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Prairie Unitarian Universalist Society 
Thanksgiving Intergenerational 

November 28, 1993 

Prelude: Emma Giorgi 

Welcome 

Song: We Gather Together 
(words on printed sheet; music in SLT, #349) 

Chalice Lighting 

Joys and Concerns 

"Random Acts of Kindness:" Anne Pryor 
which will include 

*Song: I Love to Tell the Story 
(Prairie Song Book, # 109) 

*Musical Interlude 1: Alana Pryor Ackerman 
*Musical Interlude 2: Katrina Schroeder and 

Erin Pryor Ackerman 

l _- 

Offering 

Introduction of Guests and Visitors 

Announcements 

Closing 

Postlude: Eric Schroeder 



WE GATHER TOGETHER 

We gather together in joy and 
thanksgiving 

This day to remember the good we 
have known. 

From shadow and sadness we turn to 
songs of gladness, 

A light in every heart that forgets not 
its own. 

We pray that the love of our sisters 
and brothers 

Embracing our households will ne'er 
come to end, 

But ever increasing shall spread 
abroad unceasing, 

'T il every child of earth we can know 
as a friend. 

"We who lived in concentration camps 
can remember the men who walked through 
the huts comforting others, giving away their 
last epic of bread. They may have been few 
in number, but they offer sufficient proof that 
everything can be taken away from a man but 
one thing: the last of the human freedoms- 
to choose one's attitude in any given set 
of circumstances, to choose one's own way." 

-Victor Frankl 
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"I'm done with great things and big plans, 
great institutions and big success. I am for 
those tiny, invisible loving human forces that work 
from individual to individual, creeping 
through the crannies of the world like so many 
rootlets, or like the capillary oozing of water, which, 
if given time, will rend the hardest monuments 
of pride." -William James 


