UUCC Chalice Circles - November 2025
Theme
Survival is not a promise. It is a memory.

Translation
Ancestry. Wisdom.

Chalice Lighting

We gather together this evening,

Because others came before us.

Some have left examples for us to follow,

Others lessons for us to learn from,

and the paradox is that many have left both pain and joy.

We honor our ancestors this evening, not because they are perfect,

But because, without them, we would not be here,

Together,

Sharing our joy, our pain, our living and our dying. ~ By Chris Rothbauer

Song to Listen: “Irish Eyes” LINK

My mother says I have Irish eyes

Irish eyes, Irish eyes

My mother says I have Irish eyes

They go ever so blue under stormy skies

But they're never so blue as when I let them cry

My father says I have English hair

English hair, English hair

Brown like the bark of an oak somewhere

Like the bed of a lake where the hemlock grows
Like the thorn in the stem of an English rose

I'm a map of the world and the ones before
One foot in sea and one on shore

Every step, every hope flung high

I'm a map of them all with my Irish eyes

My Nana says I have travelling feet
Travelling feet, travelling feet

Slippers for princesses don't fit me

But I dance to my own drum, bright and bold
And my travelling feet always get me home

My sister says ['ve a restless soul

Restless soul, restless soul

Easy to catch, but I'm hard to hold

Like a song on the wind that you caught one day
I get under your skin, then I slip away


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=o34D6UUWXg4

I'm a map of the world and the ones before
One foot in sea and one on shore

Every step, every hope flung high

I'm a map of them all with my Irish eyes

Song to Sing: “May You Know In Your Bones” LINK
May you know in your bones

that this earth is your home.

May you feel in your soul

you are worthy and whole.

May you know in your bones

that this earth is your home.

May you feel

that you belong.

Check-in
Without crosstalk or interruption, please check in with the group, describing where you are in
your life now, noticing what needs to be shared in order to be fully present in our circle.

Reading 1: Poem “Origins” by Peter Friedrichs

What is the history of any thing?

This apple, let’s say, that my grandson just picked
as he sits on my shoulders,

feet dangling like parentheses

around my heart?

Its father, a random visitor

guided to mother flower by

Ancient Knowledge,

from a teeming hive of workers
intent on serving their queen,

That was brought to this orchard

by an itinerant keeper who, in spring,
drove a thousand coffee-fueled miles
in under a month, in a truck

badly in need of a muffler,

all the while reliving the

fight he had with his wife

just before he left home,

wishing his cell phone had service.

Whose juice, that drips in my hair
From the boy’s first taste of autumn,
mere moments ago flowed through
the veins of this tree,

Which was planted decades before


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=n7txt7w9NDo

by a man with three sons,
One of whom he disowned
over what now, in hindsight,
seems trivial.

Not to mention the rain that fell this summer,
broadcast in sheets of lightning and thunder
that woke the baby who lives

in a moldy basement apartment

on the night before her father’s

first day of work in more than a year,

when he desperately needed the sleep.

And the sun whose rays

crossed 93 million miles in under ten minutes
to fall on these leaves

and the face of my neighbor

Who, I learned just last week,

has skin cancer.

This child on my shoulders,

I hope, will remember me,

and this day,

so full of sweetness and laughter,
And the simple pleasure of fruit.

Reading #2

“Our children did not get their wounds alone. They were created by the actions of our family, our
communities and our world. They were created by the things we choose to believe in, the causes
we chose to champion and the despair we chose to neglect.

We didn’t get them from individuals and we cannot heal them operating as individuals. This
healing work is communal... It needs to be present along with the ongoing work that the village
must do to heal itself.

Healing our children means we need to put love in every possible place we can think of.”

— from Dear Universe: Letters of Affirmation and Empowerment for All of Us by Yolo Akili
Robinson

Questions to Consider
1. How could survival be a promise? How can it seem like a memory instead?
2. What comes to mind when you think of ancestry? Wisdom? What are the sources of
wisdom in your life?
3. What gifts have your ancestors given you? Have they given you any curses instead?
4. Yolo Akili Robinson says that we didn’t get our wounds from individuals and we cannot
heal them operating as individuals, either. What do you think he means? Do you agree?



Sitting in Silence
We will sit in silence for 5 minutes. Take this time to center yourself and reflect on the readings,
questions, and theme, considering what you would like to share with the group.

Sharing/Deep Listening

Please listen deeply to others & share of your own experience and thoughts on the readings,
questions, or theme without crosstalk or interruption. Please ensure everyone gets an equal
opportunity to participate.

Second Sharing/Crosstalk
As time allows, after listening to others, do you have additional thoughts to share?

Check-Out
How are you feeling now, as you leave our circle? What are you taking with you?

Extinguishing the Chalice

We extinguish this chalice, which transformed wax into pure light and warmth,
reminding us of our own living—transforming the stuff of this world

into the love and activity of our daily lives.

As we remember, may today bring forth transformation in ourselves—

from grief, healing; from memory, wholeness; and from celebration, love.
—Adapted from Mira Mickiewicz



