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The Suffrage Movement 

 
PRE-SERVICE MUSIC | Scottish Legend by Amy Beach (written 1903) | Susan Carroll, piano  
 
WELCOME AND ANNOUNCEMENTS | Rev. Erica Thompson 
 
*CALL TO WORSHIP | Nikki McGary 
One:  Every nation has its stories. 
All:  Stories that shape who we are. 
One:  This summer, we explore the stories of U.S. 
All:  And we seek the larger story of God. 
One:  We gather today to remember the voices that spoke when others said, “Be silent,” the dreamers who imagined a
 more just world, and the people who persisted when change seemed impossible. 
All:  We give thanks for those who stood with courage, who walked, organized, protested, and prayed, trusting that 
 every voice ma?ers. 
One:  We remember the women who gathered in Seneca Falls, the women who marched in the streets, the women who 
 endured ridicule and rejection, the women who carried a vision of a fuller democracy. 
All:  We honor those whose names are remembered and those whose names history forgot – the countless women 
 whose persistence opened doors for generations to come. 
One:  We come before the God who hears the cries of the forgoIen, who lifts up the overlooked, and who calls us to 

seek justice and walk faithfully. 
All:  May our voices join with theirs. May our courage rise from theirs. May we continue the work of building a 

world where all people are valued and heard. 
One:  Let us worship the God who calls us forward. 
All:  We come with grateful hearts, open minds, and a commitment to seek justice together. Amen. 
 
*OPENING HYMN | March of the Women by Ethel Smyth 
 
*PASSING OF THE PEACE OF CHRIST 
 
SACRAMENT OF BAPTISM | Natalia Claflin 
 
 



PRAYERS OF THE PEOPLE AND LORD’S PRAYER | Nikki McGary 
Our Father, who art in heaven, hallowed be thy name. Thy kingdom come, Thy will be done on earth, as it is in 
heaven. Give us this day our daily bread. And forgive us our trespasses, as we forgive those who trespass against us. 
And lead us not into temptation but deliver us from evil; For thine is the kingdom, and the power, and the glory, 
forever. Amen. 
 
STORIES OF U.S. | The Suffrage Movement 
 
OFFERTORY | Let Mother Vote from Suffs by Shaina Taub | Hillary Ekwall, soloist 
God bless our great republic, God bless our grand old flag, God bless the land of freedom we hold dear. And the heartbeat 
of that land will always be the home, and that, of course, is woman's sacred sphere. We nurture every family just as we're 
meant to do, So won't you let us nurture the nation, too? Let Mother vote, we raised you after all. Won't you thank the 
lady you have loved since you were small? We reared you, cheered you, helped you when you fell. With your blessing, we 
could help America as well. 
Let Mother vote, we'll keep our country clean. We'll tidy up our politics until they are pristine. We wash out any stain in 
society's domain. So well-balanced government, fresh baked with decency. Two cups of moral fiber, add a dollop of good 
grace, mix in maternal instinct and the world's a beIer place. Let Mother vote, let Mother vote, we'll nurse the USA. Until 
corruption, greed, and vice are sweetly swept away. We'll deploy domestic skills to cure domestic ills. So mister. won't you 
please let Mother vote? Cause’ we gave birth to old Abe Lincoln and Robert E. Lee, Babe Ruth and Woodrow Wilson, we 
bounced him on our knee. 
We brought you all these brilliant guys, don't we deserve a liIle prize? Let Mother vote! Don't worry, it's all right, we'll 
still be there to hold you close and tuck you in at night. It won't disrupt your lives. We'll still be loyal wives, So mister, 
won't you please let mother vote? Let mother vote! We'll vote like father, vote like son, and two good votes are beIer than 
one. So please, please, please, dear old mother of mine, Let your all-American mother vote! 
 
*DOXOLOGY AND PRAYER OF DEDICATION  
Praise God, from whom all blessings flow; Praise God all creatures here below; 
Praise God above, ye heavenly host; Creator, Christ, and Holy Ghost. Amen. 
 
INTRODUCTION TO SCRIPTURE 
 
SCRIPTURE | Luke 18:1-8 
 
SERMON | Stories of U.S.: Nevertheless, She Persisted | Rev. Erica Thompson 
 
GIFT OF MUSIC | Keep Marching On from Suffs, by Shaina Taub |Hillary Ekwall, soloist 
I won't live to see the future that I fight for. Maybe no one gets to reach that perfect day. If the work is never over, then 
how do you keep marching anyway? Do you carry your banner as far as you can? Rewriting the world with your 
imperfect pen? 'Til the next stubborn girl picks it up in a picket line over and over again? And you join in the chorus of 
centuries chanting to her. The path will be twisted and risky and slow, but keep marching, keep marching. Will you fail or 
prevail? Well, you may never know. But keep marching, keep marching. 'cause your ancestors are all the proof you need, 
that progress is possible, not guaranteed. It will only be made if we keep marching, keep marching on.  
And remember every mother that you came from, Learned as much from our success as our mistakes. Don't forget you're 
merely one of many others, On the journey every generation makes. We did not end injustice, and neither will you. But 
still, we made strides, so we know you can too, make peace with our incomplete power and use it for good, 'cause there's 
so much to do. The gains will feel small, and the losses too large, keep marching, keep marching. You'll rarely agree with 
whoever's in charge, keep marching, keep marching. ‘cause your ancestors are all the proof you need, that progress is 
possible, not guaranteed. It will only be made if we keep marching, keep marching on. Yes, the world can be changed, 
'cause we've done it before, so keep marching, keep marching. We're always behind you, so bang down the door, and 
keep marching, keep marching. And let history sound the alarm of how, the future demands that we fight for it now. 
It will only be ours if we keep marching, keep marching on. 
 
SACRAMENT OF COMMUNION 
 



PRAYER OF THANKSGIVING 
 
BENEDICTION  
 
POSTLUDE | Gavotte by Amy Beach | Susan Carroll, piano  
 
 

*Please rise on your feet or in your heart. 


