessing                                                                               ​ Rev. Lisa          
 
I invite you now to hold up your hands and join me in this blessing: 



Each pledge that has been offered today, no matter how small, is a gift of faith.  

It is a gift of hope, a gift of trust in this community, a gift of love for each individual 

who crosses our threshold.  

These precious gifts are also acts of faith in this place, this beloved space that has 

endured for 385 years and will continue to shine as a beacon of love, hope and trust 

as long as we support it.  

Take a look around and offer your own blessing with a smile to those who are with 

you in solidarity today, as we together bless the gifts that sustain us now and will 

continue to carry this community forward. 

May it be so, and let the people say “Amen”!  

  

 
Hymn #1028​            “The Fire of Commitment” 
                          ​(On the last verse, please turn toward rear doors for closing words)​
 
Closing Words 
  
These are the words of Clarissa Pinkola Estes: 
   
“One of the most calming and powerful actions you can do to intervene in a stormy 

world is to stand up and show your soul.  

Soul on deck shines like gold in dark times.  

The light of the soul throws sparks, can send up flares, builds signal fires, causes 

proper matters to catch fire.  

To display the lantern of soul in shadowy times like these - to be fierce and to show 

mercy toward others; both are acts of immense bravery and greatest necessity.” 

 



Beloved friends… 

     ​            ​  
Choral Response    ​ “A Jazz Alleluia”, Tom Benjamin 
 
Postlude                     ​ “Soaring”, Robert Schumann 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 
 
 
 


