PRAYER: 

In memory of all those in our region who died in the past year.

O my God! O Thou forgiver of sins, bestower of gifts, dispeller of afflictions! Verily I beseech Thee to forgive the sins of such as have abandoned the physical garment and have ascended to the spiritual world. O my Lord! Purify them from trespasses, dispel their sorrows, and change their darkness into light. Cause them to enter the garden of happiness, cleanse them with the most pure water, and grant them to behold Thy splendors on the loftiest mount. – Abdu’l Baha
READINGS 
Reader 1: This is the Day whereon the Ocean of God's mercy hath been manifested unto men, the Day in which the Day Star of His loving-kindness hath shed its radiance upon them, the Day in which the clouds of His bountiful favor have overshadowed the whole of mankind. Now is the time to cheer and refresh the down-cast through the invigorating breeze of love and fellowship, and the living waters of friendliness and charity.

Reader 2: They who are the beloved of God, in whatever place they gather and whomsoever they may meet, must evince, in their attitude towards God, and in the manner of their celebration of His praise and glory, such humility and submissiveness that every atom of the dust beneath their feet may attest the depth of their devotion. The conversation carried by these holy souls should be informed with such power that these same atoms of dust will be thrilled by its influence. They should conduct themselves in such a manner that the earth upon which they tread may never be allowed to address to them such words as these: 
Reader 1: "I am to be preferred above you. For witness, how patient I am in bearing the burden which the husbandman layeth upon me. I am the instrument that continually imparteth unto all beings the blessings with which He Who is the Source of all grace hath entrusted me. Notwithstanding the honor conferred upon me, and the unnumbered evidences of my wealth -- a wealth that supplieth the needs of all creation -- behold the measure of my humility, witness with what absolute submissiveness I allow myself to be trodden beneath the feet of men...."

Reader 2: Show forbearance and benevolence and love to one another. Should any one among you be incapable of grasping a certain truth, or be striving to comprehend it, show forth, when conversing with him, a spirit of extreme kindliness and good-will. Help him to see and recognize the truth, without esteeming yourself to be, in the least, superior to him, or to be possessed of greater endowments.
Reader 1: The whole duty of man in this Day is to attain that share of the flood of grace which God poureth forth for him. Let none, therefore, consider the largeness or smallness of the receptacle. The portion of some might lie in the palm of a man's hand, the portion of others might fill a cup, and of others even a gallon-measure.

Reader 2: Every eye, in this Day, should seek what will best  to  promote the Cause of God. He, Who is the Eternal Truth, beareth Me witness! Nothing whatsoever can, in this Day, inflict a greater harm upon this Cause than dissension and strife, contention, estrangement and apathy, among the loved ones of God. Flee them, through the power of God and His sovereign aid, and strive ye to knit together the hearts of men, in His Name, the Unifier, the All-Knowing, the All-Wise.

Reader 1: Beseech ye the one true God to grant that ye may taste the savor of such deeds as are performed in His path, and partake of the sweetness of such humility and submissiveness as are shown for His sake. Forget your own selves, and turn your eyes towards your neighbor. Bend your energies to whatever may foster the education of men. Nothing is, or can ever be, hidden from God. If ye follow in His way, His incalculable and imperishable blessings will be showered upon you. This is the luminous Tablet, whose verses have streamed from the moving Pen of Him Who is the Lord of all worlds. Ponder it in your hearts, and be ye of them that observe its precepts.


(Baha'u'llah, Gleanings from the Writings of Baha'u'llah, p. 7)

SONG: Be As I Am 

for all to sing: 
Look at Me, follow Me

Be as I am

Abdu’l Baha, Abd’ul Baha

Sacrifice, Look at Me

Be as I am

Abdu’l Baha

Abdu’l Baha

Teach the Cause, look at Me

Be as I am

Abdu’l Baha

Abdu’l Baha

Live the life, look at Me

Be as I am

Abdu’l Baha, Abdu’l Baha
-------------------------------------------------------------

POETRY AND MUSIC

Reader 1 
Would you think it odd
Would you think it odd if Hafiz said,

“I am in love with every church

And mosque

And temple

And any kind of shrine

Because I know it is there 
That people say the different names 

Of the One God.”

Would you tell your friends

I was a bit strange if I admitted

I am indeed in love with every mind

And heart and body.

O I am sincerely 

Plumb crazy

About your every thought and yearning

And limb

Because, my dear,

I know

That it is through these

That you search for Him.

--Hafiz (1325/26 – 1389/90)

Reader 2 
When My Glance Falls Upon You

When my glance falls upon you, face to face, eye to eye.

I want to pour my heart out to you.

In search of a glimpse of you, like a morning breeze I pass,

house to house, door to door, alley to alley, block to block.

From the yearning of my heart flows tears of blood that run

valley to valley, sea to sea, spring to spring, and creek to creek.

The beauty of your eyes, your brows and your dimples

has enraptured my heart.

From your love I have woven your garment,

line by line, thread by thread.

I have searched everywhere

page to page, essence to essence, veil to veil within my heart,

but found no one but my Beloved.
--Táhirih (1814/17-1852)
Reader 3 

When My Glance Falls Upon You – In the original Farsi

Reader 4 

Tahirih’s Song
Line by Line, dot by dot

I tell my tale:

Heart's grief the plot.

Dot by dot, line by line,

I weave the themes 

Soul's hope makes mine.

Sob by sob, breath by breath,

I spell remoteness,

Know it death.

Sigh by sigh, moan by moan,

I mark One Presence

As my home.

Point by point, page by page,

I cite the bond

For which I rage.

Stroke by stroke, plea by plea,

My longing

The calligraphy.

Sweet the mystery Vav contains,

In Great Reversal

Joys wed pains.

Meaning teems in smallest part

When every 'Ayn

Reveals the heart.

Skims the hand, fleet it strides,

Leaps wondrously,

Bahji describes.

Dream-born words as might foretell

A bridal gown

And silent well.

Blood my ink, desire my quill,

The pen names Love

and awed grows still.

Peerless Name, Peerless Face!

My tears each line

And dot erase.

Cleanse the page of telling stains--

The Upright Alif

Yet remains.

--Roger White (1929-1993)
Reader 5 

All Things Remind me of You
All things remind me of you,
The rain and the sun,

The treads of the stairs

I came up a bride, long ago,

The pebbles in the paths,

And the streets of many cities,

The steps in your beautiful gardens,

Each flower and rose and tree.

I myself remind me of you,

For your words and your looks

Catch me up in a thousand ways,

Homely, tender ways of daily

Life lived long together.

Like a planet I revolve in my orbit

Around and around and around,

And my centre is my boundless grief,

My insatiable longing for you,

My love that flames all my breast.

       Rúhíyyih Rabhani (1910-2000)

MUSICAL INTERLUDE 

Reader 6 

Physics

The size of the universe expands, she tells me,

Not as I had expected, spilling its matter

Into another universe on the other side.

But the bodies within it drift

Imperceptibly apart within the star-dazzled dark.

I tell her, I get it, I think.

We stand our own organic molecules

Upright on terra firma, but do not notice

Or protest that every beeping thing,

Even love, is moving us apart.


-Peter Murphy 

Reader 7

Not to be Important
I am not expected by nature today.

The shadows crawl across the lawn without me

I am standing at the gate knocking

But the keeper is busy elsewhere

I am to come in on my own, or not.

Come or go,

Tomorrow will be here tomorrow.

The sun may burn or warm.

It is not bound by my definition.

Am I the intruder the jays protest?

Or is it the hawk?


Sally Eiler Cordova

Reader 8 

A Noiseless, Patient Spider
A noiseless, patient spider,

I mark’d, where on a little promontory, it stood, isolated;
Mark’d how, to explore the vacant, vast surroundings,

It launched forth filament, filament, filament, out of itself;

Ever unreeling them—ever tirelessly speeding them.
An you, O my Soul, where you stand,

Surrounded, surrounded, in measureless oceans of space,

Ceaselessly musing, venturing, throwing,--seeking the spheres, to connect them;

Till the bridge you will need, be form’d—till the ductile anchor hold;

Till the gossamer thread you fling, catch somewhere, O my Soul.


Walt Whitman (1819-1892)
 MUSICAL INTERLUDE  
Reader 9

Escape
Some parties need stolen away from

So I steal myself away

From the tumbling rolling thunder

Of empty wheels on clay

The painted cart of life proceeds

And I’m but in the way

So lest it run me over

I’ll bid adieu this day

And cross to paths untaken

Along a brighter trail

Towards a vision I’ve been nearing

Of an elusive Nightingale


Jim West

Reader 11 

Decision
For years I’ve pondered

On the thought

That I find God elusive.

But, oh, the miracles

He’s wrought

When continuously

He has sought me

Stumbling on the way.

So now conclusively, I say

That I, not God

Am elusive.

Helen Underhill 
Reader 12 

Frederick Douglass
When it is finally ours, this freedom, this liberty, this beautiful

And terrible thing, needful to man as air,

Usable as earth; when it belongs at last to all,

When it is truly instinct, brain matter, diastole, systole,

Reflex action; when it is finally won; when it is more

Than the gaudy mumbo jumbo of politicians;

This man, this Douglass, this former slave, this Negro

Beaten to his knees, exiled, visioning a world

Where none is lonely, none hunted, alien,

This man, superb in love and logic, this man

Shall be remembered. Oh, not with statues’ rhetoric,

Not with legends and poems and wreaths of bronze alone,

But with the lives grown out of his life, the lives

Fleshing his dream of the beautiful needful thing.


Robert Hayden (1913-1980)
SONG – It’s in everyone of us by David Pomeranz 
It's in every one of us to be wise
Find your heart
And open up both your eyes
We can all know every thing
Without ever knowing why
It's in every one of us by and by 

It's in every one of us
I just remembered
It's like I've been sleeping for years
I'm not awake as I can be
But my seeing's better
I can see through the tears 

I've been realizing that
I bought this ticket
And watching only half of the show
But there's scenery and lights
And a cast of thousands
Who all know what I know
And it's good that it's so 

It's in every one of us to be wise
Find your heart
And open up both your eyes
We can all know every thing
Without ever knowing why
It's in every one of us by and by



PRAYER 

O Thou loving Provider! These souls have hearkened to the summons of the Kingdom, and have gazed upon the glory of the Sun of Truth. They have risen upward to the refreshing skies of love; they are enamored of Thy nature, and they worship Thy beauty. Unto Thee have they turned themselves, speaking together of Thee, and seeking out Thy dwelling, and thirsting for the waterbrooks of Thy heavenly realm. Thou art the Giver, the Bestower, the Ever-Loving










Abdu’l Baha
MUSIC 

___________________________________________________________
PRAYER FOR HEALING 

Praised be Thou, O Lord my God! I implore Thee, by Thy Most Great Name through Which Thou didst stir up Thy servants and build up Thy cities, and by  22  Thy most excellent titles, and Thy most august attributes, to assist Thy people to turn in the direction of Thy manifold bounties, and set their faces towards the Tabernacle of Thy wisdom. Heal Thou the sicknesses that have assailed the souls on every side, and have deterred them from directing their gaze towards the Paradise that lieth in the shelter of Thy shadowing Name, which Thou didst ordain to be the King of all names unto all who are in heaven and all who are on earth. Potent art Thou to do as pleaseth Thee. In Thy hands is the empire of all names. There is none other God but Thee, the Mighty, the Wise.

I am but a poor creature, O my Lord; I have clung to the hem of Thy riches. I am sore sick; I have held fast the cord of Thy healing. Deliver me from the ills that have encircled me, and wash me thoroughly with the waters of Thy graciousness and mercy, and attire me with the raiment of wholesomeness, through Thy forgiveness and bounty. Fix, then, mine eyes upon Thee, and rid me of all attachment to aught else except Thyself. Aid me to do what Thou desirest, and to fulfill what Thou pleasest.

Thou art truly the Lord of this life and of the next. Thou art, in truth, the Ever-Forgiving, the Most Merciful.  


(Baha'u'llah, Prayers and Meditations by Baha'u'llah, p. 21)

