Odyssey: Returning Home & Journeying On 
Invocation
I ask that we still ourselves in silence...to invite a loving presence to be here amongst us and to awaken within us...

Light Chalice
Look to this day!

For it is life, the very life of life.

In its brief course lie all the verities and realities of your existence:

The bliss of growth,

The glory of action,

The splendour of beauty;

For yesterday is but a dream,

And tomorrow is only a vision;

But today, well lived, makes every yesterday a dream of happiness and every tomorrow a vision of hope.

Look well, therefore, to this day.

Arrtibuted to Kalidasa

First Hymn 176 “Come Together in Love” Words and music Dorothy Grover tune Come together P.M.
O come together in truth;

O come together in peace;

O come together in joy and sharing,

Come together in knowing and caring;

Come together,

O come together,

O come together in love.

We come together in search

Of new beginnings for all,

Where understanding and trust surround us –

Gone the hate and fear that bound us;

Come together,

O come together,

O come together in love.
Prayer 
I invite you to join together in a time of prayer…These words of prayer will be followed by the prayer that Jesus taught, the Lord’s Prayer, which I invite you to sing together this morning…

Loving God whose temple is the whole universe and whose dwelling-place is in the hearts of all humankind, we know that you are everywhere and that your presences never leaves us...help us to know that here and now...

We give thanks for times and places where we can join in fellowship with one another and join our spirits together with your eternal spirit. We ask that you draw near to us in this place and during this hour...

Help us to pay homage to times gone by, to remember those who came here before us , those who brought their joys and sorrows, their hopes and fears, their victories and defeats...as we do this day...

In this hour bring to us the true meaning of church, a living fellowship of love...

So that those who journey here today and in the days to come can rest safe in the knowledge that as they open their hearts here to one another and to your loving presence they can find, comfort and hope even in their despair...and that here too they can find a place for joy and celebration...

Loving God in this living fellowship of the spirit, made sacred by the prayers of all that went before us, help us to know our own hearts yearnings and in our time of need find the love of those here and the spirit of your eternal love.

Amen

Lord’s Prayer
Story

From “What Are You Afraid Of?: A Body/ Mind Guide to Courageous Living”
By Lavinia Plonka
A Japanese folktale about letting go of our fears.

"There is a Japanese folktale about a man who had a huge, hideous growth on his face. Fearful of ridicule and rejection, he avoided everyone in the village and spent a miserable, impoverished life as a maker of charcoal. Each day, he'd go into the woods and gather sticks, bringing them home, and burning them into charcoal, from which he and his wife eked a meager living.

"One day, while gathering his sticks, a terrible thunderstorm appeared out of nowhere. The man dashed for shelter inside the hollow of a large old tree. When the storm finally passed, it was night. Just as he was about to venture out into the night, he heard some very strange sounds. Right in front of his eyes was a bizarre gathering of hobgoblins, dwarves, and other mutated creatures. Some had three legs; others had eyes dangling from their heads on stems. These creatures were various colors, some were furry, all were unquestionably hideous from the ordinary point of view. It was a party, and soon the drumming and dancing ensued. The charcoal burner watched in delight as the music built and the hobgoblins danced. His feet started to itch to join them. But he was afraid they might devour him. He stood in the tree hollow, listening to the music, until he couldn't bear it anymore. He burst out of the tree hollow and began to dance. He was brilliant. The hobgoblins all stared in admiration as the charcoal burner flipped and twirled, basically stealing the show. When the dance was over, the creatures begged him to return the following evening, they had never seen such a talented human. They demanded a pledge for his return. To them, his unsightly tumor was an incredible asset. They insisted he leave it behind to ensure his return! Suddenly, his growth was gone. He ran home, the happiest man in the world. But even better, the bottom of his charcoal basket was filled with gold. The charcoal burner became the wealthiest man in the village. By letting go of his fear of rejection, he had discovered his true currency: his talent for dancing. And he learned that even his tumor had value — for the right audience."

Reading

From “Traveling with Pomegranates: A Mother-Daughter Story”
By Ann Kidd Taylor, Sue Monk Kidd
A reflection by Sue Monk Kidd as she approaches age 50 on the desire to make a pilgrimage.

"Finally, I began to write about becoming an older woman and the trepidation it stirred. The small, telling 'betrayals' of my body. The stalled, eerie stillness in my writing, accompanied by an ache for some unlived destiny. I wrote about the raw, unsettled feelings coursing through me, the need to divest and relocate, the urge to radically simplify and distill life into a new, unknown meaning. And why, I asked myself, had I begun to think for the first time about my own mortality? Some days, the thought of dying gouged into my heart to the point I filled up with tears at the sight of the small, ordinary things I would miss.

"Finally, I wrote a series of questions: Is there an odyssey the female soul longs to make at the approach of fifty — one that has been blurred and lost within a culture awesomely alienated from soul? If so, what sort of journey would that be? Where would it take me?
"The impulse to go to Greece emerged out of those questions. It seized me before I got back to the minuscule apartment. Greece. That would be the portal. I would make a pilgrimage in search of an initiation."

Second Hymn 235 (Green) “A Melody of Love” words Joseph Johnson Music Childhood 888.6. Henry Davies
God speaks to us in bird and son,

In winds that drift the clouds along,

Above the din of toil and wrong,

A melody of love.

God speaks to us in far and near,

In peace of home and friends most dear,

From the dim past and present clear,

A melody of love.

God speaks to us in darkest night,

By quiet ways through mornings bright,

When shadows fall with evening light,

A melody of love.

God speaks to us in every land,

On wave-lapped shore and silent strand,

By kiss of child and touch of hand,

A melody of love.

O voice divine, speak thou to me,

Beyond the earth, beyond the sea;

First let me hear, then sing to thee

A melody of love.
Readings

Mark 6 vv 1 - 13
6He left that place and came to his home town, and his disciples followed him. 2On the sabbath he began to teach in the synagogue, and many who heard him were astounded. They said, ‘Where did this man get all this? What is this wisdom that has been given to him? What deeds of power are being done by his hands! 3Is not this the carpenter, the son of Mary* and brother of James and Joseph and Judas and Simon, and are not his sisters here with us?’ And they took offence* at him.4Then Jesus said to them, ‘Prophets are not without honour, except in their home town, and among their own kin, and in their own house.’ 5And he could do no deed of power there, except that he laid his hands on a few sick people and cured them. 6And he was amazed at their unbelief. 

Then he went about among the villages teaching. 7He called the twelve and began to send them out two by two, and gave them authority over the unclean spirits. 8He ordered them to take nothing for their journey except a staff; no bread, no bag, no money in their belts; 9but to wear sandals and not to put on two tunics. 10He said to them, ‘Wherever you enter a house, stay there until you leave the place. 11If any place will not welcome you and they refuse to hear you, as you leave, shake off the dust that is on your feet as a testimony against them.’ 12So they went out and proclaimed that all should repent. 13They cast out many demons, and anointed with oil many who were sick and cured them.

"The Art of Poetry" By Jorge Luís Borges

To look at the river made of time and water
and remember that time is another river,
to know that we lose ourselves like the river
and that faces go by like the water.
To feel that wakefulness is another sleep
that dreams it is not dreaming and that the death
that our flesh fears is that death
every night that is called sleep.

To see in the day or in the year a symbol
of the days of mankind and of his years,
to change the outrage of the years
into a music, a rumor, and a symbol,

to see in death sleep, in sunset
a sad gold, such is the poetry 
that is immortal and poor. Poetry
returns like dawn and sunset.

Sometimes in the evening a face
looks at us from the bottom of a mirror;
art should be like that mirror
that reveals our own face to us.

They tell that Ulysses, tired of wonders, 
wept with love at the sight of his Ithaca,
green and humble. Art is that Ithaca 
of green eternity, not of wonders.

It is also like the endless river
that passes and remains and is the mirror of one same
inconstant Heraclitus, who is the same 
and is another, like the endless river.

Meditation

Let us now share some time together in quiet meditation. Let us quieten our minds...quieten our thoughts...Let us just still ourselves...Let us connect to our bodies...to our breath...to our heart beats...let us listen to the spirit in the silence...Let us be still and let us be silent...

Long Silence

Amen

Music for meditation

Let us now return to sights and sounds of worship, let us reconnect to rhythm and noise of worship let us witness the spirit of animation.

Third Hymn 153 (Green) “We Must Be True” Words Althea A. Ogden Music Wynnstay 84. 84. 8884. By John Ambrose Lloyd
Winning not, though ever striving,

We must be true!

Onward pressing, ne’er arriving,

We must be true!

Though success may never greet us,

Failure ever come to meet us,

All things seeming to defeat us,

We must be true!

Following where our light shall lead us,

We must be true!

Helping all, whene’er they need us,

We must be true!

Reaching always for the better,

Trust the spirit, not the letter;

Think high thoughts without a fetter,

And e’er be true.

Then our lives will be worth living,

If we are true;

Helping, serving, loving, giving,

And always true;

Journeying down life’s road together,

In the bright or cloudy weather,

Make these words our blessed tether –

We must be true!
Address

I will begin this address with a short poem by Tom Leonard titled “Odysseus”

“Odysseus” by Tom Leonard

it took me so long to get back to who I am 
why was I away so long why was the journey so tortuous 
all those false masks against a backdrop narrative to do with authenticity 

but now arriving back there is still much debris to clear 
the clearer to see the point from which I started 

that from which I set out confused in sundry identities at war with themselves 
now to find calm on that setting-out point as the final destination 

How are we all doing? Do you feel like you are tentatively returning to some sense of normality? As we continue to return to usual activities. Some of us will be sharing this worship physically together, at an appropriate social distance, as Dunham Road is open to some to share in physical worship. Many of us are not able to do so as of yet. Others will be with us on Zoom, broadcast from the chapel and others will be reading a copy of the service, still together in spirit if not yet in body. Queens Road, Urmston is not open for communal worship, we are looking at September. 
How do we all feel? No doubt a mixture of emotions. No doubt so many of us have missed that feeling of congregating together in time and space. It has been a tough time. Let’s not think it is over, if is not, we are just starting to come out of our shelters and attempting to be together once again, in a variety of ways. Things are not the same, things will never be exactly the same, but then remember as Heraclitus so famously said “No one steps in the same river twice, because the river is not the same and neither is the person stepping into it.” Or at least he said something like it. I suspect in these last few months, to some extent, we have all changed and even as we return to the old familiar, we will find that they are not quite the same either. We need not fear this, although change can feel uncomfortable at times. My life has certainly changed in so many ways these last few months as I have adjusted to a variety of changes in my life, personally and professionally. So. I know that I am not returning to the same places in my life in exactly the same way.
I returned to the gym on Monday. It was strange and really tough, but I soon got used to the changes. It will take time to build my fitness up, but I am getting there. I have adjusted to the changes there, due to the virus, they are doing a good job. It was wonderful too to see many of the same faces. It certainly lifted my spirits. To be there.
Now please do not die of shock, but I have something I need to tell you. I have served as minister to you good folk in Urmston and Altrincham for ten years. Hard to believe I know, but nevertheless it is true. My ministry began on 1st August 2010, on Yorkshire Day as you are no doubt aware (Joke!). So much has changed in this time, Although nothing in comparison to the last few months, we are living through unprecedented times.

Living of course is what we must do, perhaps differently, but living still the same. We journey on together if in different ways. I am certain that as we pass through these challenging times that change will come; a change that will not be merely transitional or even developmental, more transformational, if we allow ourselves to flow with the river and not anchor ourselves too much.
I say this because I suspect that the last few months and the months yet to come offer an opportunity for us transform how we look at ourselves and the world in which we live and breathe and share our being. There is an opportunity to look beyond the bonds of our current understanding of ourselves and the wortld. This of course is a change that we must sail through, go through, it is not something that we can merely think our way into and through. It will not be smooth sailing, but we can still journey together, even if we do less close than we are used to. This crisis is calling the whole world out on a journey. We are sailing together on this beautiful blue boat, saling home together on a universal “Hero’s Journey”. The Hero’s Journey, as Joseph Campbell highlighted, is a journey of transformation.
Any journey of transformation begins with an event in one’s life sometimes referred to as “The Call.” An event that grabs at our souls and catches our attention. Sometimes it is subtle in nature, it taps at our soul and other times it is more a drastic event that is unpredicted and unwanted, like this pandemic. The Call offers us an opportunity to lean into the unknown and to explore the unforeseen. It is a portal to adventure that lies ahead filled with opportunities for shedding some old skin, discovering aspects of our lives and of ourselves, and the potential for a more fulfilling life yet to be lived.

No one wants the call to change that this virus has brought, but we cannot escape it. The task is to make something meaningful from it and not only for ourselves, but for world and the future generations that will follow us. Our task is to journey on and to invite others to come and join with us. We must journey on and not be held down too tightly by the anchors of life. Things are never going to be quite the same again. Well maybe this is an opportunity to create something better.

As we return as we come back, things will seem unfamiliar. We may not recognise them as they were. More shockingly if there has been change in ourselves and or others we may not recognise one another, this maybe a little frightening at first, but we need not fear it. We certainly cannot wish or will it away.
Returning to something unfamiliar can lead to us wishing for a time past, to become anchored in some form of nostalgia. Nostalgia though is never a good thing, it a denial of reality and keeps one anchored in a time and place that does not exist. 
I do like the word Nostalgia though. It is one of those interesting ones, as words often are. Nostalgia is one of those words that has changed in meaning over time. Originally it meant “severe homesickness considered as a disease” from the German heimweh (home+woe) homesickness. It is rooted in the ancient Greek words “algos” meaning pain, Grief, distress and “nostos” meaning homecoming. Nostalgia is a painful homecoming. 
As we return to our lives it will at times be painful, it may well cause us to yearn for a time long gone. Sometimes as we return, especially if something has changed within us, we may feel rejected by those we meet. The river may well be the same, but we stepping into it are not. This can lead to a deep homesickness, even though you have physically come home. Earlier we heard a classic example of this in the passage from Mark’s Gospel. On his return home he was mocked. As he said to his disciples ‘Prophets are not without honour, except in their home town, and among their own kin, and in their own house.’

You can experience homesickness even in the most familiar place on earth. It may seem the strange, the people may well be the same but your experience of it will not be the same. This can make you feel very lonely indeed.

Sometimes we might not be recognised when we return home, how painful can that be. We can feel like a stranger in our own land. Think of Odysseus, in homer’s Odyssey, who is recognised by no one on his return. It is only as he begins to speak that his old, now blind, dog recognises his voice and his tail begins to thud with joy and love and recognition. To not be recognised must feel like the most painful kind of rejection.
Earlier we shared “Art of poetry” by Jorge Borges. The poem explores some of the great ancient Greek stories. One being Ulysses (which is the Latin translation of Odysseus) and his painful return to Ithaca. He also speaks of Heraclitus who, as I have already said suggested that we can never return to the same river. This is because water continual flows on and on and the water we step into is never quite the same, but also because we who stand in the river are not the same person either, life will have changed us too, so much so that we are not recognised on our return home. Like the river our lives, go on and on, ever changing. It will serve no good purpose to continue yearning to return to some mythical ideal, for it will stop us living the life in front of us. We need to fully experience the adventure, the beautiful journey as the poem by Constantine Cavafy, “Ithacca” suggests. This is the lesson of Homer’s Odyssey and perhaps all the great stories. The treasure is the journey itself. We do not get to choose the journey, but we can choose how we journey.
We need to remember as we begin to return to our lives, we need to be careful not to yearn too much for times gone by, as these will become anchors that will hold us down and perhaps lead us to reject the life we have now in front of us. If we do not welcome this life and perhaps find away for us to turn away from it, we might just make ourselves feel unwelcome in our own homes. 

Anchors are there to keep us secure for a short while as we take refuge in port, they are nt to hold us forever though and become chains. As Margaret Silf so wonderfully put it in “At Sea with God: A Spiritual Guidebook to the Heart and Soul”
"The only trouble with anchors is that they can grow roots! We need the still point of rest and restoration that our anchor offers, but we also need to be able to let go of the mooring and set sail again. We must let go of every signpost and journey on. We cannot be 'established.'
Life is a journey and a beautiful one at that. One in which we are constantly turning and returning again and again and again. It is not always an easy, there are always troubles and difficulties. There will even be times when we will not be recognised and may not even recognise ourselves; there will even be times when we will feel completely lost and won’t know where to turn for sanctuary; there will even be times of darkness too, but we all must journey on, not knowing which direction we are heading, but we have to trust the journey. In the end of course we return from where we came. We return, return, return, from the beautiful Odyssey.
So let’s keep on journeying on together, in our fellowship of love. 
I am going to end today’s service with a rather wonderful poem by Barbara Crooker, which goes by the rather wonderful title “Poem on a Line by Anne Sexton, ‘We are All Writing God’s Poem’”
Poem on a Line by Anne Sexton, 'We are All Writing God's Poem'

By Barbara Crooker 
Today, the sky's the soft blue of a work shirt washed
a thousand times. The journey of a thousand miles
begins with a single step. On the interstate listening
to NPR, I heard a Hubble scientist
say, "The universe is not only stranger than we
think, it's stranger than we can think." I think
I've driven into spring, as the woods revive
with a loud shout, redbud trees, their gaudy
scarves flung over bark's bare limbs. Barely doing
sixty, I pass a tractor trailer called Glory Bound,
and aren't we just? Just yesterday,
I read Li Po: "There is no end of things
in the heart," but it seems like things
are always ending—vacation or childhood,
relationships, stores going out of business,
like the one that sold jeans that really fit—
And where do we fit in? How can we get up
in the morning, knowing what we do? But we do,
put one foot after the other, open the window,
make coffee, watch the steam curl up
and disappear. At night, the scent of phlox curls
in the open window, while the sky turns red violet,
lavender, thistle, a box of spilled crayons.
The moon spills its milk on the black tabletop
for the thousandth time.

Fourth Hymn 150 “Pilgrims Hymn” (Green) Words John Bunyan Music Monksgate 65. 65. 6665. Ralph Vaughan Williams
We would true valour see

Let him come hither;

One here will constant be
Come wind, come weather.

There’s no discouragement
Shall make him once relent

His first avowed intent

To be a pilgrim

Whoso beset him round

With dismal stories,

Do but themselves confound:

His strength the more is.

No lion can him fright

He’ll with a giant fight,

But he will have a right

To be a pilgrim.

Hobgoblin nor foul fiend

Can daunt his spirit:

He knows he at the end

Shall life inherit.

Then fancies flee away,

He’ll fear not what they say,

He’ll labour night and day

To be a pilgrim.
Closing Words

May the Eternal Bless you and protect you!

May the Eternal smile on you and favour you!

May the Eternal befriend you and prosper you!
May we carry the song of the eternal with us in all that we feel, all that we think, all that we say and all that we do.

Amen
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