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Opening Words:
Your children are not your children.

They are the sons and daughters of Life’s longing for itself.

They come through you but not from you,

And though they are with you yet they belong not to you.

from The Prophet by Kahil Gabran 
Mothers Day

Though my child belongs not to me, she is my child and always will be. 

I watched her running up the driveway on that second day of school, bouncing along in white ankle socks and Stride Rite sandals and a summer dress hand-sewn by an English grandma. I watched her at eight and nine, two yellow braids and a Cookie Monster lunch box. I dropped what I was doing and ran out to meet the bus, in those days when she was little enough to be swept up in my arms and unembarrassed by my affection.

I watched her carrying a trombone case and a school bag that just gets heavier, trudging up that driveway on cold winter mornings in junior high when no one wore a winter jacket or socks, no matter how much snow covered the yard. I watched her just last week when her boyfriend came to meet her in his car, and they walked out together arm in arm, he carrying her trombone case. Then, when I watched her asking questions of the admissions officer at a liberal arts college, I knew that I could count the days I have left to watch her from the window.

Spirit of Life, watch my child when I cannot. Encircle her with love, protect her from a world which has become cynical. Knowing that I cannot stop time, not even for a moment, and freeze the picture of her from my window, let me hold her gently in my memory. Let all those children she once was remain joyful spirits enriching my reminiscences. Spirit of Life, watch all our children. Keep them safe as they adventure toward adulthood, and let them turn and wave to us as they step out of our care into the world of their making. 
Here ends the reading. 
Silent Meditation:

 Praying 




It doesn’t have to be 





The blue Iris, it could be 





Weeds in a vacant lot, or a few small stones; just





Pay attention, then patch




A few words together and don’t try

 



To make them elaborate, this isn’t 
 



A contest but the doorway




Into thanks, and a silence in which
 



Another voice may speak









Mary Oliver
A Story for All Ages

Owen & Mzee 



By Isabella Hatkoff, Craig Hatkoff and Dr. Paula Kahumbu
Reading - From bird by bird Anne Lamott 

A magazine editor recently asked me to write an essay about being a life long Giants fan, which I have been, but the anxiety about publication made my mind go suddenly blank. All I could remember at first was coming into the kitchen of the little coffee-colored house where I grew up to find my mother and older brother hunched over the radio listening to a Giants game with such concentration that it might have been the first news reports from Pearl Harbor. I started wanting to be able to tell Sam my stories about being a fan, because I didn’t want that aspect of my life to be lost, but when I began, that one image was all I could remember. So I started to talk to other fans about what they remembered, and it all started coming back: the whole huge bright-green overlit space that is Candlestick Park, how going there was like stepping into Oz. It was like discovering Greenland!  I remembered worrying that it would surely take twenty players to cover all that land and yet there were only three.
“Dear Sam” I wrote at the top of the page, “I want to tell you about how I loved the San Francisco Giants when I was a little kid.” Instead of imagining the editor peering skeptically over my shoulder as I wrote, I pictured Sam sitting down to read this one day, how glad he might be that I had gotten it down. I started telling him my memories of the strangely reddish dirt of the base paths, the gunfire of batting practice, the feel of being part of a healthy mob, part of a pulse, part of a collective heartbeat. I called friends and compared notes about what it felt like to be part of a huge struggle, where people were winning and loosing and triumphing and being humiliated, and for once it wasn’t you. Then I told Sam about this, on paper……….

Little by little, in telling Sam all these details, I got to see the bigger point of baseball, that it can give us back ourselves. We’re a crowd animal, a highly gregarious, communicative species, but the culture and the age and all the fear that fills our days have put almost everyone into little boxes, each of us all alone. But baseball, if we love it, gives us back our place in the crowd. It restores us.


So I wrote this all down in my letter to Sam, and little by little memory and detail and fact and feeling wove themselves together…….full of me, for Sam and his children to read one day.


Here end this reading.
How Cool is That?
A Sermon for Mother’s Day, May 13, 2007

By Joyce C. Milberg


I want to be just like Miriam Bowman when I grow up. Now, you can tell her everything I’m going to say here, I do believe that she enjoys being a mentor and a friend. I don’t think that I’m embarrassing her.

For those of you who do not know Miriam, she is a five foot and some,  elegant, energetic, intelligent, opinionated woman who has been a member of this church for almost (?) 50 years and thinks she has a right (quite rightly) to have a say in what goes on around here. Quite often I’ve been picked to be her partner in crime. She’s had a hand in picking the furniture in the Living Room, the carpeting here in the sanctuary.  She is curious, committed, and courageous.  At this precise moment she is thoroughly enjoying the 99th day of a 100 day semester at sea that she has done all by herself except for the Bishop Desmond Tutu, about 600 unsuspecting students – I think Bishop Tutu was unsuspecting too - a faculty and other LLL’s , life long learners, all of whom will probably remain Miriam’s  life long friends.   


Before she left, she handed me her itinerary. It was clear that she had made quite a number of copies and this one had my name at the top. The itinerary told you exactly where the boat (I should say ship, but boat is more artistic) was going to be on any given day. It told you precisely when to mail any package or letter; how to exactly address the aforementioned package and letter and if needed - the number and cost of a phone call ($3.95 per minute) etc. etc.


Miriam handing me the itinerary reminded me of the third or fourth time Michael and I were ever in church: Miriam approached me, “Come to dinner Saturday night” she said in that way she has of commanding you to action. “Bring dessert” as if all Unitarians are cooks – good cooks. I’m pretty sure we got to know Lisbet and Josh better that night, I’m thinking Jim and Cindy Snyder or June and Dick Kleeman were there too and of course, Gus. 

That dinner was only the first of many occasions when Miriam introduced me to people I should know and who should know me, she also introduced me to clubs, organizations, hairdressers, sandwich shops, the shortcuts to Erie. So, with only positive memories of things Miriam has asked me to do over the years, I went out and bought stationery, eleven greeting cards that I thought fit the occasion, nine 84 cent stamps – remembering that Hawaii & Puerto Rico are but 39 cents away until tomorrow. 


Almost every week since January, I’ve set aside time to sit by the window overlooking the river and write a letter to Miriam. I did say “write a letter to Miriam.” 
What a gift she has given me.
 
I have loved each minute I’ve spent sitting at that window. I’ve rediscovered penmanship – that handy dandy lost art and craft we have given up in favor of the computer. I’ve spent this quiet time putting the events of the week into perspective in my head so that I can write whole sentences that make sense. Editing is too easy on a computer- but once you’ve put that ink to paper….. I’ve spent this quiet time making the gossip of the day into funny stories to relate. I’ve written down, around, sideways so I don’t get the letter too heavy in the way I remember seeing my great grandparents do it.

One time, as I was writing, the most majestic bald eagle soared by the window, dove for fish, and came around again with it in his mouth. It was a breathtaking ‘oh, my God moment’ that I added to the letter.

Another time, I laughed watching my peanut, the kitten Isabella vie for the attention of the pen in my hand. The ink went katywhapus and I added an explanation of it  to the letter.  And often as not, after I sealed one envelope, I’ve thought - why not just jot a note to …

The time has been restorative: 



Stationery - $43 dollars



Time Spent – 6.5 Hours


Payback for your soul, PRICELESS

I believe that the best of us lies in our ability to be true and abiding friends to one another. When we choose friends it’s as if we are creating a chosen family, a circle of friends who treat each other as family and whose loyalties go beyond the boundaries of the routine. So, I’m here today to celebrate mothers, women and friendships.


Friendship is an ancient art. We learn how to be a friend from our mothers, who learn from theirs, who learned from theirs. You can have different kinds of friends with different kinds of bonds and attachments. We have acquaintances, work friends, social friends, good friends and best friends. We need all of them. 

Sometimes work friends morph into good friends; good friends change into acquaintances as circumstances change. But a best friend will always be a best friend. No matter what happens, you can always pick up where you left off, never missing a beat. A best friend knows when something is not quite right, it could be the sound of your voice or the fact that you haven’t called lately. Best friends are your biggest fans, constant supporters, the ones who truly believe you can do no wrong. Best friends can be very clear that while in their eyes you are a hero – you do not walk on water. Best friends are the ones who will drop everything to pick up some orange juice for you if you have a cold. If you have one of these friendships you are indeed blessed.


We’ve developed a small cadre of friends in Tionesta who have also moved from big city jobs and stressful lives. We play golf together badly; we’re involved together in the arts council, gardening for the community and Tionesta’s relay for life. 

We’ve begun our own traditions. One rainy summer’s day they talked me into buying a vintage black dress from Paris. That New Year’s Eve, I asked the guys to wear Black Tie so that I could wear my dress. The ladies were radiant but the guys spectacular looking – one even wore a tail coat that had belonged to his Dad.   We talk often about the importance of friends, and we laugh and play and are outsiders together. In this small town of Tionesta you remain an outsider no matter how active you are in the community. Friendships here then are the stuff of survival. 


I love the small town that we live in but survival in Tionesta means not only a tight knit cadre of friends but leaving it behind now and then. At least once a year I travel with a long time girl friend. Sandi is an important player in corporate destinations. So traveling with Sandi is always a good adventure – being the first guest in the presidential cottage on a golf course near Augusta or opening a rebuilt hotel on Sea Island or a penthouse suite in Toronto. It’s not always perfection; they had forgotten to turn on the hot water in my shower in the presidential cottage – but I always feel like the lady in waiting to the queen. My trips with Sandi are close and connecting escapes that make coming back to my small town OK. 

So, when last October Sandi put out the call to her girlfriends to come help celebrate her birthday and being suddenly single again – nine women who knew Sandi but did not know one another converged on St. Louis from places like Chicago, Atlanta, Aspen, San Francisco, Toronto and Tionesta. We cooked, ate, laughed, got along famously and best of all got to watch the Cardinals win the World Series! I want to be just like Sandi when I grow up. Just knowing you have a cadre of friends who will make every effort to be there for you is very special.

A great friendship is a sanctuary, a circle of love that enfolds you. A great friendship let’s you take risks and share your heart. A great friendship let’s you cry, no questions asked, no judgment made. A great friendship simply provides a wide shoulder when it’s needed most. Most importantly a great friendship let’s you laugh and laugh and laugh. That can’t be anything but good for you, laughing with a friend. Being a friend, making time for friends, cultivating the friendship almost insures that you will have friends in return.  

I put great store in friendships. The friends of my twenties and beyond have become my sisters, my mothers. I’ve learned from them what my mother would have taught me had she lived and quite a bit more she may not have found it appropriate to say. 

I have a passport because my friend, my sister Dixie told me “you never know when some man is going to invite you to dinner in Paris, you want to be ready don’t you?” 

I have a little black dress that did “the traveling pants thing” in the mid eighties – to New York, Alaska, Pittsburgh and Phoenix. I always wondered how long and lank Dixie and Monica and Jane – all different shapes and sizes could successfully wear that little black dress.  But like magic, we did. 
I have dozens of stories of easy friendships and friendships not so easy – each enhances my life.

So on mother’s day, I think about my mother and yours but I celebrate you and my friends – my friends past, friends present and friends yet to come.  What a gift you all have given me. 


One of the cards I sent off to Miriam said it so well.

“You make me smile even when you’re not around –



How Cool is That?” 

Closing Words    

When we honestly ask ourselves which person in our lives means the most to us, we often find that it is those who, instead of giving advice, solutions, or cures, have chosen rather to share our pain and touch our wounds with a warm and tender hand. The friend who can be silent with us in a moment of despair or confusion, who can stay with us in an hour of grief and bereavement, who can tolerate not knowing, not curing, not healing and face with us the reality of our powerlessness, that is a friend who cares.

Henri Nowen

Go in peace and return again in love. 
