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A poem by Antoine de Saint-Exupery, the author of the little prince: 

In a house which becomes a home, 

one hands down and another takes up 

the heritage of mind and heart, 

laughter and tears, musings and deeds. 

Love, like a carefully loaded ship, 

crosses the gulf between the generations. 

Therefore, we do not neglect the ceremonies 

of our passage: when we wed, when we die, 

and when we are blessed with a child; 

When we depart and when we return; 

When we plant and when we harvest. 

Let us bring up our children. It is not 

the place of some official to hand to them 

their heritage. 

If others impart to our children our knowledge 

and ideals, they will lose all of us that is 

wordless and full of wonder. 

Let us build memories in our children, 

lest they drag out joyless lives, 

lest they allow treasures to be lost because 

they have not been given the keys. 

We live, not by things, but by the meanings 

of things. It is needful to transmit the passwords 

from generation to generation.  

 

 

  



MEMORIAL DAY PRAYER By Barbara J Pescan  

 

Spirit of Life 

whom we have called by many names 

in thanksgiving and in anguish— 

Bless the poets and those who mourn 

Send peace for the soldiers who did not make the wars 

but whose lives were consumed by them 

Let strong trees grow above graves far from home 

Breathe through the arms of their branches 

The earth will swallow your tears while the dead sing 

"No more, never again, remember me." 

For the wounded ones, and those who received them back, 

let there be someone ready when the memories come 

when the scars pull and the buried metal moves 

and forgiveness for those of us who were not there 

for our ignorance. 

And in us, veterans in a forest of a thousand fallen promises, 

let new leaves of protest grow on our stumps. 

Give us courage to answer the cry of humanity's pain 

And with our bare hands, out of full hearts, 

with all our intelligence 

let us create the peace. 

 

 

 

 

  



READING  “In Between” by Kate Walker 

 

In between, liminal, that space where we wait. 

Between moments; events, results, action, no action. 

To stand on the threshold, waiting for something to end, 

And something new to arrive, a pause in the rumble of time. 

Awareness claims us, alert, a shadow of something different. 

 

In between invitation and acceptance. 

In between symptom and diagnosis. 

In between send and receipt of inquiry and question. 

In between love given and love received. 

 

Liminality, a letting go, entering into confusion, 

ambiguity and disorientation. 

A ritual begun, pause … look back at what once was, 

Look forward into what becomes. 

Identity sheds a layer, reaches into something uncomfortable to wear. 

 

In between lighting of the match and the kindling of oil. 

In between choosing of text and the reading of words. 

In between voices and notes carried through the air into ears to hear. 

In between creation thrusts ever forward. 

 

Social hierarchies may disassemble and structures may fall. 

Communities may revolt or tempt trust. 

Tradition may falter or creativity crashes forward. 

Leaders may step down or take charge. 

The people may choose or refuse. 

 

In between, storm predicted, the horizon beacons. 

In between, theology of process reminds us to step back. 

In between, where minutia and galaxies intermingle with microbes and mysteries. 

In between, liminal, that space where we wait: Look, listen, feel, breathe. 

  



HOMILY “Into the Unknown”  Rev. Julia Hamilton    

 

One of the things that I love about religious life is the celebration of milestones, markers in the 

cycle of being.  Births, deaths, marriages, separations, the transitions between childhood and 

adulthood. Today is just such a celebration, just such a marker, in our lives.  You may not realize 

it, but we adults often mark the passage of time by the way we watch you grow, here in our 

community.  Children running under foot at potlucks, youth standing in the pulpit at Coming of 

Age, and now, here you are at the end of high school, moving quickly into the unknown 

territory beyond your teenage years, into…. 

What, exactly?   

In one of his sonnets, the Unitarian poet e.e. cummings wrote a few phrases that I think are a 

kind of roadmap toward adulthood: 

the trick of finding what you didn’t lose 

(existing’s tricky : but to live’s a gift) 

the teachable imposture of always 

arriving at the place you never left 

In some ways, I think adulthood is about the trick of finding what you didn’t lose.  

It is like the Universalist idea of salvation – that it is something we can never lose -we are 

always, already saved, we are already good enough, and we can never be completely cut off 

from the living spirit of the world. There is no hell waiting for us if we fall short. And yet at 

times, it can be hard to find that sense of assurance and integrity, it can be hard to feel like we 

have access to what we need  - and so we have to go in search of it, even if that search takes us 

back to the beginnings inside of our own continuously rediscovered self, to find again what we 

never lost. 

In one of our conversations getting ready for this morning, I asked you about what you thought 

the next few years might be about – what was a challenge that you saw on the horizon. And 

one of you answered: Learning your margin for error. Making mistakes, but making mistakes 

you can live with.  

This is very wise. Because mistakes will be made.  Big ones, little ones; you will burn pots on the 

stove and cook some terrible meals and you will break hearts, sometimes your own. You will 

write terrible essays, and oversleep for something important, and have those reoccurring 

nightmares where you show up for class without having done any of the reading. You might get 



hurt, physically and emotionally, from time to time. But in the words of one of my mentors, I 

hope that you will learn how to fail forward.  

And leaving high school behind, you will also find places and things and new ways of being that 

are not mistakes. You will have ideas, big ideas that will fill up your brain and heart and inspire 

you - often to make some more, and better, mistakes. You will meet other people with 

completely different ways of living – roommates that come from family systems totally 

different from your own, and you will learn that there are as many ways to get things right as 

there are ways to get things wrong.  

“Existing’s tricky ; but to live’s a gift.” 

Each of us has our own ways of managing our existence - the day-to-day project of the details 

of life, and you will have to figure out your way. e.e. cummings had it right – day to day living 

can be hard. The devil is in the details, after all, and you are entering into that unbound time 

when all the details that were once controlled at home are now up for reexamination. You will 

have to figure out how to get through each day. Of course there are people here in this room 

who will always be ready to help, but when I comes down to it, there is a freedom waiting for 

you that is both exciting and a little bit unnerving. But even in that trickiness of existing, living is 

a gift. It will be up to you to figure out how to live, not just exist. I hope that your Unitarian 

Universalist faith is helpful in this regard, I hope that growing up in this congregation has given 

you the spiritual tools you need to live with meaning and purpose, not just physically survive 

with the help of pizza and coffee. 

In our lives, there is never just one moment when we leave, or arrive. There is not just one 

moment when you become an adult, and one moment when you are still a child. We are 

always, no matter what our age, we are always leaving and losing and arriving and finding. That 

is the spiritual journey. Our work is to keep moving, to keep growing, to keep discovering life.  

But in all of this movement, what is constant? 

 “love is the voice under all silences 

The hope which has no opposite in fear 

The strength so strong mere force is feebleness 

The truth more first than sun more last than star” 

Underneath all of the movement of life, all of the trickiness of existence and the leavings and 

losings and arrivings and findings, there is an unbreakable thread of love that binds us together. 

When you are flailing, when you have made that mistake that you are not sure you can live 



with, when you are feeling lost from yourself and from the world, reach for that thread, that 

hope that holds no fear.  

We are all holding onto that thread, here. We come through the doors on Sunday morning, 

looking to find it again, or perhaps to reach out and help another person grasp hold of love 

when they need it most. The doors of every Unitarian Universalist congregation are open to 

you, should you find yourself in a strange town needing a place to find a warm welcome.  And 

the doors of this congregation, especially are always open and ready to welcome you home.  

This is the final thing that I ask of you, today. That you do not just take care of finding and 

maintaining that connection to love in your own life, but that you are attentive to the lives of 

others, and that you work to bring hope and healing to others. I ask that even in the chaotic 

times, even in the uncertain times, especially in the uncertain times, that you put your 

Unitarian Universalist faith to work in the world, knowing that none of us are truly free until all 

of us are free.  


