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Lighting of Chalice  
 

With deep gratitude for all 
who have kept burning the flame that lights our path,  
we kindle our chalice. 
We remember thus in love, 
the long pilgrimage of those living and dead, 
who have in faith and hope guided our way.  

Welcoming Hymn #336: “All My Memories of Love” 

Our music this morning will be provided by the combined musical talents of Joel & 
Grace Yelland, LeRoy Davidson, and the Rutter-Parrish family.  

All of this music, with the exception of our Gathering Song that you just heard, has been 
pre-recorded, with much time, effort, and care by our musicians – thank you, musicians – 
and the first of these pre-recordings is our Welcoming Hymn for this Memorial Day 
service, a haunting, wistful hymn from our hymnal Singing the Living Tradition, titled 
“All My Memories of Love.” The words are those of the 20th century Russian poet Anna 
Akhmatova, translated by the Rev. Mark Belletini, who was instrumental in creating the 
Singing the Living Tradition hymnal.  

“All My Memories of Love” – LeRoy Davidson on the organ; Grace Yelland on the flute; 
Joel Yelland and Harmony Rutter doing the vocals.  The words will appear on the screen.  

1. All my memories of love hang upon high stars. 
All the souls I’ve lost to tears now the autumn jars; 
and the air around me here thickens with their song; 
sing again their nameless tunes, sing again, and strong. 

2. Willows in September touch the water clear, 
set among the rushes tall of the flowing year. 
Rising up from sunlit past comes the shadowed sigh 
running toward me silently, love to fortify. 

3. Many are the graceful hearts hung upon this tree. 
And it seems there’s room for mine on these branches free; 
and the sky above the tree, whether wet or bright, 
is my ease and comforting, my good news and light. 



 
Reading 
 
Memorial Day had its origin at the end of the Civil War, when, on the last weekend in 
May of 1868, General John A. Logan, commander-in-chief of the Grand Army of the 
Republic, honored the soldiers and sailors who had given their lives in that horrific civil 
conflict … not only the victors but both Union and Confederate soldiers, who were 
buried at the Arlington National Cemetery … and he honored them by decorating their 
graves with flowers. Thus, this day was first known as Decoration Day, a name that still 
echoes in my memory from my youth. 
 
Later, Decoration Day become Memorial Day, a day set aside by our country to 
memorialize and pay tribute to all those who have given their lives in military service for 
our country.  
 
And now, of course, the Memorial Day remembrance has expanded beyond that, 
becoming a time of general remembrance of loved ones who have died; and, indeed, my 
sermon message this morning will be related to our personal remembering of loved ones 
on this Memorial Day Sunday. 
  
But before moving in that direction, I have a reading that relates to the civic Memorial 
Day, a poem by Garrison Keillor titled “Memorial Day Sonnet.” This poem was read by 
him for his Prairie Home Companion Show on Saturday, May 29, 2004, a program that 
came from the Wolf Trap National Park for the Performing Arts in Vienna, Virginia, 
which is a short distance away from the National Cemetery in Arlington, Virginia.  
 

“Memorial Day Sonnet” 
by Garrison Keillor 

 
We’re here to honor those who went to war 
Who did not wish to die, but did die, grievously, 
In eighteen sixty-one and in two-thousand four 
Though they were peaceable as you or me. 
Young and innocent, they knew nothing of horror – 
Singers and athletes, and all in all well-bred. 
Their sergeants, mercifully, made them into warriors, 
And at the end, they were moving straight ahead.  
As we look at these headstones, row on row on row, 
Let us see them as they were, laughing and joking, 
On that bright irreverent morning long ago. 
And once more, let our hearts be broken. 
 God have mercy on them for their heroic gift. 
 May we live the good lives they would have lived. 

 



Sermon: “For Memory Will Keep What It Has Heard” 
 
Not even death 
 
What remains after the death of a loved one? And what is it that is passed on from one 
life to another? 
 
A poem titled “Not Even Death” by Margaret Jane Cole suggests one answer. And, 
interestingly, I can’t tell from this poem if the author herself is near death or whether it is 
the loved one to whom she is addressing the poem that is near death. Actually, it works 
both ways. Here’s the poem, which you can follow on the screen.  
  

There will be something here, some part of this 
Left over past our final soft caress – 
A breeze at twilight carrying a kiss, 
The fragrance of a petaled loveliness 
That we have known, some little shining edge 
Of ecstasy on beauty’s golden dart –  
And we will stand beside the jasmine hedge 
Again, and love will spring from heart to heart. 
 
For memory will keep what it has heard 
Forever etched upon the heart’s own seed, 
And time shall not erase one tender word 
That love has written down for future need. 
Oh dearest, hold this knowledge and be glad – 
Not even death destroys what love has had. 

 
The heart’s own seed 

        
This tender, touching poem suggests that the heart is like a storehouse where seeds of 
memory are kept and preserved.  
 
The image that comes to my mind is that of the pomegranate fruit with its multitude of 
gem-like, crimson-colored seeds … each seed having a tender memory of love etched 
upon it … a little packet of information that at the appropriate time will germinate, 
sprout, take root, grow, blossom, and bear fruit. 

 
What we remember 
 
Interestingly, these seeds of memory in the storehouse of our heart are not necessarily 
known to us at the time … for seeds are often tiny, little things … so tiny that you don’t 
even know they’re adhering to you …  
 
… as when, for example, you walk through a field of grasses and wild flowers or through 
a woods …  



 
… and the seeds from the various plants, unbeknownst to you, stick to your clothing, 
attach themselves to the hair of your head, gather in the cuffs of your pants …  
 
… and all without your awareness … you don’t even know that you are collecting them, 
carrying them, and scattering them. 

  
So, too, little seeds of memory stick to us … unobtrusively, unbeknownst to ourselves or 
to those from whom we are receiving these memories. 
 
In one of his poems, the poet Robert Bly says that each day we asked to remember one or 
two things … just one or two things each day as we go through life: 
 

things that our parents aren’t aware we are remembering, 
things that aren’t by any means the national news of the day,  
and things that often we ourselves are not aware we are remembering. 
   (“Four Ways of Knowledge,” from The Man in the Black Coat Turns) 
 

We don’t know – and can’t control – why we remember what we remember, but, 
apparently, something in us wants to, or needs to, remember. 
 
Something in us, our heart, let us say, wants and needs to remember.  
 
Our “heart,” a symbol of our deepest emotional self, our heart wants and needs to collect 
these memories and store them for future reference and need. 
 
And, our “soul,” a symbol of our deepest, interior self and of that which most essentially 
belongs to us, our soul also wants and needs to gather and collect memories that will be 
useful for it in the future. 
 
And we in our conscious selves don’t even know why at the time. Maybe later we will 
learn why these seeds of memory adhered to us; maybe later we will learn why the 
“heart” and the “soul” collected, gathered, and stored the particular memories they did; 
but at the time we really don’t know what we are gathering, or why. 
 
The mystery of memory 
 
Do you know why you remember what you remember? 
 
Many of you tuned in today have had many years of gathering memories, but have you 
figured out why the particular seeds of memory that have adhered to you did so?  
 
Why do the “heart” and the “soul” gather the memories they do? These are memories that 
are often, even usually, utterly strange, odd little things with no apparent rhyme or reason 
to them. It’s not a rational thing, nor an intellectual thing. 
 
The things we remember, as Robert Bly suggests, are not what our parents would think 



we might remember (and, of course, often they’d just as soon we wouldn’t remember 
what we remember), while the things they wanted to teach us are often completely 
forgotten. 
 
An odd little memory 
 
Here’s a little example of the oddness of memory; it comes from a memorial service that 
I officiated some years ago. 
 
In the part of the service where we had a gathering and sharing of memories, a 
granddaughter of the deceased woman stood to speak about her dear, departed 
grandmother. 
 

 “I have the oddest little memory of my grandmother,” the woman said. “I 
remember that when she was eating and nearly all the food on her plate was gone, 
she would use her little finger to pick up the crumbs from the plate. Then she would 
put her little finger to her mouth and eat those crumbs. And, in this way, she cleaned 
her plate.” 
 The granddaughter continued, “I don’t know why I remember that, but I do. And 
now I find myself doing the very same thing! When I am about finished eating, I 
pick up the crumbs from my plate with my little finger and I put them to my mouth. 
And, when I do, I think of “grandma.’” 
  

Crumbs on the plate … little crumbs of no apparent account … and yet these crumbs are 
the seeds of memory. 

 
What’s useful to us 
 
What is imparted to us is not usually what others have tried to impart to us. And, actually, 
what others try to impart to us is often remembered, if at all, only negatively. 
 
What is most useful to us, it seems, are seeds of memory that we don’t even know we are 
receiving and which others don’t even know they are giving. 
 
What is remembered by us is that which has “heart-stuff” attached to it, or “soul-stuff” … 
something that our heart is pulled by, or something that the soul takes note of. 

 
Heart, soul, and memory 
 
So, what do the “heart” and “soul” like to remember? 
 
The ‘heart,” that which relates to our deepest emotional being, likes the following things, 
I think: connection, care, concern, and courtesy.  
 
And also this: kindness, gentleness, tenderness, and modesty.  
 



In other words, the heart likes what it itself is. 
 
And the “soul,” that essential, unoriginated fire of which we are a part, what does it like?  
 
The soul likes the following, I think: reality, vitality, authenticity, and spontaneity.  
 
In other words, the soul likes what it itself is. 
 
And so the “heart” and “soul,” usually without our conscious knowledge, gather, collect, 
store, and preserve seeds of memory so that they themselves might be nourished. 
  
What we give 
 
And this may give us a clue as to how we should live our own lives, and what it is that we 
give or have given to others …  
 
… for we truly give to others when we give of ourselves … naturally, spontaneously, 
lovingly, and without necessarily the shaping of forethought … and certainly not the 
shaping by manipulation.  
 
We have to let go; we have to let the heart bubble over; we have to let the soul have its 
play. 
  
A story of memory 
 
Who has dropped seeds of memory into your heart or into your soul? 
 
Reading Bill Moyers’ interviews with American poets a number of years ago, I was 
struck by an interview with a contemporary American poet of Chinese descent by the 
name of Li-Young Lee, a poet I heard speak a few years ago in Seattle. 
 
Li-Young Lee’s father, as his son describes him, was a brilliant man of huge intellectual 
and artistic talents. Also a wild and exuberant man, a scholarly man with a command of 
seven languages, an entrepreneur who could make money and as easily let it go, and a 
man who later became a Christian evangelist and, finally, a Presbyterian minister. 
 
And he was a forbidding presence of a man, a person who felt he needed to give an 
appearance of strength, an individual who could not allow doubt into his public or even 
his private conversation. 
 
And he was a demanding man to his children, with very high standards, the template by 
which his sons and daughters were to measure their lives. 
 
But what was remembered of this man?  
 
No doubt, all of this has gone into his children in some way or another, but what his son 



Li-Young Lee remembers and appreciates was the opportunity to read his father’s Bible 
after his father’s death. 
 
And what did Li-Young Lee find there in his father’s Bible? He found notations in the 
margins of his father’s Bible … notations related to questions and doubts his father had 
… questions and doubts his son had not known his father entertained because his father 
had never expressed them to his son, or perhaps to anyone else. 

 
So, in his father’s Bible, in the margins of his father’s Bible, at the edge of his father’s 
outward life and character, Li-Young Lee saw a father in conversation with the sacred 
writings. And he saw, for the first time, a father in search, in doubt, and in need. For the 
first time, in other words, he saw a human father. 
 
And what a gift this was for his searching son! And how thankful the son was for this gift 
… these seeds of memory his father didn’t even know he was passing on to his son: 
 

... seeds of memory dropped in the margins of the sacred writings, not in the 
sacred text itself, not in what was standard and expected, not in the holy words, but 
off to the side, in the margins, at the edge, scribbled … some, no doubt, illegible …  

… these were the seeds: tiny, apparently insignificant, scattered seeds, not 
expected to be seen or found or used; 

… these were the seeds that his son valued the most and found most useful. 
 
Li-Young Lee’s father was human in other ways as well, and he planted other seeds of 
memory … gave his son other gifts that the poet didn’t know he was receiving at the time 
… nor did his father know that these were the seeds he was planting or the gifts he was 
giving. 
 
One day in his adulthood, Li-Young Lee, now married, was carefully and tenderly 
removing a splinter from under the thumbnail of his wife’s right hand, when it dawned on 
him where his capacity to so tenderly attend to her in this way had come from. Li-Young 
Lee wrote about his discovery in a poem titled “The Gift.” 
 
And let me introduce this poem to you with the poet’s own comment about the 
precipitating event and experience that lay behind this poem. In his interview with Bill 
Moyers, Li-Young Lee said:  
 

 “I was with my wife in a hotel and I woke up and heard her sobbing. I looked 
for her and she was sitting on the edge of the bathtub, sobbing and holding her hand. 
I noticed that her hand was bleeding, and when I looked there was a splinter under 
her thumbnail. My father was dead at the time, but when I bent down to remove the 
splinter I realized that I had learned that tenderness from my father.”  (The Language of 
Life, p. 262) 

 
Here’s the poem titled, “The Gift”: 
 



To pull the metal splinter from my palm 
my father recited a story in a low voice. 
I watched his lovely face and not the blade. 
Before the story ended, he’d removed 
the iron sliver I thought I’d die from. 
 
I can’t remember the tale, 
but hear his voice still, a well 
of dark water, a prayer. 
And I recall his hands, 
two measures of tenderness 
he laid against my face, 
the flames of discipline 
he raised above my head. 
 
Had you entered that afternoon 
you would have thought you saw a man 
planting something in a boy’s palm, 
a silver tear, a tiny flame. 
Had you followed that boy 
you would have arrived here, 
where I bend over my wife’s right hand. 
 
Look how I shave her thumbnail down 
so carefully she feels no pain. 
Watch as I lift the splinter out. 
I was seven when my father 
took my hand like this, 
and I did not hold that shard 
between my fingers and think, 
Metal that will bury me, 
christen it Little Assassin, 
Ore Going Deep for My heart. 
And I did not lift up my wound and cry, 
Death visited here! 
I did what a child does 
when he’s given something to keep, 
I kissed my father. 

  (“The Gift,” Li-Young Lee, quoted in The Language of Life, Bill Moyers, pp. 261-62) 
 
Closing Song: “State of Mind”   
 
Our Closing Song is titled “State of Mind” by Clint Black, performed by Harmony Rutter 
and Dan Parrish, with Dan on guitar, mandolin, and vocals, and Harmony on vocals. 
 
 
 



Call to Remembrance 
 
To conclude our service on this Memorial Day Sunday, Bob Nuffer and I invite you to 
participate in a Call to Remembrance in which you will have an opportunity to reflect on 
and to bring to mind loved ones who have died but whose spirit remains with you.  
 
This Call to Remembrance will proceed as follows: LeRoy Davidson and Joel and Grace 
Yelland have pre-recorded a piece of music titled “Everything Must Change.” We will 
play this music, which is about three minutes in length, and as this music is being played, 
you will have the time and space to bring to mind the names and memories of those loved 
ones who have been important to you in your life, those who have shaped your life, 
forged your values, and given your life meaning and substance.  
 
These may be parents, grandparents, children, brothers, sisters, aunts, uncles, cousins, 
friends, teachers, or others who have touched your life in significant ways, often probably 
without their knowing, but whose spirit and memory remains with you. 
 
And, if you wish to share those names with others who are participating in this service, 
you can do so by simply typing their names into the chat function of your computer … or, 
after the music is finished playing, Bob Nuffer will invite you to raise your hand, and he 
will call upon you to unmute yourself, and you can say out loud the name or names of 
those you are remembering on this Memorial Day Sunday.  
 
Then, after the music is finished and after every one has had a chance to either type in a 
name or names or to speak a name or names out loud, Bob Nuffer and I will conclude this 
Call to Remembrance by together reading a piece titled “We Remember Them.” 
 
Reading for two voices: “We Remember Them” 
 
We conclude our Call to Remembrance with a reading titled “We Remember Them” by 
Roland B. Gittlesohn, which I and Bob will read together. The words will appear on your 
screen. 
 
1st Reader: In the rising of the sun and in its going down, we remember them. 
 
2nd Reader: In the blowing of the wind and in the chill of winter, we remember them. 
 
1st Reader: In the opening of the buds and in the rebirth of spring, we remember them. 
 
2nd Reader: In the blueness of the sky and in the warmth of summer, we remember them. 
 
1st Reader: In the rustling of the leaves and in the beauty of autumn, we remember them. 
 
2nd Reader: In the beginning of the year and when it ends, we remember them. 
 
1st Reader: When we are weary and in need of strength, we remember them. 



 
2nd Reader: When we are lost and sick at heart, we remember them. 
 
1st Reader: When we have joys we yearn to share, we remember them. 
 
2nd Reader: So long as we live, they too shall live, for they are now a part of us, as we 
remember them. 
   (“We Remember Them” Roland B. Gittlesohn) 
 
Closing Words: Our Closing Words of Benediction are from Wendell Berry: 
 
  We clasp the hands of those who go before us, and the hands of those who come 
after us; 
 we enter the little circle of each other's arms, 
 and the larger circle of lovers whose hands are joined in a dance, 
 and the larger circle of all creatures, passing in and out of life, who move also in a 
dance, to a music so subtle and vast that no ear hears it except in fragments. 
      (Wendell Berry, from Good Work III, What Are People For?) 
 

Extinguishing the Chalice  
 
 We extinguish this flame, 

But not the Light of Truth, 
The Warmth of Community, 
The Fire of Commitment, 
Or the Power of Transformation; 
These we carry in our hearts 
Until we are together again.  

 
(NOTE: This is manuscript version of the live-Zoom service given by the Rev. Bruce A. 
Bode at the Olympic Unitarian Universalist Fellowship of Sequim/Port Angeles, WA on 
Memorial Day Sunday, May 30, 2021. Rev. Bode retired as senior minister of the 
Quimper Unitarian Universalist Fellowship in Port Townsend, WA in June 2018, and is 
now minister emeritus.) 

 

 


