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“From Moment to Moment: Cultivating a Summer Faith”

Last Sunday the music of Mozart carried us;

This morning these inspired readings from Emerson and Eagleton carry us,

The dedication of Claire carries us,

In a few minutes Katie Frassinelli’s song will carry us,

After the service the pie downstairs will carry us,

And the beautiful morning outside carries us,

Telling us that while ours is not a fair-weather faith,

It is a faith that says our spiritual sanctuary is both here in this room

And also in the rooms outside, and in the
In the moment-to-moment-ness of our lives.

Being a religious person is measured not by the recitation of a creed, we say, 

Or counting how many Sundays we show up to church,

But rather by how often you show up to yourself and the life around you
And your fellow human beings in ways that can make a vital difference.
But first, before I get ahead of myself, a word on behalf of our sponsor,

A word on behalf of the institution that is First Parish in Sherborn, Unitarian Universalist:

My colleague Jenny Rankin writes 
‘that there are places we go to set our accounts in order;

There are places we go to clothe our bodies,
There are places we go to repair our cars, to clean our shirts,

Buy our food, educate our children, fuel our vehicles,

Borrow our books.  All kinds of places to meet all kinds of needs.
But we come here to consider what it is our souls

Need to live, 
Meaning, perhaps, a sense of purpose, beauty, courage,
And this is what makes this make so unique, so necessary.

So, as some of you know, next Sunday is our annual Flower Communion Sunday,

And then the following Sunday, June 21, we begin our more relaxed,

More informal summer services led by many of you in 

The air-conditioned comfort of Unity Hall (with child care!) - 
Meeting back here again on Sunday, Sept.13th for our Water Communion service.

A gentle prod from me to you to remember over these next few months

That this is the place you can come to consider what it is your soul need to live,

And that even as we are pulled in a hundred different directions, 
pulled by good weather,
Vacations, stay-cations, and all the rest of it, 

Remember that your church is here and open for business, 

All-be-it in a more relaxed style.

Repeat after me: we are not closed in the summer!

These words began for me with a list – not the list of points I wanted to make,
Or stories I wanted to share – but rather the list of jobs and tasks
I have waiting for me, the ones I haven’t found time for, until my vacation in July.

I’m thinking that just perhaps you have one of these lists, too. 

I’m thinking that maybe the reason our attendance goes down in late Spring and summer is that

These lists take over our Sunday mornings.

Here’s mine:

Repair latch on back screen door.

Clear, clean and sweep basement.

Stain back deck.
Replace cracked two-by-four on said deck.

Prime and paint new stairs on the side of the house built by father-in-law.

Before priming and painting, finish stair project mostly

Completed by father-in-law.

Move – somewhere – the pile of broken cement and stone in the driveway

That Father-in-law put there after tearing apart old stairs.

Send thank you note to father-in-law (remember to conceal some of the sarcasm
For giving you more work).
Seed bare spots in the lawn, or develop enough ego strength

To resist the judgments of my neighbors.

Fix bunny hutch.  

Clip the bunny’s nails (could there be a more awful job?)

Pull weeds.

Move hydrangea. 

Reconcile myself to the reality that I won’t complete half of this list.
These items are on page one of my list.  There are other pages.

I’m sure this doesn’t sound at all familiar to you.
I’m also sure that some of your lists – as I watch you making them in your mind – 

Are not nearly as superficial.

We should also be real.

Some of us have the words – find a job – on our list.

Some of us are saying goodbye to dying parents this summer.
Some of us are fighting illness this summer.
Some of us will be juggling bills, trying to repair relationships,

Asking of ourselves some urgent question this summer.
It is June, the weather is so fair, so lovely,

But let’s remember we arrive here with all kinds of weather,

Some of us sunny, some of with us with storm clouds, some of feeling

A little muggy, 
And that especially this year there are many in our midst,

In our families, in our neighborhoods, in our towns who are feeling overwhelmed.

And so I’m wondering, in this time of overwhelming: What does a summer faith look like?
What do our souls require, we who come here to consider what it is our souls need to live?

My colleague and friend Jane Jzepka reminds me that it’s my job

As the minister to fuss over you

About theological matters,

And then she writes of what the Hasidic tradition calls
‘two-pocket theology,’

The idea that religious people should always have two pockets

In every garment
With a slip of paper in each one.

The first piece of paper should say “I am but dust and ashes.”

And the second should say “For me the universe was made.”

This summer – in service to the question: what does a summer faith look like?- 
I want us to keep both pieces of paper close at hand.

From our left pocket I want us to pull out the message 

About being dust and ashes

Whenever we need to remember our priorities and 

Recover our place in the world.

Remember my list?  Remember yours?

Remember how our reading says we will spend our afterlife,
With something like 6 months sitting there clipping our nails,

5 weeks waiting for a green light,

And 3 months deep in thought, wondering what might happen

If we shifted our priorities?

I want the message about being dust and ashes to help change

How we spend our time this summer,

With a little less time spent on tackling the honey-do lists,

And a little more time asking: what do I want to do today that feels vital to me?

I want the message about being dust and ashes to help remind us

About humility this summer, 

So that whenever we feel ourselves getting a little too big for our britches,

Or a little too self-centered, or feeling a little too responsible,

as though we carry the world on our shoulders

we can pull out this paper and remember
We are small part in a big universe,

and that we need all the help we can get.
And I want the message about being dust and ashes to remind us this summer

That the moments do not endure,

That we move from event to event, Eagleton says, like

Children jumping across hot sand, an image I love.
Whiny children, beautiful afternoons, ailing parents who will need us,

Once-in-a-lifetime vacations, empty time between jobs,

Dedicated time with loved ones – we will hop between these

Moments this summer,

We who have inherited a faith that tells us we ought to concern ourselves
Primarily with this life,

That only that day dawns to which we are awake.

Which is why, from the right pocket, we pull out the paper

That carries the companion message, the one that says: 

“For me the universe was made.”

Remember the reading from Emerson?

Remember his words that say

“In this refulgent summer, it has been a luxury to draw the breath of life.

How wide; how rich; what invitation from every property 

It gives to ever person!

In it’s fruitful soils, in its navigable sea;

In its mountains of metal and stone, it its forests of all woods;

In its animals; in its chemical ingredients; in its powers and path of light,

Heat, attraction, and life, it is well worth the pith and heart of people 

To enjoy it.’

I want the message that says for me the universe was made

To remind us that we live in a holy world,

That any God we speak of is a God in the world, not apart from the world
I want us, this summer, to describe this world as a sanctuary
As holy a place as any temple or church, any shrine or mosque.

I want the message that says for me the universe was made 

To remind us this summer that we, too, are holy, 
born as Claire reminds us this morning

Not with the stain of original sin, born not with inherent fault or flaw,
But worthy and capable of love from the very beginning.
I want us this summer to be faithful stewards, dedicated

practioners of this love.

And I want the message that says for me for universe was made

To guide how act this summer,

For we are a doing faith, not just a talking or believing faith.

Someone once described spirituality as the capacity to distinguish

What is humanely important from what is not.

So this summer we might ask, in this universe made for us:

Might I as well be busy with important things?

What did I do yesterday that is worth mentioning?

What will I do tomorrow that will make a vital difference for someone?
There is much more I want these messages to do for us this summer,

About helping us ask what we will worship, 

And how we love, and what we love, and how we gentle with we

are going to be with ourselves.

But we have a song from our own Katie F. waiting to carry us,

A poem written by her grandfather that she put to music,

And that I wanted her to share with us – just because.

So it will it have to suffice to leave us with us these wishes:
May our souls consider what they need to live this summer.

This summer may our wardrobes afford us two pockets.
Moment to moment may we adjust our priorities.

May we be humble.

May we remember the moments do not endure.

Moment to moment, day to day, may we remember we have

Something inside us that is holy and capable and strong.
May we remember, at the same time, that we are small, that we belong
To something much larger and more enduring than ourselves.

May we have a summer faith.
Amen.
