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Yom Hashoah: Holocaust Memorial Day
PRELUDE

ANNOUNCEMENTS

OPENING WORDS                                                                             # 636

Today is Yom Hashoah, in English Holocaust Memorial Day.  Our opening words were written for Yom Kippur and come from the Reformed prayer book, “Gates of Repentance,” but seem appropriate to me because of the nature of our service today:

O Source of Peace, lead us to peace, a peace profound and true; lead us to a healing, to a mastery of all that drives us to war within ourselves and with others.

May our deeds inscribe us in the Book of Life and Blessing, Righteousness and Peace.

O Source of peace, bless us with peace. 

CHALICE LIGHTING WORDS                                 We will light our                chalice this morning in the spirit of these several short quotes 

"I am only one, but I am one. I cannot do everything, but I can do something. And because I cannot do everything, I will not refuse to do the something that I can do. What I can do, I should do. And what I should do, by the grace of God, I will do." -- Edward Everett Hale 

ADVANCE \d4"Those who expect to reap the blessings of freedom must  undergo the fatigue of supporting it." -- Thomas Paine

ADVANCE \d4"They that can give up essential liberty to obtain a little temporary safety deserve neither liberty nor safety." -- Benjamin Franklin

“Rightful liberty is unobstructed action ... within limits drawn around us by the equal rights of others." Thomas Jefferson 

"There may be times when we are powerless to prevent injustice, but there must never be a time when we fail to protest." -- Elie Wiesel 

CONGREGATIONAL COVENANT

Love is the spirit of this church 

The quest of truth its sacrament 

And service is its prayer.

To dwell together in peace,

To seek knowledge in freedom

To serve humanity in fellowship

To the end that all souls shall grow into

harmony with the divine

Thus do we covenant with each other

and with God.

*HYMN              No Matter If You Live Now Far or Near
          # 181                       
RESPONSIVE READING               # 632  a reading for individual  voices

         written by Alla Renee Bozarth for Passover it is also fitting for                                                                                                      Yom Hashoah

Pack nothing.  Bring only your determination to serve and your willingness to be free.  Don’t wait for the bread to rise.  Take nourishment for the journey, but eat standing, be ready to move at a moment’s notice.

Do not hesitate to leave your old ways behind – fear, silence, submission.  Only surrender to the need of the time – to love justice and walk humbly with your God.

Begin quickly, before you have time to sink back into old slavery.  Set out in the dark.  I will send fire to warm and encourage you.  I will be with you in the fire and I will be with you in the cloud ...

I will give you dreams in the dessert to guide you safely home to that place you have not yet seen ... I an sending you into the wilderness to make a new way and to learn my ways more deeply ...

Some of you will be so changed by weathers and wanderings that even your closest friends will have to learn your features as though for the first time.  Some of you will not change at all.

Some of you will be abandoned by your dearest loves and misunderstood by those who have known you since birth and feel abandoned by you.  Some will find new friendship in unlikely faces, and old friends as faithful and true as the pillar of God’s flame.

Sing songs as you go, and hold close together.  You may at times grow confused and lose your way ... Touch each other and keep telling the stories ... Make maps as you go, remembering the way back from before you were born ...

So you will be only the first of many waves of deliverance on these desert seas.

It is the first of many beginnings – your Paschaltide.  Remain true to this mystery.  

Pass on the whole story ... Do not go back.  I am with you now and I am waiting for you.
JOYS and CONCERNS
OFFERING, OFFERTORY, and CONGREGATIONAL RESPONSE 
May all who live on earth be free

And live in loving harmony.

Let peace touch every heart and hand

Touch every life In every land.

*HYMN  
We Would Be One

             # 318                    
SPOKEN and SILENT               

PRAYER, MEDITATION, REFLECTION

O Spirit of Peace, of Acceptance, of the Great World’s Diversity, of

Inclusion and Generosity and Balance,

May we take our fears and angers, our selfishness and arrogance, our

need to be better than others and protect ourselves by keeping others down,

And put these weaknesses behind us.

May we find strength and confidence in acknowledging 

our shared humanity with both those who are like and those who are unlike ourselves. 

May we seek to learn from differences in culture and religion rather than fearing them.

May we neither over-estimate our own morality nor under-estimate that of others,

Likewise let us not assume that we are always ethical and others rarely so.

Rather let us search for common ground and seek out the things we share.

May mis-understandings be explored and reconciled.

May we turn not just the other cheek but also the other eye and other ear and extend the hand of friendship and, when there are unreconcilable differences and no way of honoring another’s path,

let us agree to disagree and to respect the perspective of the other even when, and especially when, it is not our own.

Let us, rather than let push come to shove, resolve to live and let live,

indeed to live fully and appreciative the manifold wonders differences make available to us.

In our silent prayers, meditations or reflections, let us be reminded of our better hopes and expectations of each other and ourselves

                                                    SILENCE

       May what is best in us also be what our actions demonstrate to others .

So may it be.  Blessed be.  Amen

READING(s)


                               Reggie Chamberlain-King 

ADVANCE \d4The Holocaust Memorial Day Trust ran a creative writing competition for young people for Holocaust Memorial Day 2007. The theme for entries was The Dignity of Difference.  The award-winning piece was written by 15 year old Reggie Chamberlain-King  

In our time of need,People looked the other way.We did not matter: we were different.The outcasts, the evil, the damned.

ADVANCE \d4They came.Those preachers of hate,Infecting minds with their lies of scandal and conspiracy.The fine mist of prejudiceGave way to clouds of abuse.Our friends didn’t care; why should they care?We were kicked to the side, and forgotten.

ADVANCE \d4Taken away.Bound like cattle, treated like dogs.People struck down in their primes.A knife through the heart.How could we fight?How could we stand up for ourselves?We were cold, confused, exhausted.We knocked on the door, but we were ignored.

ADVANCE \d4Where are we? Who can tell?We rabbits quiver as the hawk circles above.Sounds of hunger, strife and suffering fill our ears.Families wrenched apart.Mothers crying for their babies.Spirits broken.

ADVANCE \d4Our time had come.Like lambs to the slaughter we marched,Cowed by the greedy wolf luring us into his grasp.In silence we stood,Staring fate in the eye.What a waste.

ADVANCE \d4We feel only pain, and then,Nothing.We are the forgotten.No-one cares, no-one listens.We are numbers on a list.Even today, our kin are ignored.And even as the corpses are piled, You turn away.

ADVANCE \d4Yet they are human,The same as you.They too need love, friends, care.If you smile, they smile back.If you poison them, they die.

ADVANCE \d4You need each other,For the good of the world.Go, sit,Find out togetherHow you may unite the world.

ADVANCE \d4Remember them,And remember us.

          Elie Wiesel

ADVANCE \d4Never Shall I Forget
ADVANCE \d4Never shall I forget that night, the first night in camp, that turned my life into one long night seven times sealed.Never shall I forget that smoke.Never shall I forget the small faces of the children whose bodies I saw transformed into smoke under a silent sky.Never shall I forget those flames that consumed my faith for ever.Never shall I forget the nocturnal silence that deprived me for all eternity of the desire to live.Never shall I forget those moments that murdered my God and my soul and turned my dreams to ashes.Never shall I forget those things, even were I condemned to live as long as God Himself.Never. 
            

*HYMN                   God of Grace and God of Glory                                 # 115

 SERMON                                   “Never Again”                                 Mr. Beal 

I know that I have mentioned before that I visited Auschwitz-Birkenau.  It was part of a trip I took with Judit Gellert, a violinist and psychiatrist who was a student of Elie Wiesel, who had fled Transylvania in the 60s, her friend from Budapest – an Hungarian count – and two people from the United States, one an Hungarian-speaking woman from Louisville, Clara, who had been a translator for the Louisville church’s Partner Church Committee, and a professor from the University of Michigan, an historian whose specialty was ethnic conflict.

We drove from Budapest up along the Danube til we came to the Polish border, and crossed into a part of Poland near the Tatra Mountains full of ancient villages that had not been much destroyed during World War II and were full of bendy old houses and carved fence posts and small shrines to saints that were roofed with rude shingles.  We spent several days in Cracow, visiting palaces and listening to the statue of the Trumpeter of Cracow sounding his alarm that the invading Tartars were approaching the city.  The cobbled squares were full of musicians, Gypsies and Szekelys and Ruthenians.  There was also a music festival, with Klesmer musicians from all over the world, who filled the restaurants and played Jewish music without even being asked.  We went to Racov, once the seat of the Polish Unitarians, and to an estate owned by a world famous Polish pianist that had been where Socinus had hid with the Unitarian press when he had been beaten and exiled from Cracow.   And because our driver was a knight of the Order of St. John, we were taken to a mass at Czestochowa and seated directly below the Black Madonna, while hundreds of people crawled on their knees beside the pews in which we sat, crossing themselves and bowing to venerate her.

All of this, all of the beauty and color of Southern Poland, was the background contrast to grim Auschwitz.  Auschwitz is visited by over a million people a year, and it and Birkenau have the kinds of amenities you find wherever there are tourists.  Western toilet facilities and a café where we could purchase over-priced espresso and even more expensive little Polish pastries.  But it also had rooms full human hair, and rooms filled with thousands and thousands of cracked, dried, misshapen shoes the Nazis had not been able to send to Germany before the camp was liberated.  There were rooms of human teeth.  But with any gold they had contained extracted.  We went through the barracks where the struggle for survival was mixed with prayers and acts of compassion and charity.  We saw where the showers and the ovens had been.  We saw the sign: Work Makes You Free, and walked through the gate below it to the dormitories where those who could labor for the Reich were crowded together.

Perhaps some of you read a letter, a stomach-turning letter in the most recent edition of the Advertizer Democrat.  I need to read from it: “Just one week ago on April Fools Day.  Two things happened that will forever stay in my mind.  First as I read the Advertizer Democrat.  I read that six more legal notices announcing that six more families in Oxford Hills were losing their homes to foreclosure.  Later that same day, there was the absurdity of watching Barak Obama, Chellie Pingree, and Michael Michaud prancing around on a stage in Portland like three conquering peacocks.

Barak Obama, Chellie Pingree and Michael Michaud three of the absolute proofs of the truth of the prophecy given to the Apostle Paul by the Lord Jesus in 2 Timothy 3:2,3,4 &6.  “For men shall be lovers of their own selves, covetous, boasters, proud, blasphemers, disobedient to parents, unthankful, unholy, without natural affection, they will be truce breakers, false accusers, incontinent, fierce, despisers of those that are good, traitors, heady, high minded, lovers of pleasures more than lovers of God.  For it is of this sort that creep into houses, and lead captive silly women laden with sins, silly women who are led away with diversxe and perverse lusts.”

You may not understand all of the above Scripture, but, you do know that Obama, Pingree, and Michaud are egotistical, lying, Christ haters who hate us and our way of life almost as much as they hate our Constitution and Christ.

How can those six families, and all other families who are losing and have lost their homes to foreclosure, ever forgive us for sending Chellie Pingree and Michael Michaud to the U.S. Congress?

Respectfully, Rev. Bob Celeste, ChristianPatriot.com/

This is, it seems to me, hate-mongering.  The Nazis. The anti-semites, called the Jews “Christ killers.”  The Rev. Bob Celeste calls the three politicians he does not like or agree with, “Christ Haters.”  It is one of a piece – again, it seems to me – with throwing stones through the windows of Congress members you don’t agree with.  Not yet the equivalent of “crystalnacht” but the result of a similar way of thinking.  Members of Congress have been spat upon.  One of them was called “nigger.”  “You lie” was shouted out during the State of the Union address.  Not “you are mistaken.”  Not “I beg to differ” or “I think you have your figures wrong.”

But “You Lie,” addressed to the President of the United States.  Who, even if he was lying – and American Presidents have been known to lie – should not be treated so.  It has to do with the lack of civil discourse, which was notable amongst the brown shirts.  They had no respect for anyone who did not believe as they did.

In the first reading today, Reggie Chamberlain King spoke of “preachers of hate” as fore runners of the holocaust, those who paved the way for the “final solution.”  What is our response to the Rev. Celeste and the other preachers of hate who prepare the way for whatever American form of holocaust may follow if no countervailing force is mounted, if there is no answering preaching of love?  And I don’t mean just preaching, nor just words about love.  But love itself.

There are two possible responses to hate.  One is to allow our own fears and uncertainties, our lack of self-esteem and generalized insecurity to see a possible scapegoat who will relieve our anxiety, a means of victimizing others so we are not seen to be potential victims ourselves.  Hiding in the midst of the crowd, doing what everyone else seems to be doing – whether that is shouting Sieg Heil or throwing rocks through windows – is felt to be self protection.  And identifying with the aggressor allows us to avoid guilt by absolving ourselves of responsibility for our own actions.

The other response is love.  A positive, an active love.  A love as evidenced in loving relationships between spouses and partners, between parents and children.  Loving relationships within communities such as this church and within the larger communities of neighborhoods and towns to which we all belong and in which we need the loving presence of those willing to listen to those with whom they disagree and go the further step of talking understandingly with those they might instead debate or fulminate against.  Love as a conscious, an intentional way of being.  Love as a practice.  Love as a discipline.  Love as a strategy.  Love as a self-conditioned first-impulse.  If hate is potentially an unconscious response, then love must be conscious and aware.

Our purposes and principles, which are found at the beginning of our hymn book, are useful to us, as reminders of the nature of our common faith and as sources for the shaping of our ways of being in the world, including our being intentional about responding first with love.  I commend them to you, and suggest it would be helpful to come early enough to church to read them over each week.  We cannot by ourselves overcome the forces of hatefulness, or even put up an adequate resistance.   But we can do our small part, each of us as best we can manage, and all of us together as we live and love in this community of friends and faith and every other community to which we belong and can exercise our influence for good.

Let us, as in our final hymn, let the love that we can know and feel, inspire us to hope and live in such a way our hopes are birthed in their full reality.  
*HYMN
When Windows That Are Black and Cold 
# 165
CLOSING CIRCLE 

 CLOSING WORDS

 are titled “Race” and are by Karen Gershon
When I returned to my home townbelieving that no one would carewho I was and what I thoughtit was as if the people caughtan echo of me everywherethey knew my story by my faceand I who am always alonebecame a symbol of my race

ADVANCE \d4Like every living Jew I have in imagination seenthe gas-chamber the mass-gravethe unknown body which was mineand found in every German facebehind the mask the mark of CainI will not make their thoughts my ownby hating people for their race

POSTLUDE


*     *     *     *     *
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