Order of Service
November 23, 2025

Practicing Gratitude

Gathering Music  “Ubi Charitas”, Paul Winter Polly Oliver
Chime and Welcome Laurel Whitehouse
Announcement Lynn Trimby, Dining 4 Dollars Results

Kate Holland, SEEK

Chalice Lighting & Covenant Barber/LaPenta Family

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 “Canticle of Brother Sun”  First Parish Choir
Jim Scott, Paul Winter

Opening Words Rev. Lisa Perry-Wood



Good morning and welcome to our annual Thanksgiving service.

My name is LPW, I’m the minister here at FPW and my pronouns are she
and her.

As always, there are many, many things to be grateful for this year in our
beloved community, in spite of the upheaval, fears and tensions in our

country right now.

Today, we’ll consider the importance of the practice of gratitude as a

regular part of our lives.

When we find ways to practice gratitude it reminds us of all the many
gifts in our lives, and also helps us feel more connected to each other, to
the natural world, even to those whose views or circumstances are very

different from ours.

We can learn a lot from our indigenous American siblings, who have often

made practices of gratitude central to their lives.

You’ll hear that in the Haudensaunee Thanksgiving Address later in the

service, as well as in our cornbread and cider ritual.

And you hear it in the words of poet, writer and educator Tanaya Winder,
who is an enrolled member of the Duckwater Shoshone Tribe, with
ancestors from the Southern Ute, Pyramid Lake Paiute, Navajo, and Black

tribes.



Winder centers her poetry and activity around expressing and building

community.

This is Being by Tanaya Winder

Wake up, greet the sun, and pray.

Burn cedar, sweet grass, sage—

sacred herbs to honor the lives we’ve been given,

for we have been gifted these ways since the beginning of time.
Remember, when you step into the arena of your life,

think about those who stand beside you, next to, and with you.
Your ancestors are always in your corner, along with your people.
When we enter this world we are born hungry,

our spirits long for us to live out our traditions

that have been passed down for generations.

Prayer, ceremony, dance, language—our ways of being.

Never forget you were put on this earth for a reason—

honor your ancestors.

Be a good relative.


https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/tanaya-winder

Dear friends, come now into this beloved and sacred space we co-create

each week, and let us worship together.

Hymn #349 “We Gather Together”

Time For All Ages Kate Holland

Children leave for SEEK programming.

Offering (See below for donation options)

SHARED PLATE: Open Table

Open Table’s mission is to end hunger in our local community by
providing healthy food in ways that respect the dignity and diversity of

those served.

e Offering a wide variety of healthy and culturally appropriate food
choices in our pantry and meal programs.
e Engaging a team of diverse, committed and passionate staff and

volunteers

Values: We believe that people should not be hungry. We recognize that
economic, racial and gender inequality are the main drivers of food
insecurity. We welcome our neighbors in need with compassion and

respect.



Vision: We strive to end hunger by addressing with our partners the

systemic causes and immediate impacts of food insecurity.

Instructions for giving online are in your order of service. Please give as
generously as you can.

Our offering will now be taken and gratefully received.

Offertory Prelude from the “Well Tempered Clavier”, J. S. Bach

"There will be no formal joys and sorrows in our service this morning.
If you'd like to light a private candle in the back of the sanctuary at
any time, please feel free to do so. And, as always, please reach out

to me or one of the lay ministers, if you're in need of support.”

Centering Moment “Haudenosaunee Thanksgiving Address”
Diane Muffitt, Barbara Pedulla, Cindy Barber, Jason LaPuenta, Lynn
Trimby, Barb Heffner, Tobe Shanok, Keith Sims, Pat Sims

The Haudenosaunee Thanksgiving Address is subtitled:

“Words before all else, greetings to the natural world.”

The Thanksgiving Address is the central prayer and invocation for
the Haudenosaunee (also known as the Iroquois Confederacy or Six

Nations — Mohawk, Oneida, Cayuga, Onondaga, Seneca, and Tuscarora).



It reflects their relationship of giving thanks for life and the world around
them.
The Haudenosaunee open and close every social and religious meeting

with the Thanksgiving Address.

The Address is an ancient message of peace and appreciation of Mother
Earth and her inhabitants.

Children learn that, according to tradition, people everywhere are
embraced as family.

Our diversity, like all wonders of Nature, is truly a gift for which we are
thankful.

When we recite the Thanksgiving Address the Natural World is thanked,
and in thanking each life-sustaining force, we become spiritually tied to
each of the forces of the Natural and Spiritual World.

The Thanksgiving Address teaches mutual respect, conservation, love,
generosity, and the responsibility to understand that what is done to one

part of the Web of Life, we do to ourselves.

After each part is read, we will respond:
Now our minds are one.
Let’s try that: Now our minds are one.

We give you the Haudensaunee Thanksgiving Address...



Cornbread and Cider Ritual
While the trays of cider and cornbread are being passed, (and, by the
way, the cornbread is dairy and gluten-free,) I’ll offer an introduction.

Please wait to partake until all have been served.

The Cornbread and Cider Communion has become a tradition in many of

our congregations.

We celebrate this ritual today with gratitude for our freedom and our
abundance, mindful of those who fear for their safety, those who have no
home to shelter them, those experiencing food insecurity, those

separated from loved ones, all for whom we pray.

We begin by preparing to share the Cornbread...

Food is often a symbol of home.

But what if you suddenly found yourself in a place where everything

about the food was different?

Imagine what it might be like to be living on the street, eating whatever

food was on offer.



Or living in a new country, with fruits, vegetables and other foods that

were strange to you.

Just as teff is indigenous to the African continent, and millet is
indigenous to the Asian continent, corn is indigenous to the North

American continent.
As we share our cornbread this morning,

Let us hold in our hearts all those, here and abroad, who have been

forced to leave their homes, and those for whom home no longer exists.

Let us hold in our hearts all those, here and abroad, for whom home is no
longer a place of safety, and those who fear they may no longer have a

home in our country.
- Pause -

Now, eat the cornbread.

Now we prepare to share the Apple Cider

The only apples native to North America are crab apples.

The ones we enjoy in this country today came originally from Asia,

through the Middle East into Europe and then on to America.



As we share our apple cider this morning, may it symbolize the sweetness
that can come from being open to new experiences - whether it be new

foods, or new people.

How our lives are enriched when people share their gifts with one

another.
Drink the Cider.

Conclusion

These words are adapted from "A Thanksgiving Blessing” by Naomi King
Spirit of Life and Love,

Let us join hands and hearts in gratitude on this wondrous day where we

have the abundance of our lives before us.

This day of bounty, we remember all of those who do not have enough,

who are afraid, who are lonely, and who suffer.

We wish for the abundance of this world to be shared, for fear to become
love, for the lonely to feel welcomed, for the suffering to know rest and
joy.

For the labors, the love, the care that give us the delights of this and

every day, we offer our gratitude.

For the nourishment of our spirit, the challenges that strengthen us, and

the friends we have on the journey, we offer our gratitude.



For all that is our lives, for these good gifts, we offer our gratitude.

May gratitude for our abundance move us to act with compassion for

those in need.
Let us pause now for a moment of silence.
Bell -

Amen, blessed be.

Anthem “Thank You for Your Blessings”

Sermon “Practicing Gratitude” Rev. Lisa

We hear so much about gratitude, especially at this time of year.

And it is very easy for many of us to feel grateful for all that we have.
Most of us here have all the food, shelter, clothing and safety that we
could want.

And, of course, we have each other - this beloved community to be
grateful for.

Yet every day, we witness our immigrant neighbors’ freedom, livelihood
and safety in jeopardy.
It can feel hard, even indulgent at times, to lean into gratitude for our

own gifts, when all around us are people in desperate need.



But I’m here to say that our being grateful for our own blessings and
bounty in no way diminishes what others lack.

In fact, just the opposite is true, | think, the more we allow ourselves to
feel truly, deeply grateful for all we have, the greater will be the
outpouring of our generosity to others.

Gratitude is expansive, it widens our outlook, eases our day to day

anxieties, and enables us to open our hearts to give even more.

There’s a story told by Tara Brach that illustrates this.

A couple were traveling for the holidays, driving several hundred miles to
visit family, with their one year old baby.

It was a long drive and about halfway, they decided to stop at a diner to
eat.

The restaurant was crowded, but they were able to find a table and a
highchair for the baby.

Soon the baby was cooing, waving her hands and beaming across the
crowded room.

The parents turned to see that the object of the baby’s attention was an
old man, in shabby clothes, with long uncombed hair and beard, across
the room, who was beaming back at the baby and giving a little wave.
Their food arrived, but all attempts to distract the baby were futile; her

attention was fixed on this man.



The couple hastily finished their food; then the father said he’d pay at
the register and bring the car around.

The mother cleaned up the baby, then scooped her up and started across
the room; as luck would have it, the man’s table was in their path.

As soon as they got close, the baby lurched forward, leaning her arms
toward the man, cooing and saying “Hi, hi!”.

“Hi, baby,” he said, smiling broadly.

Then, turning to the mother he asked quietly, “May | hold your baby?”
The mother gulped, then nodded silently, carefully handing over the
child, who was now leaning into the man’s arms.

He took the child gently, smiling and babbling with her, in a private
language.

Then, after a minute or so, he reluctantly handed her back.

“Thank you,” he said, smiling, “for the best gift anyone has given me in
a very long time.”

With tears in her eyes now, the young mother and baby returned to the
car and she told her husband what had happened.

“l don’t know who received the greater gift,” she said.

Generosity and gratitude often go hand in hand like this.
We see that on the weeks we have a shared plate here at First Parish and
in other congregations.

On weeks our plate is shared, people tend to give even more generously.



When we have a benefit to support those in need, like the one for Casa
two weeks ago, the outpouring of generosity is impressive.

We can be simultaneously concerned about our own financial
sustainability and also recognize that others are in dire and immediate
need.

When | made a gift from the minister’s discretionary fund recently, the
grateful recipient asked “How can | repay you?” and | said, “When you’re
able, pay it forward.”

It doesn't need to be monetary; it might be the gift of a helping hand, a
visit to a shut-in, or a meal delivered.

Our gifts often show up in so many ways.

I’m guessing that many of us watched at least some of Ken Burns’ “The
American Revolution” series that premiered this week.

And, like me, you may be learning or relearning facts about our history,
not all of which are comfortable to face.

Burns reminded us of the age-old conflicts in our country - the history of
our relationship with indigenous people, many of whom fought as equals
beside the Patriots in their battles against the British, and then later
were severely mistreated by our government.

Not to mention the slaves, who also fought, on both sides, with a hope of

being freed that was not realized for another century.



And of course, these truths contradict the happy Pilgrims and Indians
Thanksgiving story we’ve been told for centuries.

There was certainly generosity shown by the indigenous people who
encountered these strangers from another continent and there must have

been some reciprocation, but this is a complicated story, for sure.

One thing we have freely borrowed from our indigenous neighbors are
the lessons of their storytelling.
And | love the story of The Bear, the River and the Salmon, also called

“The Agreement,” retold by Barry Lopez.

One time...before there were any people walking around this valley there

were bear people.
They had an agreement with the salmon....

The salmon would come upriver every fall and the bears would

acknowledge this and take what they needed.
This is the way it was with everything.
Everyone lived by certain agreements and courtesies.

But the salmon people and the bear people had made no agreement with

the river.

It had been overlooked.



No one thought it was even necessary. Well, it was.

One fall the river pulled itself back into the shore trees and wouldn’t let

the salmon enter from the ocean.

Whenever they would try, the river would pull back and leave the salmon

stranded on the beach.
There was a long argument, a lot of talk.
Finally the river let the salmon enter.

But when the salmon got up into the country where the bears lived, the
river began to run in two directions at once, north on one side, south on
the other, roaring, heaving, white water, and rolling big boulders up on
the banks.

Then the river was suddenly still. The salmon were afraid to move.
The bears were standing behind the trees, looking out, and hungry.

The river said in the middle of all this silence that there had to be an

agreement.
No one could just do something, whatever they wanted.
You couldn’t just take someone for granted.

So for several days they spoke about it.



The salmon said who they were and where they came from, and the

bears spoke about what they did, what powers they had been given.

The river spoke about its agreement with the rain and the wind and the

crayfish and so on.
Everybody said what they needed and what they would give away.
Then a very odd thing happened—the river said it loved the salmon.

No one had ever said anything like this before. No one had taken this

chance.

It was an honesty that pleased everyone. It made for a very deep

agreement among them.

Well, they were able to reach an understanding about their obligations to

each other and everyone went (their) way.
This remains unchanged. Time has nothing to do with this.
This is not a story.

When you feel the river shuddering against your legs, you are feeling the

presence of all these agreements.

Don’t you love that the river said that it loved the salmon and how that

deepened the agreement between them?



If only our own treaties, like making peace between countries, whose
people so badly need peace right now, could be infused with love, right?
Imagine how it would look if there were more smiling and honest sharing
when world leaders met; less posturing and deceit?

Picture a world where we’re grateful for our partners in peace keeping
and negotiated from that place.

It reminds me of the lines of our opening poem by Tanaya Winder:
“Never forget you were put on this earth for a reason—

honor your ancestors.

Be a good relative.”

In a Thanksgiving message three years ago, Rev. Susan Frederick-Gray,
then president of the UUA, ended by saying:

“This year let us be grateful in a genuine manner.

Let our gratitude flow from our deep, ongoing commitment to justice
and equity.

Let our gratitude grow from the opportunities we have to be together
authentically—whether virtually or in person.

May we reimagine this day and gather in community to honor Indigenous
ancestors, experiences and traditions.

May it be a time to reflect and find meaning in how our shared values

connect us.”



Beloveds, these are the words of Michael LeDuc:

May we look with gratitude upon this day, for the beauty of the world,
for the first radiance of dawn and the last smoldering glow of sunset.
Let us be thankful for physical joys, for hills to climb and hard work to
do, for music that lifts our hearts in one breath, for the hand-clasp of a
friend, and for the gracious loveliness of children who remind us of the
wonders of life...

For all of this, and for the countless other blessings present in our lives,
let us be grateful.

Amen.

Hymn #1010 “We Give Thanks”

(On the last verse, please turn toward rear doors for closing words)

Closing Words
Just a reminder that after the service, downstairs in the Vestry, we’ll
have our annual singing of Lydia Maria Child’s “Over the River and

Through the Woods.” Song sheets will be available.

Our closing words are from Maureen Killoran:

No matter how weak or how frightened we may feel, we each have gifts

that can make a difference in the world.



In this coming week, may you do at least one thing to support the
broken; to welcome the stranger; to celebrate what is worthy; to do the
work of justice and love.

Be strong.

Be connected.

Each day, act — so you may be a little more whole.

Beloved friends, take all that we’ve shared here this morning, go out into
the world, grateful for the gifts of Mother Earth, bringing kindness to all

those you meet, and may you be blessed in return.

May it be so, amen and blessed be.

Choral Response

Postlude “Offrande”, Flor Peeters



	This is Being by Tanaya Winder 

